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rcafonablc  in  their  c^nJ^"'  generally  not  a  little  un- 
that  the  world  muft  rpl';"^  T''=  '^'1  ftcm  ,o  fancv- 
'[>e  latter  to  icagil'^^  r^^t^-^^"  "-X  l'™l"ce,  anj, 
^hem  a.  any  rat?.  M  ,ink  "  "'  ""'S'''  ^°  P'^^e 
^ngle  man  ,.  born  witi  "  rt  'r  %°"  ""^  °"=  '""'''  "» 
nions  of  all  the  reft  •  fo  on  1,      "^  ^^wuling  the  opi- 

«itk  to  demand,  tha;  the>v^,n  "  °    "'  "-^ '-"'W  h^s  no 

Therefore  I  cannot  but  bel.eve  ,1    ,      '     ^"tertainment. 

are  under  equal  obligation      f„  """'"  ""<'  ''"'lers 

f"-,  a.  caeh  affordsCotlJ^"""""^'' f»-^.  "  P'ca- 
tv"y  one  acknowledges    it  „,„  , .  , 

'O  ejtpea  perfeaion  in  aL\  orfcof  '  '  "'"''  """■°" 
.would  think  the  contrarv  ^stalen  r """  '  ^"''  ?«  ""= 
judgment  comn.only  pafed  „„l  '  S""'"'''  ^X  'I'e 

Pofes  he  has  done  his  p.^  -T"  '— •  A  critic  r„p. 
ft.  ed  in  an  expreflio„,'or'err  r^"  '  ""'^  ^°  '>«= 
jnd  can  it  then  be  wondered  at  if  J  ^"""""  P°'"'  = 
feem  refolved  not  to  own  themfrl  ''°"'  '"  S'^""»l 

»^.  long  as  one  fide  w^r,^  !™f " ,'"  '"y  "™r  >  For 

wm  be  brought  to  no  acCwtTmtr""''  the  other 
i  am  afraid  this  cxtrrmn       i    ^  "'^""- 

Po-X  and  Cruicifa"br„r;';"  ^°*  ''""  ^^  i"-pi-ed, 

«ncern  of  the  world,  but°onW  ,1  "T'  ""'  ""''"'■'■»' 

Utr '=  -  '"^^^  ^'-«'>"^  ondifi;r,;t  rts 

-""u^gt^arrbXitr /^^  "'^-  ^=^"-  "- 

Vol.  I.  ""^'=  ■  l'^'  "  writer's  endeavour. 
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for  the  moft  part,  is  to  pleafe  his  readers,  and  he  fail* 
merely  through  the  misfortune  of  an  ill  judgment ;  but 
fuch  a  critic's  is  to  put  them  out  of  humour  ;  a  defign 
he  could  never  go  upon  without  both  that  and  an  ill 
temper. 

I  think  a  good  deal  may  be  faid  to  extenuate  the  fault 
of  bad  poets.     What  we  call  a  Genius,  is  hard  to  be 
diftingulflied  by  a  man  himfelf,  from  a  flrong  inclina- 
tion: and  if  his  genius  be  ever  fo  great,  he  cannot  at 
firft  difcover  it  any  other  way,  than  by  giving  way  to 
that  prevalent  propenlity  which  renders  him  the  more 
liable  to  be  miftaken.     The  only  method  he  has,  is  to 
make  the  experiment  by  writing,  and  appealing  to  the 
judgment  of  others  :    now  if  he  happens   to  write  Ul 
(which  is  certainly  no  iin  in  itfelf )  he  is  immediately 
made  an  obje£t  of  ridicule.     I  wifli  we  had  the  humanity 
to  refleft,  that  even  the  worft  authors  might,  in  their 
endeavour  to  pleafe  us,  deferve  fomething  at  our  hands» 
We  have  no  caufe  to  quarrel  with  them  but   for  their 
obftinacy  in  perfiiling  to  write  ;  and  this  too  may  admit 
of  alleviating  circumftances.     Their  particular  friends 
may  be  either  ignorant,  or  iniincere  ;  and  the  reft  of  the 
world  in  general  is  too  well-  bred  to  fhock  them  with  a 
truth,  which  generally  their  bookfellers  are  the  firfl  that 
inform  them  of.     This  happens  not  'till  they  have  fpent 
too  much  of  their  time,  to  apply  to  any  profeffion  which 
might  better  fit  their  talents ;  and  'till  luch  talents  a* 
they  have  are  fo  far  difcredited  as  to  be  but  of  fmall  fer- 
vicc  to  them.     For  (what  is  the  hardeft  cafe  imaginable) 
the  reputation  of  a  man  generally  depends  upon  the  firft 
Heps  he  makes  in  the  world  ;  and  people  will  eftablifh 
their  opinion  of  us,  from  what  we  do  at  that  feafon, 
when  we  have  leaft  judgment  to  dlrefl  us. 

On  the  other  hand,  a  good  poet  no  fooner  communi- 
cates his  works  with  the  fame  delire  of  information,  but 
it  is  imagined  he  is  a  vain  young  creature  given  up  to 
the  ambition  of  fame  ;  when  perhaps  the  poor  man  is  all 
the  while  trembling  with  the  fear  of  being  ridiculous. 

If 
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If  he  is  made  to  hope  he  may  pleafe  the  world,  he  falls 
under  very  unlucky  circumftances :  for,  from  the  mo- 
ment he  prints,  he  mufl  expe£l  to  hear  no  more  truth, 
than  if  he  were  a  prince,  or  a  beauty.  If  he  has  not 
very  good  fenfe  (and  indeed  there  are  twenty  men  of  wit 
for  one  man  of  fenfe)  his  living  thus  in  a  courfe  of  flattery 
may  put  him  in  no  fmall  danger  of  becoming  a  coxcomb  : 
if  he  has,  he  will  confequently  have  fo  much  diffidence 
as  not  to  reap  any  great  fatisfa£tion  from  his  praile  ; 
fince,  if  it  be  given  io  his  face,  it  can  fcarce  be  diflin- 
guifhed  from  flattery,  and  if  in  his  abfehce,  it  is  hard 
to  be  certain  of  it.  Were  he  fure  to  be  commended  by 
the  bell  and  moft  knowing,  he  is  as  fure  of  being  envied 
by  the  wcrft  and  moft  ignorant,  which  are  the  majority; 
for  it  is  with  a  fine  genius,  as  with  a  fine  fafbion,  all 
thofe  are  difpleafed  at  it  who  are  not  able  to  follow  it  : 
and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  efteem  will  feidom  do  any  maa 
fo  much  good,  as  ill-will  does  him  harm.  Then  there 
is  a  third  clafs  of  people  who  make  the  largeft  part  of 
mankind,  thofe  of  ordinary  or  indifferent  capacities;  and 
thefe  (to  a  man)  will  hate,  or  fufpeft  him  :  a  hundred 
honeft  gentlemen  will  dread  him  as  a  wit,  and  a  hundred 
innocent  women  as  a  fatirift.  In  a  word,  whatever  be 
his  fate  in  poetry,  it  is  ten  to  one  but  he  muft  give  up 
all  the  realbnable  aims  of  life  for  it.  There  are  indeed 
fome  advantages  accruing  from  a  genius  to  poetry,  and 
they  are  all  I  can  think  of :  the  agreeable  power  of  felf- 
amufement  when  a  man  is  idle  or  alone  ;  the  privilege  of 
being  admitted  into  the  beft  company  ;  and  the  freedom 
of  faying  as  many  carelefs  things  as  other  people,  with- 
out being  fo  feverely  remarked  upon. 

I  believe,  if  any  one,  early  in  his  life,  fhould  contem- 
plate the  dangerous  fate  of  authors,  he  would  fcarce  be 
of  their  number  on  any  confideration.  The  life  of  a  wit 
is  a  warfare  upon  earth;  and  the  prefent  fpirit  of  the 
learned  world  is  fuch,  that  to  attempt  to  ferve  it  (any 
way)  one  muft  have  the  conftancy  of  a  martyr,  and  a 
rcfplution  to  fuffer  for  its  fake.     I  could  wifh  people 

a  2  would 
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woald  believe,  what  I  am  pretty  certain  they  will  not, 
that  I  have  been  much  lefs  concerned  about  fame  than  I 
durft  declare  'till  this  occafion,  when  methinks  I  fliould 
find  more  credit  than  I  could  heretofore,  fince  my  writ- 
ings have  had  their  fate  already,  and  it  is  too  late  to  think 
of  prepoffefTing  the  reader  in  their  favour,      I  would 
plead  it  as  fome  merit  in  me,  that  the  world  has  never 
been  prepared  for  thefe  trifles  by  prefaces,  biaffed  by  re- 
commendations, dazzled  with  the  names  of  great  patrons, 
wheedled  with  fine  reafons'and  pretences,  or  troubled  with 
cxcufes.      I  confefs  it  was  want  of  confideration  thai; 
made  me  an  author;  I  writ  becaufe  it  amufcd  me ;  I 
correfted  becaufe  it  was  as  pleafant  to  me  to  correft  as 
to  w'fite ;  and  I  publiflied  becaufe  I  was  told  I  might 
pleafe  fuch  as  it  v/as  a  credit  to  pleafe.     To  what  degree 
I  have  done  this  I  am  really  ignorant ;  I  had  too  much 
fondriefs  for  my  produdlions  to  judge  of  them  at  firft,  and 
too  much  judgment  to  be  pleafed  with  them  at  lall.     But 
I  have  reafon  to  think  they  can  have  no  reputation  which 
will  continue  long,  or  which  deferves  to  do  fo  :   for  they 
Jiave  always  fallen  Ihort  not  only  of  what  I  read  of  others, 
but  even  of  my  own  ideas  of  poetry. 
"^  If  any  one  (hould  imagine  I  am  not  in  earneft,  I  de- 
fire  him  to  refleft,  that  the  antients  (to  fay  the  leaft  of 
them,)  had  as  much  genius  as  we  :  and  that  to  take  more 
pains,  and  employ  more  time,    cannot   fail  to  produce 
more  cornplete  pieces.     They  conftantly  applied  them- 
felves  not  only  to  that  art,  but  to  that  hngle  branch  of 
an  art,  to  which  their  talent  vras  mofl:  powerfully  bent ; 
and  it  was  the  bufinefs  of  their  lives  to  corre£t  and  finilli 
their  works  for  pofterity,     Jf  virp  can  pretend  to  have 
Tjfed  the  fame  induftry,  let  us  expe£l  the  fame  immorta- 
lity :  though  if  we  took  the  fame  care,  we  Ihould  Hill  lie 
under  a  further  misfortune:  they  writ  in  languages  that 
became    univ^rfal  and  everlailing,  w^hile   ours   are    ex- 
tremely   limited    both   in    extent  and    in   duration.     A 
U-}ighty  foundafion  for  our  pride  !   when  the  utmoft  we 
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can  hope,  is  but  to  be  r«ad  in  one  ifland,  and  to  be 
thrown  afide  at  the  end  of  one  ao-e. 

AH  that  is  left  us  is  to  recommend  our  produdions  by 
the  imitation  of  the  antients :  and  it  will  be  found  true, 
that,  in  every  age,  the  higheft  charafter  for  fenfe  and 
learning  has  been  obtained  by  thofe  who  have  been  moft 
indebted  to  them.     For,   to  fay  truth,  whatever  is  very 
good  fenfe,  mufl  have  been  common  fenfe  in  all  times ; 
and  what  we  call  learning,  is  but  the  knowledge  of  the 
fenfe  of  our  predecelTors.     Therefore  they  who  fay  our 
thoughts  are  not  our  own,  becaufe  they  refemble  the 
antients,  may  as  well  fay  our  faces  are  not  our  own,  be- 
caufe they  are  like  our  fathers  :  and  indeed  it  is  very  un-' 
reafonable,  that  people  fliould  expeft  us  to  be  fcholars 
and  yet  be  angry  to  find  us  fo.  ' 

I  fairly  confefs  that  I  have  ferved  myfelf  all  I  could  by 
reading;  that  I  made  ufe  of  the  judgment  of  authors 
dead  and  living;  that  I  omitted  no  means  in  ray  power 
to  be  informed  of  my  errors,  both  by  my  friends  and  ene- 
mies :  but  the  true  reafon  thefe  pieces  are  not  more  cor- 
rea,  is  owing  to  the  confideration  how  Ihort  a  time  they 
and  I  have  to  live  :  one  may  be  afhamed  to  confume  half 
one's  days  in  bringing  fenfe  and  rhyme  together ;  and 
what  critic  can  be  fo  unreafonable,  as  not  to  leave  a  man 
time  enough  for  any  more  ferious  employment,  or  more 
agreeable  amufement  ? 

^    The  only  plea  I  fhall  ufe  for  the  favour  of  the  public 
js,  that  I  have  as  great  a  refpeft  for  it,  as  moft  authors 
have  for  themfelves;  and  that  I  have  facrificed  much  of 
my  own  felf-love  for  its  fake,  in  preventing  not  only 
many  mean    things   from  feeing  the  light,    but  many 
which  I  thought  tolerable.     I  would  not  be  like  thofe 
authors,   who  forgive  themfelves  fome  particular  lines 
for  the  fake  of  a  whole  poem,  and,  vice  verfa,  a  whole 
poem  for  the  fake  of  fome  particular  lines.     I  believe,  no 
one  qualification  is  fo  likely  to  make  a  good  writer,  as 
the  power  of  rejefting  his  own  thoughts ;  and  it  mufl  be 
thjs  (jf  any  thing)  that  can  give  me  a  chance  to  be  one. 

For 
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For  what  I  have  publiflied,  I  can  only  hope  to  be  par- 
doned ;  but   for  what  I  have  burned,   I  deferve  to  be 
praifed.     On  this  account  the  world  is  under  fome  obli- 
gation to  me,  and  owes  me  the  jufticeia  return,  to  look 
"upon  no  verfes  as  mine  that  are  not  inferted  in  this  col- 
IctStion.     And  perhaps  nothing  could  make  it  worth  my 
while  to  own  what  are  really  fo,  but  to  avoid  the  impu- 
tation of  fo  many  dull  and  immoral  things,  as  partly  by 
malice,  and  partly  by  ignorance,  have  been  afcribed  to 
me.     I  muft  further  acquit  myfelf  of  the  prefumption  of 
having  lent  my  name  to  recommend  any  mifcellanies,  or 
works  of  other  men  ;  a  thing  I  never  thought  becoming 
a  peribn  who  has  hardly  credit  enough  to  anfwer  for  his. 

own. 

In  this  office  of  collefting  my  pieces,  I  am  altogether 
uncertain,  whether  to  look  upon  myfelf  as  a  man  build- 
ing a  monument,  or  burying  the  dead. 

If  time  fliall  make  it  the  former,  may  thefe  poems  (as 
long  as  they  laft)  remain  as  a  teftimony  that  their  author 
never  made  his  talents  fubfervicnt  to  the  mean  and  un- 
worthy  ends  of  party  or  felf-interefl ;  the  gratification  of 
public  prejudices  or  private  palTions  ;  the  flattery  of  the 
undeferving,  or  the  infult  of  the  unfortunate.     If  I  have 
written  well,  let  it  be  confidcrcd  that  it  is  what  no  man 
can  do  without  good  fcnfe,  a  quality  that  not  only  ren- 
ders one  capable  of  being  a  good  w-ritcr,  but  a  good  man. 
And  if  I  have  made  any  acquifition  in  the  opinion  of  any 
one  under  the  notion  of  the  former,  let  it  be  continued 
to  mc  under  no  other  title  than  that  of  the  latter. 

But  if  this  publication  be  only  a  more  folemn  funeral 
of  my  remains,  I  defire  it  may  be  known  that  I  die  in 
charity,  and  in  my  fenfcs;  without  any  murmurs  againft 
the  juftice  of  this  age,  or  "any  mad  appeals  to  pofterity. 
1  declare  I  fliall  think  the  world  in  the  right,  and  quietly 
fubmit  to  every  truth  which  time  fliall  difcover  to  the 
prejudice  of  thcfc  writings;  not  fo  much  as  wifliing  fo 
irrational  a  thing,  as  that  every  body  fliould  be  deceived 
merely  for  my  credit.  However,  I  dclire  it  may  then 
5  be 
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be  confidered,  That  there  are  very  few  things  in  this  col- 
ledtion  which  were  not  written  under  the  age  of  live  and 
twenty  :  fo  that  my  youth  may  be  made  (a?  it  never  fails 
to  be  m  executions)  a  cafe  of  companion.  That  I  was 
never  lo  concerned  about  my  works  as  to  vindicate  them 

fenT-?; ,.        V"^;:  ^^'"^'  '^'"S  was  good,  it  would  de- 
fend  I  fclf    and  what  was  bad  could  never  be  defended. 
Ihatlufed  no  artitice   to  raife  or  continue  a  reputa- 
tion, depreciated  no  dead  author  I  was  obliged  to,  bribed 
no  hving  one  with   unjuft  praife,  infulted  no  acSverfary 
with  111  language ;  or  when  I  could  not  attack  a  rival's 
works,  encouraged  reports  againft  his  morals.     To  con- 
clude.  If  this  volume  perifh,  let  it  ferve  as  a  warnino-  to 
the  critics,  not  to  take  too  much  pains  for  the  futur?  to 
deftroy  fuch  things  as  will  die  of  themfelves ;  and  a  me. 
^nenio  mon  to  fome  of  my  vain  cotemporaries  the  poets,  to 
teach  them  that,  when  real  merit  is  wanting, 'it  avaS 
nothing  to  have  been  encouraged   by  the  ^rl^t    com 

;:':;!' ^ '^^  ^"^^"^"^'  -^  ^'--^  i^^:^ 

Nov.  lo,  1 716. 
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On  Mr.    POPE   and   his    Poems. 

BY     HIS      GRACE 

JOHN     SHEFFIELD, 

DUKE     OF    BUCKINGHAM, 

"XTTITH  age  decay'd,  with  courts  and  bus'nefs  tir'J, 

▼  y      Caring  for  nothing  but  what  eafe  requir'd  • 
Too  dully  Icrious  for  the  mufe's  fport, 
And  from  the  critics  fafe  arriv'd  in  pJrt ; 
I  little  thought  of  launching  forth  agen,  '  r 

Amidft  advent'rous  rovers  of  the  pen  ;  ' 
And  after  fo  much  undefcrv'd  fuccefs,* 
Thus  hazarding  at  lall  to  make  it  lefs.' 

Encomiums  fuit  not  this  cenforious  time, 
Itfelf  a  fubjeft  for  latiric  rhyme  ; 
Ignorapce  honour'd,  wit  and  worth  defam'd     ' 
Folly  triumphant,  and  ev'n  Homer  blam'd  !* 

But  to  this  Genius,  join'd  with  fo  much  art, 
buch  various  learning  mix'd  in  ev'ry  part. 
Poets  are  bound  a  loud  applaufc  to  pav  ;     '  ^  . 

Apollo  bids  it,  and  they  mud  obey.  '  ' 

And  yet  fo  wonderful,  fublimc  a  thin^, 
As  the  great  Iliad,  fcarcc  could  make  me  fm^  • 
Except  I  juftly  could  at  once  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend.  2© 

One  moral,  or  a  mere  well-natur'd  deed 
Can  all  defcrt  in  fciences  exceed. 

'Tis  great  delight  to  laugh  at  fome  mc.Vs  ways. 
But  a  much  greater  to  give  merit  praife. 

Vol.  I.  b  T 

To 
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To  Mr.    POPE  on  his  Pastorals. 

tN  thofe  more  dull,  as  more  cenforious  days. 

Where  few  dare  give,  and  fewer  merit  praifc, 
A  mufc  ilncerc,  that  never  flatt'ry  knew. 
Pays  what  to  friendfhip  and  defert  is  due. 
Young,  yet  judicious  ;  in  your  verfe  are  found  tf 

Art  ftrength'ning  nature,  fenfe  improv'd  by  found. 
Unlike  thofe  wits,  whofe  numbers  glide  along 
So  fmooth,  no  thought  e'er  interrupts  the  fong  : 
Laborioufly  enervate  they  appear. 

And  write  not  to  the  liead,  but  to  the  car  :  lo 

Our  minds  unmov'd  and  unconccrn'd  they  lull. 
And  arc  at  beft  moft  mufically  dull  : 
So  purling  ftreams  with  even  murmurs  creep. 
And  hufh  the  heavy  hearers  into  ileep. 
As  fmootheft  fpeech  is  moft  deceitful  found,  i  c 

The  fmootheft  numbers  oft'  are  empty  found. 
But  wit  and  judgment  join  at  once  in  you. 
Sprightly  as  youth,  as  age  confummate  too  : 
Your  ftrains  are  regularly  bold,  and  plcafc  ^ 

With  unforc'd  care,  and  unaifefled  eafc,  20  L 

With  proper  thoughts,  and  lively  images  :  J 

Such  as  by  nature  to  the  ancients  fiiewn. 
Fancy  improves,  and  judgment  makes  your  own  : 
For  great  men's  fafliions  to  be  follow'd  arc, 
Altho'  Jifgraccful  'tis  their  cloaths  to  wear.  ac 

»^ome  in  a  polifh'd  ftyle  write  Paftoral, 
Arcadia  fpcaks  the  language  of  the  Mall. 
Like  fome  fair  flicphcrdefs,  the  Sylvan  Mufc 
Should  wear  thofe  flow'rs  her  native  fields  produce; 
And  the  true  mcafure  of  the  flicpherd*s  wit  ^a 

Should,   like  his  garb,  be  for  the  country  fit  : 
Yet  muft  his  pure  and  unaffcfted  thought 
More  nicely  than  the  common  fwain's  be  Wrought^ 
So,  with  becoming  art,  the  players  drefs 
In  filks  the  (liepherd,  and  the  fluiihcrdefs  ;  35 

Yet 
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Yet  ftill  uncliang'd  the  form  anJ  mode  remain, 

ShapM  like  the  liomely  rufret  of  the  Twain. 

Your  rural  Mufc  apju-ars  to  juflify 

The  long-loft  graces  of  iimplicity  : 

So  rural  beauties  captivate  our  fenfc  ^0 

With  virgin  charms,  and  native  excellence. 

Yet  long  her  modcfty  thofe  charms  concealM, 

'Till  by  men's  envy  to  the  world  revealM  ; 

For  wits  induftrions  to  their  trouble  feem, 

And  needs  will  envy  what  they  muft  eftecm.  4> 

Live  and  enjoy  their  fpite  !  nor  mourn  that  fate, 
Which  would,  if  Virgil  liv'd,  on  Virgil  wait ; 
Whofe  mufe  did  once,  like  thine,  in  plains  delight. 
Thine  fhall,  like  his,  foon  take  a  higher  flight ; 
So  larks,  which  firft  from  lowly  fields  arife,  50 

Mount  by  degrees,  and  reach  at  laft  the  Ikies. 

W.  WYCHERLEY. 


To  Mr.  POPE,  on  his  Windsor-Forest. 

"LJ  AIL  !  facred  bard  !  a  mufe  unknown  before 
Salutes  thee  from  the  bleak  Atlantic  fhorc. 
To  our  dark  world  thy  fhining  page  is  fliown, 
A'^d  Windfor's  gay  retreat  becomes  our  own. 
The  eaftern  pomp  had  juft  bcfpokc  our  care. 
And  India  pour'd  her  gawdy  treafures  here  : 
A  various  fjx)il  adorn'd  our  naked  land, 
The  pride  of  Perfia  glitter'd  on  our  ftrand, 
And  China's  earth  was  caft  on  common  land  : 
Tofs'd  up  and  down  the  glolfy  fragments  lay,  JO 

And  drefs'd  the  rocky  flielves,  and  pav'd  the  painted  bay. 

Thy  treafures  next  arriv'd;  and  now  we  boaft 
A  nobler  cargo  on  our  barren  coaft  : 
From  thy  luxuriant  Forcft  we  receive 
More  lailing  glories  than  the  Eaft  can  give.  15 

b  2  Where'er 
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Where'er  we  clip  in  thy  delightful  page, 
What  pompous  fcenes  our  buf)^  thoughts  engnge  ] 
The  pompous  fcenes  in  all  their  pride  appear, 
Krcfl)  in  the  page,  as  in  the  grove  they  were. 
Nor  half  fo  true  the  fair  Lodona  fhows  20 

The  fylvanftate  that  on  her  border  grows, 
While  fhe  the  wond'ring  fliephcrd  entertains 
With  a  new  VVindfor  in  her  wat'ry  plains ; 
Thy  juftcr  lays  the  lucid  wave  furpafs, 
The  living  fccnc  is  in  the  Mufe's  glafs.  25 

Nor  fweeter  notes  the  echoing  forefls  chcar, 
When  Philomela  fits  and  warbles  there. 
Than  when  you  iing  the  greens  and  op'ning  glades, 
And  give  us  harmony  as  well  as  fhades  : 
A  Titian's  hand  might  draw  the  grove,  but  you  30 

Can  paint  the  grove,  and  add  the  mulic  too. 

With  vaft  variety  thy  pages  fhine  ; 
A  new  creation  ftarts  in  ev'ry  line. 

How  fudden  trees  rife  to  the  reader's  fight,  ^ 

And  make  a  doubtful  fcene  of  fhade  and  light,  35  i 

And  give  at  once  the  day,  at  once  the  night !  J 

And  here  again  what  fwcct  confufion  reigns. 
In  dreary  defcrts  mix'd  with  painted  plains  ! 
And  fee  !  the  deferts  caft  a  pleafing  gloom. 
And  flirubhy  heaths  rejoice  in  purple  bloom  :  4Q 

Whilfl  fruitful  crops  rife  by  their  barren  fide. 
And  bearded  groves  difplay  their  annual  pride, 

Happy  the  man  who  firings  his  tuneful  lyre 
Where  woods,  and  brooks,  and  breathing  fields  infpire  I 
Thrice  happy  you  !  and  worthy  beft  to  dwell  45 

Amidft  the  rural  joys,  you  fing  fo  welj. 
I  in  a  cold,  and  in  a  barren  clime. 
Cold  as  my  thought,  and  barren  as  my  rliyme. 
Here  on  the  wcftern  beach  attempt  to  chime. 
O  joylefs  flood  !  O  rough  tempeftuous  main  !  5Q 

Bordcr'd  with  weeds,  and  folitudcs  obfccne  I 

Snatch  mc,  ';^c  gods !  from  thcfe  Atlantic  flyores. 
And  ihelter  mc  in  Vv'indfor's  fragrant  bow'rs  • 

0^ 
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Or  to  my  mi'.cli-lov'd  Ilis'  walk  convey, 

And  on  licr  flow'rv  banks  for  ever  lay.  55 

Thence  let  me  view  tlic  venerable  fccne, 

The  awful  dome,  tlic  groves  eternal  green  : 

Where  facred  Hough,  long  found  his  fam'd  retreat, 

And  brought  the  Mufes  to  the  fylvan  feat, 

Keforni'd  the  wits,  unlock'd  the  clal?ic  ftorc,  60 

And  made  that  mufic  which  was  noife  before. 

There  with  illuilrious  bards  I  fpent  my  days, 

Not  free  from  cenfure,   nor  unknown  to  praife, 

Enjoy'd  the  bleiTings  that  his  reign  beftow'd. 

Nor  envy'd  W'indfor  in  t]?e  foft  abode.  65 

The  golden  minutes  fmoothly  danc'd  away. 

And  tuneful  bards  bcguil'd  the  tedious  day : 

They  fung,  nor  fung  in  vain,  with  numbers  fir'd 

That  Maro  taught,  or  Addifon  infpir'd. 

Ev*n  lefTav'd  to  touch  the  trembling  firing  :  70 

Who  could  hear  them,  and  not  attempt  to  ling  ? 

Rouz'd  from  thefe  dreams  by  thy  commanding  ftrain, 
I  rife  and  wander  thro'  the  field  or  plain  ; 
Led  by  thy  Mufc,  from  fport  to  fport  I  run, 
Alark  the  flretch'd  line,: or  hear  the  thund'rin;r  2:un.    7? 
Ah  !  how  I  melt  witli  pity,  when  I  fpy 
On  the  cold  earth  the  flutt'ring  nheafant  lie  ? 
His  gaudy  robes  in  daz/ling  lines  appear, 
And  ey.'ry  feather  fliincs  and  varies  theie. 

No    :an  I  pafs  the  gcn'rous  courfer  by,  Sd  * 

But  while  the  prancing  ilecd  allures  my  eye,  V 

He  flarts,  he's  gone!  and  now  1  fee  him  Hy  3 

O'er  liills  and  dales,  and  now  I  lofe  the  courfc. 
Nor  can  the  rapid  fight  purfuc  the  frying  horfe. 
Oh  could  thy  Virgil  from  his  orb  look  down,  S^ 

He'll  view  a  courfer  that  niight  match  his  own  ! 
Fir'd  with  the  fport,  and  eager  for  thechacc, 
T»odona's  murmurs  flop  mc  in  the  race. 
Who  can  rcfufe  Lodona's  meltinri  talc  ? 
.'J'h.c  loft  complaint  fhall  over  time  prevail  ;  <)0 

The 


The  talc  be  told,  when  iliades  forfake  her  Hiore, 
The  nymph  be  iung,  when  fhe  can  flow  no  more. 

Nor  fhiU  thy  fong,  old  Thames  !  forbear  to  fliine. 
At  once  tlic  fubjeft  and  the  fong  divine. 
Peace,  fung  by  thee,  fhall  pleafe  ev'n  Britons  more    95 
Than  all  their  fhouts  for  viftory  before. 
Oh  I  could  Britannia  imitate  thy  llrcam, 
The  world  fhould  tremble  at  her  awful  name  : 
Frotn  various  fprings  divided  waters  glide, 
In  diff'reat  colours  roll  a  diff'rent  tide,  loO 

Murmur  along  their  crooked  banks  a  while. 
At  once  they  murmur,  and  enrich  the  iflc  ; 
A  while  diftinft  thro'  many  channels  run. 
But  meet  at  laft,  and  fwectly  flow  in  one; 
There  joy  to  lofe  their  long-diftinguifli'd  name?,         10^ 
And  make  one  glorious  and  immortal  Thames. 

FR.   KNAP, 


To      Mr.      POPE. 

In  Imitation  of  a  Greek  Epigram  on  Homer, 

"VI/HEN   Phoebus,  and  the  nine  harmonious  maids 

Of  old  aflTcmbled  in  the  Thefpian  fhades ; 
What  theme,  they  cry'd,  what  high  immortal  air. 
Befit  thefc  harps  to  found,  and  thee  to  hear  ? 
Rcply'd  the  god  ;  "  Your  loftieft  notes  employ,  5 

"  To  fing  young  Pelcus,  and  the  fall  of  Troy.'* 
The  vvond'rnas  fong  with  rapture  they  rchearfe  : 
Then  afk  who  wrought  that  miracle  of  verfe  ? 
He  anfwcr'd  with  a  frown  ;  *'  I  now  reveal 
"   A  truth  that  Envy  bids  me  not  conceal :  lO 

*'  Retiring  frequent  to  this  laurcat  vale, 
*'  1  warbled  to  the  lyre  that  fav'ritc  tale, 

«  Which 


«<  Which,  unobfcvvM,  a  wancl'iing  Greek  and  blinJ, 
«  HearJ  me  repeat,   and  trealurM  in  his  mind  ; 
«  And  fir'd  with  thirft  of  more  than  mortal  praife,      15 
<*  From  mc,  the  God  of  Wit,  ufurp'd  the  bays. 

**  But  let  vain  Greece  indulge  her  growing  fame, 
<*  Proud  with  celeftial  fpoils  to  grace  her  name  ; 
**  Yet  when  my  arts  fliall  triumph  in  the  Weft, 
**  And  the  white  ille  with  female  pow'r  is  blcft ;         20 
*'  Fame,  I  forefec,  will  make  reprifals  there, 
**  And  the  tranllator's  palm  to  me  transfer.  v 

**  With  lefs  regret  my  claim  I  now  decline, 
*<  The  world  will  think  his  EngUJh  Iliad  mine.'* 

E.    FENTOX, 


To    Mr.     POPE. 

'X'O  praife,  and  ftill  with  juft  refpeft  to  praife 

A  bard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays, 
The  learn'd  to  fliow,  the  ftnfible  commend. 
Yet  ftill  preferve  the  province  of  the  friend; 
What  life,  what  vigour,  muft  the  lines  require  ?         5 
What  -^ulic  tune  them,  what  afFcdlion  fue  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bofom  fhinc  ; 
Thou  fhould'ft  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  thine  ; 
The  brighteft  ancients  might  at  once  ao-ree 
To  ftng  witliin  my  lays,  and  fingof  thee.  iq 

Horace  himfelf  would  own  thou  doft  excell- 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well, 
Ovid  himfelf  might  wifh  to  fing  the  dame 
^V'iiom  Windfor-Foreft  fees  a  gliding  ftrcam  : 
On  filver  feet  with  annual  oficr  crown'd,  i  j 

She  runs  for  ever  thro'  poetic  grou^jd. 


How  flame  tlic  glories  of  Belinda's  hair, 
Made  by  the  Mule  the  envy  of  the  fair  ? 
Lcfs  fhonc  the  trelTcs  Agypt's  princes  wore, 
Which  fwect  Callimachus  fo  fung  before.  20 

Here  courtly  trifles  fet  the  world  at  odds ; 
Bells  war  with  beaux,  and  whims  defcend  for  gods. 
The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule, 
?Vlock  the  grave  phrcnzy  of  the  chemic  fool. 
But  know,  ye  fair,  a  point  conceal'd  with  art,  25 

The  Sylphs  and  Gnomes  are  but  a  woman's  heart. 
The  graces  ftand  in  fight;  a  fatire-train 
Peeps  o'er  their  head,  and  laughs  behind  the  fccne. 

In  Fame's  fair  temple,  o'er  the  boldeft  wits 
Jnfliiin'd  on  high  the  facred  Virgil  fits;  30 

And  fits  in  meafures  fuch  as  Virgil's  mufc 
To  place  thee  near  him  might  be  fond  to  chufe. 
How  mifrht  he  tune  th'  alternate  reed  with  thee. 
Perhaps  a  Strcphon  thou,  a  Daphnis  he  ; 
While  fome  old  Damon,  o'er  the  vulgar  wife,  ^c 

Thinks  he  deferves,  and  thou  deferv'll  the  prize  ? 
Rapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  feeks  the  plains. 
And  txirns  me  fliephcrd  while  1  hear  the  ilrains. 
Indulgent  nurfe  of  ev'ry  tender  gale. 
Parent  of  flow'rets,  old  Arcadia,  hail  ! 
Here  in  the  cool  my  limbs  at  eafe  I  fpread. 
Here  let  thy  poplars  whifper  o'er  my  head  : 
Still  Aide  thy  waters,  foft  among  the  trees, 
Tliy  afpins  quircr  in  a  breathing  breeze  ! 
Smile,  all  ye  vallies,  in  eternal  fpring,  45 

Be  hulh'd,  ye  winds,  while  Pope  and  Virgil  fino-. 

In  Lnglifh  lays,  and  all  fublimely  great, 
Thy  Homer  warms  with  all  his  ancient  heat; 
He  lliines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fisht. 
And  flames  with  ev'ry  fenfe  of  great  delight.  50 

Long  has  that  poet  rcign'd,  and  long  unknown. 
Like  monarchs  fparklin2;on  a  diftant  throne  ; 

I  ^  la 
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In  all  the  majcfly  of  Greek  retirM, 

Himfelf  unknown,  his  mighty  name  admir'd  ; 

Hn  language  failing,  wrapt  him  round  with  ni^^ht  •    c; 

Thine,  rais'd  by  thee,  recalls  the  work  to  light. 

So  wealthy  mines  that  ages  long  before 

Fed  the  Urge  realms  around  with  golden  ore 

When  choakM  by  fmking  banks,   no  more  appear, 

And  fhcphcrds  only  fay,   The  nurm  lure  here  :  6d 

Should  lomc  rich  youth  (if  nature  warm  his  heart. 

And  all  his  projedts  (land  inform'd  with  art) 

Here  clear  the  caves,  there  ope  the  leading  vein  • 

The  mmes  detedcd  flame  with  gold  again^ 

Howvaft,  how  copious,  are  thy  new  defigns  !         6c 
How  evVy  mullc  varies  in  thy  lines  !  • 

Still,  as  I  read,  I  feel  ray  bofom  beat. 
And  rife  in  raptures  by  another's  heat. 
Thus  in  the  wood,  when  fummer  drcfs'd  the  days 
While  Windfor  lent  us  tuneful  hours  of  cafe,         '       70 
Our  ears  the  lark,  the  thruHi,  the  turtle  blcft. 
And  Philomela  fwceteft  o'er  the  reft  : 
The  lliades  refound  with  fong— O  foftly  tread. 
While  a  whole  feafon  warbles  round  my  head! 

This  to  my  friend-and  when  a  friend  infpircs,         7,- 
My  filent  harp  its  mafter's  hand  requires, 
Shakes  oft  .he  duft,  and  makes  thefe  rocks  refound  • 
For  fortune  plac'd  me  in  unfertile  ground  : 
Far  from  the  joys  that  with  my  foul  agree,' 
From  wit,  from  learning-^vcry  far  (Zm  thee.  80 

Here  mofs-grown  trees  expand  the  fmallcft  leaf; 
Here  half  an  acre's  corn  is  half  a  ftieaf ; 
Here  hills  with  naked  heads  the  tempeft'mect, 
Rocks  at  their  Tides,  and  torrents  at  their  feet ; 
Or  lazy  lakes,  unconfcious  of  a  flood,  *  g- 

Whoi'c  dull  brown  Naiads  ever  flcep  in  mud.  -^ 

Vet  here  content  can  dwell,  and  learned  eafe, 
A  tnend  delight  mc,  and  an  author  plcafe  ; 

\  OL.   I.  C  T-    » 
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Ev'n  here  Ifing,  when  Pope  fupplies  the  theme, 

Shew  my  own  love,  tho'  not  increafe  his  fame.  90 

T.    PARNELL. 


To    Mr.     POPE. 

1    ET  vulgar  fouls  triumphal  arches  raife, 

Or  fpcaking  marbles,  to  record  their  praife  ; 
And  pifture  (to  the  voice  of  fame  unknown) 
The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  ftou'C ; 
Merc  mortals ;  fubjeft  to  death's  total  fway,  5 

Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a  day  ! 

'Tis  thine,  on  ev*ry  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 
A  monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  : 
Sure  to  furvive,  when  time  fliall  whelm  in  dull 
The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  bull :  10 

Nor  'till  the  volumes  of  th'  expanded  fky 
Blaze  in  one  flame,  Ihalt  thou  and  Homer  die  : 
Then  fmk  together  in  the  world's  lall  fires, 
What  heav''n  created,  and  what  heav'n  infpires. 

If  ought  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is  fled,       15 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead, 
Shakefpear  rejoice  !  his  hand  thy  page  refines ; 
Now  ev'rv  fcene  with  native  briehtnefs  fliines  : 
Juft  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought; 
So  Tully  publifli'd  what  Lucretius  wrote  ;  20 

Prun'd  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 
And  bloom  afrefh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O  Raphael  !  time  invades. 
And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvafs  fades, 
A  rival  hand  recalls  froii)  ev'ry  patt  25 

Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art ; 

Tranfported 
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Tranfportecf  we  furvey  the  dubious  ftrife, 
While  each  fair  image  ftans  again  to  life. 

How  long,  untun'd,  had  Homer's  facred  lyre 
Jarr  d  grat.ng  d.fcord,  all  extinft  his  fire  ) 

t^all  d  the  loud  mufic  from  the  foundin<r  ftrinc 
Now  wak-d  from  .lumbers  of  three  th^uli  d  !;„, 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears 

K^een  Hani  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns  •  ^* 

W,th  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  morta  .'ni.ht 
He  ftrides  along,  and  meets  the  gods  in  fi.ht 
Then  the  pale  Titans,  chainM  on  burnin.  floors 

Trbi'i^::j^:-t:!^:-f--o?es,°°'^'  ,. 

AndgloomyPluto^lt^ithrUhsgL';,"-^"'' 
To  ev'ry  theme  reipouds  thy  various  lay 

Hcrerollsatorrent,  there  meanders  play. 

Sonorous  as  the  flonn  thy  numbers  rife  ^  ' 

1  ofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  ,1  e  fties  •  *^ 

Ofofter  than  a  yielding  virgin's  figh,  ' 

The  gentle  breezes  breath  away  and  die. 

i  bus,  like  the  radiant  god  who  Iheds  the  day 

You  paint  the  vale,  or  gild  the  azure  way  •  ^' 

And  while  with  ev'ry  theme  the  verfe  complies  ^ 

&nkvvithou,  groveling,  without  raft  ne.^rfe 

Proceed,  great  bard  !  awake  th'  h,  „ 

Be  ours  all  Homer  1  fti„  J,;ref  fin:™°"'°"  """=' 
How  long  that  hero,  by  unfkilful  ha°nds 
Stnp'd  of  his  robes,  a  beggar  trod  our  lands  .  ^' 

Such  as  he  wa«ier'd  o'er  his  native  coaft,      ' 

Shrunk  by  the  wand,  and  all  th.warrior'loft.  '         ' 
O  er  his  linooth  ikin  a  bark  of  wrinkles  fpr"  d  • 

Old  age  difgrac'd  the  honours  of  his  head  '  . 

Nor  longer  in  his  he,avy  eye-ball  (hln'd-  '° 

B- ytHke'tr'  '""';-''"'"-?  fto-n  *=  mind. 
With  ,    \^''"''  "  ry  limb  infold 

Wim  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  ftine  i„  gold; 

'^  Touch'd 
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Touch'd  by  your  Ixand,  his  manly  frame  improves      65. 
With  grace  divine,  and  like  a  god  he  moves. 

Ev'n  1,  the  meanell  of  the  Mufe's  train, 
Intlam'd  by  thee,  attempt  a  nobler  ftrain  ; 
Advent' rous  waken  the  Maionian  lyre, 
Tun'd  by  your  hand,  and  iing  as  you  infpire  :    ~  70 

So  arm'd  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 
Patroclus  conqucr'd  in  Achilles  right  : 
Like  theirs,  our  friendfhip  !   and  1  boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united — for  thy  friendfiiip's  fame. 

This  labour  paft,  of  heav'nly  fubjtfts  ling,  75 

While  hov'rin;;;  anirels  liften  on  the  wing. 
To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife, 
As,  w!:en  they  fing,  fufpended  hold  the  Ikies  : 
Or  nobly  riling  in  fair  Virtue's  caufe, 
From  thv  own  life  tranfcribe  th'  unerrinor  laws :  80 

Teach  a  bad  world  bcueath  l>er  fway  t©  bend  : 
To  verfc  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend. 
And  men  more  fierce  :   when  Orpheus  tunes  the  lay, 
Ev'n  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away. 

W.   BROOME. 


To   Mr.    POP  E, 

On  the   publifliing  his   Works. 

TJ  E  comes,  he  comes  !  bid  ev'ry  bard  prepare 

The  fong  of  triumph,  and  attend  his  car. 
Great  Sheffield's  Mufe  the  long  proccffion  heads, 
And  thiows  a  luftrc  o'er  the  pomp  flie  leads, 
Firft  gives  the  palm  Ihc  fir'd  him  to  obtain,     ,  5 

Crowns  his  gay  brow,  and  fliews  him  how  to  reign. 
—  Thus 
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Thus  young  Alcides,  by  old  Chiron  tauglit, 
Was  form'd  for  all  the  miracles  he  wrought  : 
Thus  Chiron  did  the  youth  he  taught  applaud, 
PleasM  to  behold  tkc  earneft  of  a  god.  lO 

But  hark,  wliat  Ihouts,  whatgata'ring  crouds  rejoice! 
Unftain'd  their  praifc  by  any  venal  voic<", 
Such  as  the  ambitious  vainly  think  their  due,  ^ 
When  proftitutes,  or  needy  flatt'rers  fue. 
And  fee  the  chief  !  before  him  laurels  borne ;  15 

Trophies  from  undeferving  temples  torn ; 
Here  rage  enchain'd  rclu£lant  raves,   and  there 
Pale  envy  dumb,  and  fick'ning  with  dcfpair, 
Prone  to  the  earth  Hie  bends  her  loathing  eve, 
Weak  to  fupport  the  blaze  of  majcfty,  20 

But  what  are  they  that  turn  the  facred  page  ? 
Three  lovely  virgins,  and  of  e<]ual  age  ; 
Intent  they  read,  and  all  enamour'd  feem, 
As  he  that  met  his  likenefs  in  the  flream  : 
The  Graces  thefc;  and  fee  how  they  contend,  25 

Who  moll  Ihall  praife,  who  bcft  fhall  rccommejid. 

The  chariot  now  the  painful  fteep  afcends. 
The  Pasans  ceafe  ;  thy  glorious  labour  ends. 
Here  fix'd,  tlie  bright  eternal  ten^ple  ftancl?. 
Its  profpc6l  an  "unbounded  view  commands  :  30 

Say,  wond'rous  youth,  what  column  wilt  thau  chufe. 
What  laurel'd  arch  for  thy  triumphant  Mufe  ? 
Tho'  each  great  ancient  court  thee  to  his  fhrinc, 
Tho'  ev'ry  laurel  thro*  the  dome  be  thine, 
(From  the  proud  Epic,  down  to  thofc  that  fhade  35 

The  gentler  brow  of  the  foft  Lefbian  maid) 
Go  to  the  good  and  juft,  an  awful  train, 
Thy  foul's  delight,  and  glory  of  the  fane  : 
While  thro'  the  earth  thv  dear  remembrance  files, 
"  Sweet  to  tlic  \\X»rld,  and  grateful  to  the  Ikies."         40 

SIMON  HARCOURT- 


i> 
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To    Mr.     POP   E, 

From  Rsimy  1730. 

I MMORT  AL  bard  !  for  whom  each  Mufe  has  wove 

-*   The  faireft  garlands  of  th'  Aonian  grove  ; 

PrefervM,  our  drooping  genius  to  reilore. 

When  Addifon  and  Congreve  are  no  more ; 

After  fo  many  ftars  extindl  in  night. 

The  dark'ned  ages  laft  remaining  light  ! 

To  thee  from  Latian  realms  this  verl'e  is  writ, 

Infpir'd  by  memory  of  ancient  wit  ; 

For  now  no  more  thefe  climes  their  influence  boaft, 

Fall'n  is  their  glory,  and  their  virtue  loft  ;  lO 

From  tyrants,  and  from  prieft<^,  the  Mufcs  fly, 

Daughters  of  Reafon  and  of  Liberty. 

Kor  Baice  now,  nor  Umbria's  plain  they  love. 

Nor  on  the  banks  of  Nar,  or  Mincia  rove  ; 

To  Thames's  flow'ry  borders  they  retire,  15 

And  kindle  in  thy  breaft  the  Roman  fire. 

So  in  the  fliades,  when  chear'd  with  fummer  rays 

Melodious  linnets  warbled  fprightly  lays. 

Soon  as  the  faded,  falling  leaves  complain 

Ot  gloomy  winter's  unaufpicious  reign,  lo 

No  tuneful  voice  is  heard  of  joy  or  love. 

But  mournful  filence  faddens  all  the  grove. 
Unhappy  Italy  !  whofe  alter'd  flate 

Has  felt  the  worft  feverity  of  fate  : 

Not  that  barbarian  hands  her  fafces  broke,  25 

And  bow'd  her  haughty  neck  beneath  their  yoke  j 

Nor  that  her  palaces  to  earth  are  thrown. 

Her  cities  defer t,  and  her  fields  unfowxi  ; 

But  that  her  ancient  fpirit  is  decayed. 

That  facred  wifdom  from  her  bounds  is  fled,  30 

That  there  the  fourct  of  fcience  flows  no  more, 

Whence  its  rich  ftveaius  fupply'd  the  world  before. 

lUuilrious 
I 
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Illuftrious  names  !  that  once  in  Latium  fiiln*d, 
Horn  to  in{lru£t,  and  to  command  mankind  ; 
Chiefs,  by  whofe  virtue  mighty  Rome  was  rais'd,        3^ 
And  poets,  who  thole  chiefs  fublimely  prais'd  ! 
Oft  I  the  traces  you  have  left  explore, 
Your  afhes  vifit,  and  your  urns  adore  ; 
Oft  kifs,  with  lips  devout,  fome  mould*ring  ftone. 
With  ivy's  venerable  fhadc  o'ergrown  ;  40 

Thofe  hallow'd  ruins  better  pleas'd  to  fee 
Than  all  the  ^omp  of  modern  luxury. 

As  late  on  Virgil's  tomb  frefh  fiow'rs  I  llrow'd. 
While  with  th'  infpiring  Mufc  my  bofom  glow'd, 
Crown'd  with  eternal  bays  my  ravifii'd  eyes  45 

Beheld  the  poet's  awful  form  arife  : 
Stranger,  he  faid,  whofc  pious  hand  lias  paid 
Thcfc  grateful  rites  to  my  attentive  fhade, 
\Vhcn  thou  llialt  breathe  thy  happy  native  air. 
To  Pope  this  mefTage  from  his  mailer  bear:  50 

Great  bard,  whofe  numbers  I  myfelf  infpire. 
To  whom  I  gave  my  own  harmonious  lyre, 
If  high  exalted  on  the  throne  of  wit, 
Near  me  and  Homer  thouafpire  to  fit, 
No  more  let  meaner  fatire  dim  the  rays  55 

That  flow  majeftic  from  thy  nobler  bays; 
In  all  the  fiow'ry  paths  of  Pindus  flray. 
But  fliun  that  thorny,  that  unpleafing  way  ; 
Nor,  when  each  foft  engaging  Mufe  is  thine, 
'Addrefs  the  Icaft  attraftive  of  the  Nine.  60 

Of  thee  more  worthy  were  the  talk,  to  raifc 
A  lading  column  to  thy  country's  praife. 
To  fing  the  land,  which  yet  alone  can  boaft 
That  liberty  corrupted  Rome  has  loft  ; 
Where  fcience  in  the  arms  of  peace  is  laid,  65 

And  plants  her  palm  beneath  the  olive's  fliade. 
Such  was  the  theme  for  whicl:  my  lyre  I  ftrung, 
Such  was  the  people  whofe  exploits  I  fung  ; 

Brave, 
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Brave,  yet  rcfin'd,  for  arms  and  arts  renown'd, 
With  diiT'rcnt  bays  by  Mars  and  Phosbus  crown'd,       70 
Dauntlefs  oppofers  of  tyrannic  fvvay. 
But  pleas'd,  a  mild  Augustus  to  obey. 

If  tiiefe  commands  fubmiffive  thou  receive, 
Immortal  and  unblam^d  thy  name  fliall  live  ; 
Envy  to  black  Cocytus  fliall  retire,  75 

An<l  howl  with  furies  in  tormenting  fire  ; 
Approving  time  flial!  confecrate  thy  lays. 
And  join  the  patriot's  to  the  poet's  praife^ 

GEORGE   LYTTELTON. 
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DISCOURSE     ON     PASTORAL. 


By  ALEXANDER  POPE,  Efq; 


Rura  milu  &  rigui  placeant  in  vallibus  amnes, 

Flumina  anicm,  i'ylvafqut^  inglorius  !  Virg. 


Vol.  I.  B 


DISCOURSE 
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PASTORAL     POETRY. 

THERE  are  not,  1  believe,  a  -renter  number  of 
nny  lort  of  vcrfes  than  of  thofe  which  are  called 
_  Fattorals ;  nor  a  fmallcr,  than  of  thofe  which  arc 
truly  lo  h  therefore  Icems  necelfary  to  give  Ibme  ac 
countof  thH  kmd  of  Poem,  and  it  is  my  dcfign  to  com- 
prize  m  th„  fhon  paper  the  fubftance  of  thofe  numerous 
d.fiertation.  the  critics  have  made  on  the  fubjcft,  with- 
out omut,n.  any  of  their  rules  in  my  own  favour.  You 
will  alfo  ilnd  iomc  points  reconciled,  about  which  they 
teem  to  di^cr  and  a  few  remarks  w^hich  I  think  have 
eicapcd  their  obicrvation. 

-  ''"''!.  °/'T"''  "''  ^""'^  '"  ''""■'«<'  '°  t'-:»t  =""-  which 
mccccrfed  .he  crcat.on  of  the  world  :  a'nd  as  th?  keeping 

of  floeU  rcems  tohave  beeo  ,he  firft  employment  of  mar,! 

k,nd,  the  mod  anfent  lort  of  pocry  was  probably  pafto- 

r-1.      1  ,s  natural  ,o  .magine.  that  the  leifure  of  thofr 

.nccntmepherds  requiring  ,bmc  diverfion,  none  wa,  fo 

L«  th  ,?"\'°''" -^  "'=  ''  '^"^'"S;  and  that  in  their 
.ongs  the,  took  occahon  to  celebrate  their  own  felicity. 
From  h.-nce  a  Poem  was  .nrented.  and  afterwards  im. 
provoi  to  a  perfea  image  of  that  happy  time;  win-", 

^  ^  by 
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by  giving  lis  an  efteem  for  the  virtues  of  a  former  age,- 
might  recommend  them  to  the  prelent.  And  fince  the 
life  of  fliepherds  was  attended  with  more  tranquillity 
than  any  other  rural  employment,  the  Poets  chofe  to 
introduce  their  perfons,  from  whom  it  received  the  name 
of  Pafloral. 

A  Paftoral  is  an  imitation  of  the  aftion  of  a  fliepherd  ; 
the  form  of  this  imitation  is  dramatic,  or  narrative,  or 
mixed  of  both  ;  the  fable  fimple,  the  manners  not  too 
polite  nor  too  ruftic  :  the  thoughts  are  plain,  yet  admit 
a  little  quicknefs  and  paffion,  but  that  Ihortand  flowing: 
tlie  expreilion  humble,  yet  as  pure  as  the  language  will 
afford ;  neat,  but  not  florid  ;  eafy,  and  yet  lively.  In 
Ibort,  the  fable,  manners,  thoughts,  and  expreffions,  are 
full  of  the  greateil  flmplicity  in  nature. 

The  complete  charafter  of  this  poem  conlills  in  fimpli- 
city,  brevity,  and  delicacy  ;  the  two  firfl  of  which  ren- 
der an  eclogue  natural,  and  the  laft  delightful. 

If  we  would  copy  Nature,  it  may  be  ufeful  to  take 
this  confideration  along  Avith  us,  that  Paftoral  is  an 
image  of  what  they  call  the  Golden  Age.  So  that  we. 
arc  not  to  defcribe  our  fhepherds  as  flicpherds  at  this  day 
really  are,  but  as  they  may  be  conceived  then  to  have 
been,  when  the  beft  of  men  followed  the  employment. 
To  carry  this  refcmblance  yet  farther,  that  air  of  piety 
to  the  gods  fhould  fliine  through  the  Poem,  which  fo 
viflbly  ai)pears  in  all  the  works  of  antiquity  :  and  it 
ouii;ht  to  preicrve  Tome  relilli  of  tlie  old  way  of  writin''  ^ 
the  conncclions  lliould  be  Idofe,  the  narrations  and  de- 
fcriptions  fliort,  and  the  periods  concife.  Yet  it  is  not 
fulficient  that  the  fentences  only  be  brief,  the  whole  Ec- 
log\ie  fliould  be  fo  too.  For  we  cannot  fuppofe  Poetry 
to  have  been  the  bufmefs  of  the  ancient  fl^iepherdf;  but 
tiieir  recreation  at  vacant  hour<:. 
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Rut  with  a  refpca  to  the  prcfent  .gc,  nothing  more 
conduces  to  make  thefc  compolures  natural,  tJuin  wl.ca 
lome    knowledge    in    rural    affairs    is   dilcovered.     Thi* 
mar   be  made   to    appear  rather   done  hj^  chance  than 
on  dei,gn,  and  lometimcs  is  beft  ihewn  by  inference- 
left  by  too  much  ftudy  to  Ibem  natural,  we  deftroy  th^ 
dehght       Tor  what   is  inviting  in   this  fort  of  poetry 
proceeds  not  io  much  from  the  idea  of  a  country  lil{ 
tielf,  as  from  that  of  its  tran4uillity.     We  muft  tlaere- 
tore  ule  lome  dlufion  to  render  a  Paftoral  delightful; 
and    h.s  coni.fts  ,n  exix,rmg  the  beft  fide  only  oA  il,,n- 
herds  hfe,  and   in  concealing  hs  miferies.     Nor  is  it 
enough  to  introduce  ^epherds  difcourfing  together,  bur 
a  regard  muft  be  had  to  the  fubjed  :  tlutit  contain Vome 
particular  beauty   in  itfelf,  and  that  it  be  different  in 
every  eclogue       Befidcs,    m  each  of  them  a  defi.n  S 
fcene  or  prolpeft  is   to  be  prefented  to  our  view,  u^rch 
fl^ould   hkewiie  have   its  variety.     This  variety  is  ob- 
tained in  a  great  degree  by  frequent  comnarifons,  drawn 
from  the  moft  agreeable  objeds  of  the  countrv  •  bv  in 
terrogations   to  tilings   inanimate;  by  beautifd' diLf- 
fions,  but  thole  iliort ;  fomctimcs  by  inliftin:^  .  little  on 
circumftances  :  and  laftly,  by  elegant  turns  on  the  words 
which  render  the  numbers  extremely  fweet  and  pleafin-/ 
As  for  the  numbers  themfelves,  though  thev  are  properfJ 
of  die  heroic  meafure,  they  fhould  be  tlie  imootheft,  tlie 
moft  eafy  and  flowing  imaginable. 

It  is  by   rules  like  thcfe  that  we  ounht  to  hu^rr^  r^i 
Paftoral.     And  fince  the  inftrudlons  gfven  L' ^in  ar 
are  to  be  delivered  as  that  art  is  in  perfection,  they   nuf 
of  necc  rity  be  derived  from  thofe  in  whom  it  is  aclnow- 

J^ZTirV''^'-  ^'"  "^^^  -dilputed  aurho.-  o: 
Paftoral)  that  the  critics  have  drawn  the  forcgoln^  no- 
tions conccrnincr  it.  *=      '=> 

Theocritu.  excels  all  othe,s  .„  „nture  and  lln.pUe.tv. 
The  fuuioas  of  Im  Idyllia  are  p.rely  _paft«al  ;  but  I'.c 
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is  not  fo  exaft  in  his  perfons,  having  introduced  reapers 
and  fifliermen  as  well  as  fliephevds.  He  is  apt  to  be 
too  long  in,  his  delcriptions,  of  which  that  of  the  Cup 
in  the  firfh  pafloral  is  a  remarkable  inflance.  In  the 
manners  he  feems  a  little  dete.ftive,  for  his  fwains  arc 
rometimes  abufive  and  immodefb,  and  perhaps  too  much 
inclining  to  rufticity;  for  inftance,  in  his  fourth  and 
hfth  Idyllia.  But  it  is  enough  that  all  others  learned 
their  excellencies  from  him,  and  that  his  dialeft  alone 
has  a  fecret  charm  in  it,  which  no  other  could  ever 
attain. 

Virgil,  who  copies  Theocritus,  refines  upon  his  origi- 
nal ;  and  in  all  points  v;here  judgment  has  the  principal 
part,  is  much  fupcrior  to  his  mafter.  Though  fome  of 
his  fubjtfts  are  not  pafloral  in  themfelves,  but  only  feem 
to  be  fuch,  they  have  a  wonderful  variety  in  them, 
which  the  Greek,  was  a  ftranger  to.  He  exceeds  him  in 
regularity  and  brevity,  and  falls  fhort  of  him' in  nothing 
but  fimplicity  and  propriety  of  ftyle ;  the  firft  of  which 
perhaps  was  th^  fault  af  his  age,  and  the  lafl:  of  his  lan- 
'iuaq;e. 

Among  the  moderns,  their  fuccefs  has  been  greatell 
who  have  moil  endeavoured  ta  make  thefe  ancients  their 
pattern.  The  moft  confiderable  genius  appears  in  the 
famous  Tafli),  and  our  Spenfer.  Taffo  in  his  Aminta 
has  as  far  excelled  all  the  pafloral  writers,  as  in  his  Gie- 
rufalemrae  he  has  outdone  the  epic  poets  of  his  country. 
But  as  this  piece  feems  to  have  been  the  original  of  a 
new  fort  of  poem,  the  Paftoral  Comedy,  in  Italy,  it 
cannot  fo  well  be  confidered  as  a  copy  of  the  ancients, 
Spcnfcr's  Calendar,  in  Mr.  Dryden's  opinion,  is  the  moft 
complete  work,  of  this  kind  which  any  nation  has  pro- 
duced ever  fmce  the  time  of  Virgil.  Not  but  he  ma\' 
be  thought  imperfeft  in  fome  few  points.  His  Eclogues 
are  fomcwhat  too  long,  if  we  compare  them  with  the 
ancients.  He  is  fometimes  too  allegorical,  and  treats 
»f  matters  of  religion  in  a  paftoral  ftyle,  as  the  Mantuan 
3  had 
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had  done  before  him.  He  has  employed  the  Lyric  mea- 
fure,  vvliich  is  contrary  to  tlie  pra<^ice  of  the  oUl  poets. 
His  flanza  is  not  fiill  the  lame,  nor  always  well  choien. 
This  laft  may  be  the  reaion  his  exprefllon  is  Ibmetimes 
pot  concife  enough  :  for  the  tetraftic  has  obliged  him  to 
extend  his  feafe  to  the  length  of  four  lines,  which  would 
have  been  more  clofely  confined  in  the  couplet, 

Tn  the  manners,  thoughts,  and  charaflers,  he  comes 
near  Theocritus  himfelf;  though  notwithftanding  all  the 
care  he  has  taken,  he  is  certainly  inferior  in  his  dialed  : 
for  the  Doric  had  its  beauty  and  propriety  in  the  time 
of  Theocritus ;  it  was  ufed  in  part  of  Greece,  and  fre- 
tjuent  in  the  mouths  of  many  of  the  greateft  perfons  : 
whereas  the  old  Englifh  and  country  phrales  of  Spenler 
were  either  entirely  obfolete,  or  fpoken  onlv  bv  people 
of  the  lowefl  condition.     As  there   is  a  difterence  be- 
twixt (implicity  and  ruflicity,  fo  the  expreffion  of  fim- 
ple  thoughts  fhould  be  plain,    but  not  ciownilli.     The 
addition  he  has  made  of  a  Calendar  to  his  Eclon-ues  is 
very  beautiful ;   lince  by  this,  befides  that  general  mo- 
ral of  innocence   and  fimplicity,   which  is   common  to 
other  authors  of  Pafloral,  he  has  one  peculiar  to  him- 
felf; he  compares  human  life  to  the  feveral  feafons,  and 
at  once  expofes  to  his  readers  a  view  of  the  great  and 
little  worlds,  in  their  various  changes  and  alpefts.     Yet 
the  fcrupulous  divifion  of  his  Paftorals  into  months,  has 
obliged  him  either  to  repeat  the   fame  dcfcription,    in 
other   words,    for  three  months  together;    or  when    it 
was  exhaufted  before,  entirely  to  omit  it  :   whence   it 
comes  to  pafs,  that  fome  of  his  Eclogues  (as  the  lixth, 
eighth,  and  tenth,  for  example)  have  nothing  but  their 
title  to  diflinguifh  them.     The   realon  is   evident,  be- 
caufe  the  year  has  not  that  variety  in  it  to  furnifli  every 
month  with  a  particular  defcription,   as   it  may   every 
feafon. 

Of  the  following  Eclogues  I  fhall  only  fay,  that  thefe 
four  comprehend  all  the  fubjedls  which  the  critics  upon 

Theocritus 


S  A    DISCOURSE,   &c. 

Theocrlttis  and  Virgil  will  allow  to  be  fit  for  Paftoral : 
that  they  have  as  much  variety  of  defcripticn,  in  re- 
fpeft  of  the  feveral  feafons,  as  Spenfer's  :  that  in  order 
to  add  to  this  variety,  the  feveral  times  of  the  day  are 
obferved,  the  rural  employments  in  each  feafon  or  time 
of  day,  and  the  rural  fcenes  or  places  proper  to  fuch 
employments  ;  not  without  fome  regard  to  the  feveral 
ages  of  man,  and  the  different  pafhons  proper  to  each 


age. 


But  after  all,  if  they  have  any  merit,  it  is  to  be  at- 
tributed to  fome  good  old  authors,  whofe  works  as  I 
had  leifure  to  fludy,  fo  I  hope  I  have  not  \Yanted  care  to 
imitate. 


SPRING. 


RING. 
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FIRST     PASTORAL*. 

To  Sir  William  Trumbal. 


F 


10 


IRST  in  thefc  fields  I  try  the  fylvan  flrains, 
Nor  blum  to  Iport  on  Windibr's  blifsful  plains : 
Fair  Thames  riow  gently  from  thy  facrcd  frring, 
While  on  thy  banks  Sicilian  Mul'es  fino- ; 
Let  vernal  airs  thro'  trembling  oficrs  pfa^, 
And  Albion's  cliffs  refound  the  rural  lay. 

You,  that  too  wife  for  pride,  too  good  for  pow'r, 
Enjoy  the  glory  to  be  great  no  more, 
And  carrying  with  you  all  the  world  can  boaft. 
To  all  the  world  illuftriouily  arc  loft  ! 
O  let  my  Mufe  her  llender  reed  infpire. 
Till  in  your  native  f  jliades  you  tune  the  lyre  : 
So  v/hcn  the  Nightingale  to  reft  removes. 
The  Thrufii  may  chant  to  the  forfaken  groves, 
liut  charm'd  to  filence,  liftens  while  Ihe^fings/ 
And  all  th' aerial  audience  clap  their  wino-s.°  ' 

•  Thcfc  Panorals  were  w.Uten  in  thf  year  ,704.   when  our  Atr.hor  was 
i:xteen  years  of  nge.  but  not  printed  till  /709. 

.ficr  he  had  re!:£ned  the  port  of  Secrcary  of  St.te  to  Kir.^  William  II!. 

Vol.  I.  n  e 
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Soon  as  the  flocks  fliook  off  the  nightly  dews  *, 
Two  Swains,  whom  Love  kept  wakeful,  and  the  Mufe, 
Pour'd  o'er  the  whitening  vale  tlieir  fleecy  care, 
Frefl)  as  the  morn,  and  as  the  feafon  fair :  20 

The  dawn  now  blufliing  on  the  mountain's  fide. 
Thus  Daphnis  fpoke,  and  Strephon  thus  reply'd. 

Daphnis. 

Hear  how  the  birds,  on  ev'ry  bloomy  fpray, 
With  joyous  mufic  wake  the  dawning  day  ! 
Why  fit  we  mute,  when  early  linnets  fing,  25 

When  warbling  Philomel  falutes  the  fpring  ? 
Why  fit  we  fad,  when  Phofphor  fhines  fo  clear. 
And  lavifh  Nature  paints  the  purple  year  ? 

Strephon. 

Sing  then,  and  Damon  fliall  attend  the  ftrain. 
While  yon'  flow  oxen  turn  the  furrow'd  plain.  ^(f 

Here  on  green  banks  the  blufliing  vi'lets  gl&w  ; 
Here  weflern  winds  on  breathing  rofes  blow. 
I'll  flake  yon'  lamb,  that  near  the  fountain  plays. 
And  from  the  brink  his  dancing  fliade  furvcys* 

Daphnis. 

And  I  this  bowl,  where  wanton  ivy  twines,  &^ 

And  fwelling  clufters  bend  the  curling  vines  : 
Four  figures  rifing  from  the  work  appear. 
The  various  fcafons  of  the  rolling  year; 
And  what  is  that,  which  binds  the  radiant  flcy. 
Where  twelve  bright  figns  in  beauteous  order  lie  ?  40 

Damon. 

Then  fing  by  turns,  by  turns  the  Mufes  fing. 
Now  hawthorns  bloffom,  now  the  daifies  Tpring, 
Now  leaves  the  trees,  and  flow'rs  adorn  the  ground  j 
Begin,  the  vales  fliall  ev'ry  note  rebound. 

•  The  fccnc  of  this  Pafloral  a.  Valley,  the  linis  the  Morning. 

Strephon. 
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Strephok. 

Infplrc  mc,  Phoebus,  in  my  Delia's  praife,  45 

With  Waller's  ftrains,  or  Granville's  *  moving  lays  ! 
A  milk-white  bull  fhall  at  your  altars  ftand, 
That  tlircats  a  fight,  and  fpurns  the  rifmg  fand. 

Daphnis. 
O  Love  !  for  Sylvia  let  me  gain  the  prize. 
And  make  my  tongue  viftorious  as  her  eyes ;  5^ 

Ko  lambs  or  fliccp  for  viftims  I'll  impart. 
Thy  vidim.  Love,  Ihall  be  the  fhcphcrd's  heart, 

Strephon. 

Me  gentle  Delia  beckons  from  the  plain, 
Then  hid  in  fhades,  eludes  her  eager  hvain ; 
But  feigns  a  laugh,  to  fee  me  fearch  around,  55 

And  by  that  laugh  the  willing  fair  is  found. 

Daphtjis. 

The  fprightly  Sylvia  trips  along  the  green. 
She  runs,  but  hopes  fhe  does  not  run  unfcen ; 
While  a  kind  glance  at  her  purfuer  flies. 
How  mucJi  at  variance  are  her  feet  and  eyes !  60 

Strephon. 

O'er  golden  fands  let  rich  Paftolus  flow. 
And  trees  weep  amber  on  the  banks  of  Po  ; 
Bleft  Thames's  fhores  the  brighteft  beauties  yield. 
Feed  here  my  lambs,  I'll  feek  no  diftant  field. 

Daphnis. 

Ccleftial  Venus  haunts  Idalia's  groves ;  6^ 

Diana  Cynthus,  Ceres  Hybla  loves, 
if  Windfor  fhades  delight  the  matchlefs  maid, 
Cynthus  and  Hybla  yield  to  Wiadfor  fliadc. 

t  Cccrge  CranriUc,  aflcrwards  Lord  LaQilfdownc. 

C  z  Strepiign, 
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Strephon. 
All  nature  mourns,  the  ikies  relent  in  fhowVs, 
HuflVd  are  the  birds,  and  clos'd  the  drooping  ilow'rs ;  70 
If  Delia  fmile,  the  flowers  begin  to  fpring, 
The  Ikies  to  brighten,  and  the  birds  to  ling. 

Daphnis. 

AH  nature  laughs,  the  groves  are  frefh  and  fair. 
The  fun's  mild  luftre  warms  the  vital  air; 
If  Sylvia  fmilcs,   new  glories  gild  the  Ihore,  75 

And  vanquifli'd  nature  feems  to  charm  no  more. 

Strephon. 

In  fpring  the  fields,  in  autumn  hills  I  love, 
At^morn  the  plain',  at  noon  the  ibady  grove, 
J^ut  Delia  always ;  abfent  from  her  fight, 
Kor  plains  at  morn,  nor  groves  at  noon  delight.  8q 

Daphnis.  li 

Sylvia's  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  than  noon,  yet  frefh  as  early  day  ; 
Ev'n  fpring  difpleafcs,  when  fhe  fliines  not  here  ; 
But  blcft  with  her,  'tis  fpring  throughout  the  year. 

Strephon. 

Say,  fbcpherd,  fay,  in  what  glad  foil  appears  85 

A  wond'rous  Tree  *  that  facred  Monarchs  bear.  ? 
Tell  mc  but  this,  and  I'll  difclaim  the  prize. 
And  give  the  conqucfl  to  thy  Sylvia's  eyes. 

«  An  alluHon  lo  the  Royil  Oak,  in  which  Charles  II.  had  been  hid  fvo:B 
•hr  purfu't  3f.rr  ih.  battle  of  Worccftcr.  T.Vs  vne  has  bc.n  aipoil  «ni- 
wrfally  cavilled  at  hy  tht-  critics,  cfpccially  by  the  niuhor  of  an  EfTay  on  the 
Genius,  Sec.  It  is,  however,  perhaps  with  morr.  ingenuity  thaa  propriety 
llcfcndcd  hy  M*.  Ruffh',ad. 

DAPHNISh 
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Daphnis. 

Nav  tell  me  firft,  in  what  more  happy  fields 
The  Thiftlc  (prings,  to  which  the  Lilly  yields  f  ?         90 
And  then  a  nobler  prize  I  will  relign ; 
For  Sylvia,  charming  Sylvia,  lliall  be  thine. 

Damon. 

Ccafe  to  contend,  for  (Daphnis)  I  decree 
The  bowl  to  Strephon,  and  the  lamb  to  thee  : 
Blcft  Swains,  whofe  nymphs  in  ev'ry  grace  excel,         95 
Bleft  Nymphs,  whofe  fwains  thofc  graces  fing  fo  well ! 
Isow  rife  and  hafte  to  yonder  woodbine  bow'rs, 
A  foft  retreat  from  fudden  vernal  iTiow'rs; 
The  turf  with  rural  daint-cs  fhall  be  crown'd. 
While  opening  blooms  diftufc  their  fweets  around.        toz 
For  fee  !  the  gath'ring  flocks  to  fhelter  tend. 
And  from  the.Plciads  fruitful  fliow'rs  dcfcend. 

f  This  ailuJfs  to  the  device  of  the  Scots  Monarchs,  the  Thiflle,  worn  bf 
Qufca  Anne,   aod  lo  tlte  aims  of  France,  the  Flcur  dc  Ljs. 


S  U  M  M  E  R. 


'^ 


SUMMER. 

THE 

SECOND     PASTORAL* 

To  Dr.   Garth  f. 

A  Shepherd's  Boy  (he  fecks  no  better  name) 
Led  forth  his  flocks  along  the  filver  Thame, 
Where  dancing  fun-beams  on  the  waters  play'd. 
And  verdant  alders  form'd  a  quiv'ring  fhade. 
There  while  he  mourn'd,  the  ftreams  forgot  to  flow,      5 
The  flocks  around  a  dumb  compaffion  fliow. 
The  Naiads  wept  in  ev'ry  wat'ry  bow'r. 
And  Jove  confented  in  a  fllent  fliow'r. 

Accept,  O  Garth,  the  Mufe's  early  lays. 
That  adds  this  wreath  of  Ivy  to  thy  Bays  ;  10 

Hear  what  from  Love  unpraftis'd  hearts  endure, 
From  Love,  the  folc  Jifeafe.thou  canft  not  cure. 
Ye  fliady  beeches,  and  ye  cooling  {Ireams, 
Defence  from  Phcsbus,  not  from  Cupid's  beam?, 
To  you  I  mourn,  nor  to  tthe  deaf  I  fing,  15 

The  woods  fhall  anfwer,  awd' their  echo  ring. 
The  hills  and  rocks  attend  my  doleful  lay, 
Why  art  thou  prouder  and  more  hard  than  they  ? 
The  bleating  fheep  with  my  complaints  agree. 
They  parch'd  with  heat,  and  I  inflam'd  by  thee.  20 

•  The  Scene  of  this  Paftoral  by  the  River's  fide,  fuitablc  to  the  heat  of 
the  feafon  ;  the  Time,  Noon. 

f  Dr.  Samuel  Gaith,  author  of  the  Difpenfary,  was  one  of  the  firft 
friends  of  the  aut'if^r,  whofe  acquaintance  with  him  bejan  at  fourteen  or  fif- 
teen. Thtir  fricndfliip  continued  from  the  year  1703,  to  J718,  which  was 
that  of  the  dotflor's  death. 

The 
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The  fultry  Sirius  burns  the  thirfty  plains. 
While  in  thy  heart  eternal  winter  reigns. 

Where  ftray  ye  Mufcs,  in  wliat  lawn  or  grove. 
While  your  Alexis  pines  in  iiopeiefs  love  ? 
In  tiiofe  fair  tields  where  facred  Ills  glides, 
Or  ellc  where  Cam  his  winding  vales  divides  ? 
As  in  the  cryftal  fpring  I  view  my  face, 
Frelh  riling  blulhes  paint  the  wat'ry  glals; 
But  lincc  thole  graces  pleafe  thy  eyes  no  more, 
I  Ihun  the  fountains  which  1  fought  before. 
Once  I  was  Ikill'd  in  ev'ry  herb  that  grew,' 
And  ev'ry  plant  tiiat  drinks  the  momfng  dew; 
Ah  wretched  fhepherd,  what  avails  thy  art. 
To  cure  thy  lambs,  but  not  to  heal  thy  heart ! 

Let  other  Iwains  attend  the  rural  care. 
Feed  fairer  flocks,  or  richer  fleeces  Ihare':         #» 
But  nigh  yon'  mountain  let  me  tune  my  lays  ^ 
Embrace  my  Love,  and  bind  my  brows  with  b«ys. 
That  flute  IS  mine  which  Colin's*  tuneful  breath 
Infpir'd  when  livjng,  and  bequeath'd  in  death  ; 
He  laid,  Alexis,  take  this  pipe,  the  fame 
That  taught  the  groves  my  Rolalinda^s  name  • 
But  now  the  reeds  fhall  hang  on  yonder  tree 
For  ever  filent,  fince  defpis'd  by  thee.  V     ^ 

Oh  !  were  I  made  by  fome  transforming  powV 
The  captive  bird  tliat  fings  within  thy  bow'r  ' 
Then  might  my  voice  thy  liflning  ears  emnlov 
And  I  thofc  kilTcs  he  receives,  enjoy.  ' 

And  yet  my  numbers  plcalc  the  rural  thron- 
Rough  Satyrs  dance,  and  Pan  applauds  tlie  foi^.?. 
The  Nymphs  forfaking  ev'ry  cave  and  fprin-    "" 
Their  early  fruit,  and  milk-white  turtles  brmg- 
tach  am'rous  nymph  prefers  her  gifts  in  vaia     ' 
On  you  their  gifts  arc  all  befluw'd  again. 
For  you  the  fwains  the  faireft  flmv'rs^'deflrn 
And  in  one  garland  all  dieir  beauties  join  ?  ^^ 

Accept 
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Accept  the  wreath  which  you  deferve  alone, 
In  whom  all  beauties  are  comprix'd  in  one^ 
See  what  delights  in  fylvan  Icenes  appear  ! 
Defcending  Gods  have  found  Elyzium  here.  6d 

In  woods  bright  Venus  with  Adonis  ftray'd. 
And  chafte  Diana  haunts  the  foreft-fliade. 
Come,  lovely  nymph,  and  blefs  the  lilent  hours. 
When  fwains  from  Iheering  fcek  their  nightly  bow'rs ; 
When  weary  reapers  quit  the  fultry  iield,  65 

And  crown'd  with  corn,  their  thanks  to  Ceres  yield. 
This  harmlefs  grove  no  lurking  viper  hides. 
But  in  my  breaft  the  fcrpent  Love  abides. 
Here  bees  from  blolToms  fip  the  rofy  dew, 
But  your  Alexis  knows  no  fweet  but  you.  ']0 

Oh  deign  to  vifit  our  forfaken  feats, 
The  molTy  fountains,  and  the  green  retreats ! 
Wherc-e*er  you  walk,  cool  gales  fliall  fan  the  glade, 
Trees,  where  you  fit,  fliall  croud  into  a  fliade ; 
Whcre-e'er  you  tread,  the  blufliing  f^ow'rs  fhall  rife,  75 
And  all  things  flourifli  where  you  turn  your  eyes. 
Oh  !  how  I  long  with  you  to  pafs  my  days, 
Invoke  the  Mufes,  and  refound  your  praife  ! 
Your  p%ji^  the  birds  fliall  chant  in  ev'ry  grove. 
And  wirWw' fhall  waft  it  to  the"]^j|ap'r  above.  80 

But  would  you  fmg,  and  riv-aTOrpheus'  flrain. 
The  wond'ring  forefls  foon  fliould  dance  again, 
The  moving  mountains  hear  the  pow'rful  call. 
And  headlong  flrcams  hang  lift'ning  in  their  fall ! 

But  fee,  the  flicpherds  fliun  the  noon-day  heat,        85 
The  lowing  herds  to  murm'ring  brooks  retreat. 
To  clofer  fliadcs  the  panting  flocks  remove ; 
Ye  Gods !  and  is  there  no  relief  for  Love  ? 
But  foon  the  fun  with  milder  rays  defcends 
To  the  cool  ocean,  where  his  journey  ends ;  go 

On  me  Love's  fiercer  flames  for  ever  prey. 
By  night  he  fcorches,  as  he  burns  by  day. 

3  AUTUMN. 


A     U     T     U     M     N. 


THE 


THIRD     PASTORAL*- 

To  Mr.  Wycherlv.  ^*^ 


BEneath  the  (hade  a  fpreacllng  Beech  difplays, 
Hylas  and  JEgon  lung  their  rural  lays, 
This  mourn'd  a  faithlefs,  that  an  ablent  Love, 
And  Delia's  name  and  Doris  fiU'd  the  Grove. 
Ye  Mantuan  nymphs,  your  lacred  I'uccour  bring  ;  5 

Hylas  and  -Agon's  rural  lays  I  ling. 
Thou,^  whom  the  Nine  with  Plautus'  wit  infoire* 
The  art  of  Terence,  and  Menander's  fire  ; 
Whole  lenle  inftrufts  us,  and  whole  humour  charms, 
"Wliole  judgment  Iways  us,  and  whofe  fpirit  warms !        10 
Oh,  ikill'd  in  Nature  !  fee  the  hearts  of  Swains, 
Their  artlcfs  pafiions,  and  their  tender  pains. 

Now  letting  Phcebus  ihone  lercnciy  bright. 
And  fleecy  clouds  were  ftrcak'd  with  purple  light; 
When  tuneful  Hylas,  with  melodious  moan  i^ 

Taught  rocks  to  weep,  and  made  the  mountains  groan. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
To  Delia's  ear  the  tender  notes  convey. 

•   This  Partoral  confifts  of  two  parts,  like  ihc  eighth  of  Virji!.  The  fcctff*, 
i  Hill ,  the  time,  a;  Sun-fct. 

Vol.  I.  D  As 
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As  fomcTad  Turtle  his  loft  love  deplores, 

And  with  deep  murmurs  fills  the  founding  fhores ;        20 

Thus,  far  from  Delia,  to  the  winds  I  mourn, 

Alike  unheard,  unpity'd,  and  forlorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  ! 
For  her,  the  feather'd  quires  negleft  their  fong; 
For  her,  the  lymcs  their  pleafing  fhades  deny  ;  25 

For  her,   the  liilies  hang  their  heads  and  die. 
Ye  flow'rs  that  droop,  forfaken  by  the  fpring, 
Ye  birds,  that  left  by  fummer,  ceafe  to  fing, 
Ye  trees  that  fade  when  autumn-heats  remove, 
Say,  is  not  abfence  death  to  thofe  who  love  ?  30 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 
Curs'd  be  the  fields  that  caufe  my  Delia's  ftay ; 
Fade  cv'ry  blofibm,  wither  ev'ry  tree. 
Die  ev'ry  flow'r,  and  perifh  all,  but  Ihe. 
What  have  I  faid  ?  where'er  my  Delia  flies,  35 

Let  fpring  attend,  and  fudden  flow'rs  arife; 
Let  op'ning  rofes  knotted  oaks  adorn. 
And  liquid  amber  drop  from  ev'ry  thorn. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  along  I 
The  birds  fhall  ceafe  to  tune  their  ev'ning  fong,  40 

■^^he  wind.8  to  breathe,  the  waving  woods  to  move, 
:;jrod  ftreams  to  murmur,  e'er  I  ceafe  to  love, 
'rfot-bubbling  fountains  to  the  thirfty  fwain, 
iSFot  ba\fny  fleep  to  lab'rers  faint  with  pain, 
Not  fhpSw'rs  to  larks,  or  funfhinc  to  the  bee,  45 

Are  half  fo  charming,  as  thy  fight  to  me. 

Go,  gentle  gales,  and  bear  my  fighs  away  f 
Come,  Delia,  come  ;  ah,  why  this  long  delay  ? 
Thro'  rocks  and  caves  the  name  of  Delia  founds, 
Delia,  each  cave  and  echoing  rock  rebounds.  50 

Ye  povv'rs,  what  pleafing  frenzy  fooths  my  mind  ! 
Do  lovers  dream,  or  is  my  Delia  kind  ? 
She  comes,  my  Delia  comes  ! — Now  ceafe  my  lay. 
And  ceafe,  yc  gales,  to  bear  my  fighs  away  ! 

Next  JEgon  fung,  while  Windfor  groves  admir'd,     55; 
Rchcarfe,  ye  Mufcs,  what  yourfelvcs  infpir'd. 

Refound, 
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Refound,  ye  hills,   rdbunil  my  mournful  ftrain! 

Ot  pcrjurVl  Doris,  living  I  complain: 

Here  where  the  mountains  lels'ning  as  they  rife 

Lole  the  low  vales,  and  Ileal  into  the  ikies :  60 

While  lab'ring  oxen,  I'pcnt  with  toil  and  heat. 

In  their  loofe  traces  from  tlie  field  retreat  : 

While  curling  fmoaks  from  village-tops  are  feen. 

And  the  fleet  lliades  glide  o'er  the  dulky  green. 

Rcibund,   ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  lay  !  65 

Beneath  yon'  poplar  oft  \vc  pafs'd  the  day  : 
Oft'  on  the  rind  I  carv'd  her  am'rous  vows, 
While  llie  with  garlands  hunir  the  bending:  boughs : 
The  garlands  fade,  the  vows  are  worn  away  ; 
So  dies  her  love,  and  fo  my  hopes  decay.  70 

Refound,  ye  hills,   refound  my  mournful  ftrain  ! 
Now  bright  Arfturus  glads  the  teeming  grain, 
Now  golden  fruits  on  loaded  branches  fhiif^^ 
And  grateful  clufters  fwell  with  floods  of  wine  ; 
Now  blulhing  berries  paint  the  yellow  grove  ;  75 

Juft  gods !  fhall  all  things  yield  returns  but  love  ? 

Refound,  ye  hills,   refound  my  mournful  lay  ! 
The  fhepherds  cry,   "  Thy  flocks  are  left  a  prey — 
Ah  I   what  avails  it  mc,  the  flocks  to  keep, 
Who  loft  my  heart  while  I  prefcrv'd  my  flieep.  80 

Pan  came,  and  alk'd,  what  magic  caus'd  my  fmart. 
Or  what  ill  eves  malijinant  Mances  dart  ? 
What  eyes  but  hers,  alas,  have  pow'r  to  move  ! 
And  is  there  mao^ic  but  what  dwells  in  love  ? 

Refound,   ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  ftrains !      85 

I'll  fly  from  (hepherds,  flocks,  and  flow'ry  plains. 

From  lliepherds,  flocks,  and  plains,  I  may  remove, 

Forfake  mankind,  and  all  the  world but  love  ! 

I  know  thee,  Love  !  wild  as  die  raging  main. 

More  fell  than  tvgers  on  the  Lybian  plain  :  90 

Thou  wcrt  from  Etna's  burning  entrails  torn, 

Got  by  fierce  whirlwinds,  and  in  thunder  born  ! 

Refound,  ye  hills,  refound  my  mournful  by  ! 
Farewell,  ye  woods!  adieu  the  light  of  day  ! 

D  2  One 
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One  lenp  from  yonder  cliff  fhall  end  my  pains,  g^ 

!No  more,  yc  hills,  no  more  refound  my  ilrains  ! 

Thus  lung  the  fhcpherds  till  th'  approach  of  night. 
The  ikies  yet  blulliing  with  departing  light, 
When  falling  dews  with  fpangles  deck'd  the  glade. 
And  the  low  fun  had  Icngthen'd  ev'ry  fliadc.  lOO 


\V  INTER. 


WINTER. 

T   ]I    E 

FOURTH    PASTORAL. 

To  the  Memory  of  Mrs;  Tempest*. 

Lycidas, 

THYRSIS,  the  mufic  of  that  murm'rlng  fprin^. 
Is  not  lb  mournful  as  the  ftrains  you  ling. 
Nor  rivers  winding  thro'  the  vales  below, 
So  fweetly  warble,  or  lb  fmoothly  llow.  ^  ■  • 

Now  llecping  tiocks  on  their  loft  Hecces  lie,  ^   r 

The  moon,  fercne  in  glory,  mounts  the  Iky,  •    ' 

While  filent  birds  forget  their  tuneful  lays. 
Oh  ling  of  Daphne's  fate,  and  Daphne's  praifc  ! 

TlIYRSIS. 

Behold  the  groves  that  fhinc  with  filver  froft. 
Their  beauty  wither'd,  and  their  verdure  loft.  lo 

Here  (hall  I  try  the  fwect  Alexis'  ftrain. 
That  call'd  the  lilVning  Dryads  to  the  plain  ? 
Thames  heard  the  numbers  as  he  flow'd  along. 
And  bad  his  willows  Icara  the  moving  fong. 

"  This,  which  was  our  Author's  fivourire  Pafloral,  was  wrirtcn  to  the 
memory  of  Mrs.  Temped,  a  lady  of  an  ancient  family  in  Yoiicfhire,  and 
particulatly  admired  by  cur  Author's  friend,  Mr.  Walfti,  who  having  cele- 
brated her  in  a  Pafloral  Elegy,  defired  his  fiicnd  to  do  the  fame,  as  appears 
from  one  of  his  letter.':,  where  he  fays,  •*  Your  hid  eclogue  being  on  the  Ian:  j 
fubjci*^  with  that  of  mine,  on  Mrs.  Ttmpeft's  death,  8ic."  Her  dearh  happen- 
ing on  the  night  of  the  great  Horm  in  i7oz,  j^ave  a  propriety  to  this  eclogue, 
■which  in  its  general  turn  allude*  to  it.  The  Scene  of  this  Partorul  lies  iu  a 
grove,  the  Time  at  Midnight. 

■2  Lycidas. 
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Lycidas. 
So  may  kind  rains  their  vital  moifture  yield,  i^ 

And  fwell  the  future  harveft  of  the  field. 
Begin  ;  this  charge  the  dying  Daphne  gave, 
And  faid,   *'  Ye  fhepherds,  fing  aroiand  my  grave  !" 
Sing,  while  befide  the  fliaded  tomb  I  mourn, 
And  with  freili  bays  her  rural  fhrine  adorn.  20 

Thyrsis. 

Yc  gentle  Mufcs,  leave  your  cryftal  fprlng. 
Let  Nymphs  and  Sylvans  cyprefs  garlands  bring ; 
Yc  weeping  Loves,  the  flream  with  myrtles  hide. 
And  break  your  bows,  as  when  Adonis  dy'd  ; 
And  with  your  golden  darts,  now  ufelefs  grown,  25 

Infcribc  a  verfc  on  this  relenting  llone  : 
**  Let  nature  change,  letheav'n  and  earth  deplore, 
*'  Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  love  is  now  no  more  !" 

'Tis  done,  and  Nature's  various  charms  decay  ;      ' 
Sec  gloomy  clouds  obfcure  the  chearful  day  !  30 

Now  hung  with  pearls  the  dropping  trees  appear. 
Their  faded  honours  fcatter'd»an  her  bier. 
See,  where  on  earth  the  flow'ry  glories  lie, 
With  her  they  flourifh'd,  and  with  her  they  die. 
Ah  !  what  avail  the  beauties  Nature  wore  ?  ^5 

Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  beauty  is  no  more  ! 

For  her,  the  flocks  refufc  their  verdant  food, 
The  thirfty  heifers  feek  the  gliding  flood. 

The  filver  fvvans  her  haplels  fate  bemoan. 
In  notes  more  fad  than  when  they  fing  their  own;        40 
In  hollow  caves  fwect  Echo  fxlent  lies. 
Silent,  or  only  to  her  name  replies, 
Kcr  name  with  pleafure  once  flie  taught  the  fliore, 
Now  Daphne's  dead,  and  pleafure  is  no  more  ! 

No  grateful  dews  defcend  from  ev'ning  ikies,  45 

Nor  morning  odours  from  the  flow'rs  arife  ; 
No  rich  perfumes  rtfrelh  the  fruitful  field. 
Nor  fragrant  herbs  their  native  inccnfc  yield. 
The  balmy  Zephyrs,  filent  fince  her  death. 
Lament  the  cealing  of  a  fweeter  breath ;  50 

Th'in- 
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Th'lmluflrious  bees  negleft  their  golden  {lore; 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  hveetnefs  is  no  more*! 

No  more  the  mounting  larks,  while  Daphne  fings. 
Shall  lift'ning  in  mid-air  lufpend  their  wings; 
No  more  the  birds  fliall  imitate  her  lays,     ''  '  5^ 

Or  hulh'd  with  wonder,  hearken  from  the  fprays : 
No  more  the  ftreams  their  murmurs  fhall  forbear, 
A  fwcctcr  mufic  than  their  own  to  hear. 
But  tell  the  reeds,  and  tell  the  vocal  fhore, 
Fair  Daphne's  dead,  and  mufic  is  no  more  !  60 

Her  fate  is  whifper'd  by  tlie  gentle  breeze. 
And  told  in  fighs  to  all  the  trembling  trees'; 
The  trembling  trees,  in  ev'ry  plain  and  wood. 
Her  fate  remurmur  to  the  filver  flood  ; 
The  filver  flood,  fo  lately  calm,  appears  '  6c 

Swell'd  with  new  paiTion,  and  o'erflows  with  tears ; 
The  wmds  and  trees  and  floods  her  death  deplore,  ' 
Daphne,  our  grief!  our  glory  now  no  more  ! 

But  fee  !  where  Daphne  wond'ring  mounts  on  high, 
Above  the  clouds,  above  the  fiarry  iky  !  70 

Eternal  beauties  grace  the  fliining  fcene, 
Fields  ever  frefli,  and  groves  for  ever  green  ! 
There  while  you  reft  in  Amaranthine  bow'rs,  ^^ 

Or  from  thofc  meads  feleft  unfading  flow'rs, '  W 

Behold  us  kindly  who  your  name  implore,    '  ^ni 

Daphne,  our  Goddefs,  and  our  grief  no  more  ! 

•  Lycidas. 

Hmv  all  things  liften,  while'thy  Mufe  complains  ! 
Such  filence  waits  on  Philomela's  ftrains. 
In  fome  fliU  ev'ning,  when  the  whifp'rii'g  breeze 
Pants  on  the  leaves,  and  dies  upon  the  trees.  So 

To  thee,  bright  gotldels,  oft'  a  lamb  fliall  blce.l, 
If  teeming  ewes  cncreafe  my  fleecy  breed. 
Wliile  plants  their  fliade,  or  flow'rs  their'odours  -ive, 
I  hy  name,  thy  honour,  and  thy  praife  fhall  live  I 

Thyp.cis, 
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Thyrsis. 

See  pale  Orion  flicds  imwholefome  dews,  85 

Arjfe,  the  pines  a  noxious  fliade  diffufe  ; 
Sharp  Boreas  blows,   and  Nature  feels  decay, 
Time  conquers  all,  and  we  inuft  Time  obey^ 
Adieu  ye  vales,  yc  mountains,  ftreams,  and  groves, 
Adieu  ye  fliepherds'  rural  lays  and  loves ;  90 

Adieu  my  ilocks,  farewell  ye  fylvan  crew. 
Daphne  farev/ell,  and  all  the  world  adieu  *  ! 

•  Thcfc  four  lad  Hncs  allude  to  the  fcvcral  fubjeas  of  the  four  Paftorals, 
and  to  the  fcveral  fctncs  of  them,  particularized  before  in  each. 
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SACRED     ECLOGUE. 


IN    IMITATION    OF 


VIRGIL'S     POLLIO. 


Vol.  I. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

IN  reading  feveral  paflages  of  the  Prophet  Ifaiah,  which 
foretell  the  coming  of  Chrift  and  the  felicities  attend- 
ing it,  I  could  not  but  obferve  a  remarkable  parity  be- 
tween many  of  the  thoughts,  and  thofe  in  the  PoUio  of 
Virf^il.  This  will  not  feem  furprifing,  when  we  refleft, 
that  the  Eclogue  was  taken  from  a  Sibylline  prophecy  on 
the  fame  fubjeft.  One  may  judge  that  Virgil  did  not 
copy  it  line  bv  line,  but  felefted  fuch  ideas  as  beft  agreed 
with  the  nature  of  paftoral  poetry,  and  difpofed  them  in 
that  manner  which  ferved  moft  to  beautify  his  piece.  I 
have  endeavoured  the  fame  in  this  imitation  of  him, 
tho'  without  admitting  any  thing  of  my  own ;  lince  it 
was  written  with  this  particular  view,  that  the  reader, 
by  comparing  the  feveral  thoughts,  might  fee  how  far 
the  images  and  defcriptions  of  the  Prophet  are  fuperior 
to  thofe  of  the  Poet.  But  as  I  fear  I  have  prejudiced 
them  by  my  management,  1  fiiall  fubjoin  the  paflages  of 
llaiah,  and  thofe  of  Virgil,  under  the  fame  difadvan- 
tage  of  a  literal  tranilation. 
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SACRED    ECLOGUE, 


In  Imitation  of  Virgil's  Poll  id. 


YE  Nymphs  of  Solyma  !  begin  the  fong : 
To  heav'nly  themes  i'ublimcr  ftrains  belong. 
The  mofly  fountains,  and  the  fylvan  Ihades, 
The  dreams  of  Pindus  and  th'Aonian  maids, 

Delight  no  more O  thou  my  voice  infpirc. 

Who  touch'd  Ifaiah's  hallow'd  lips  with  fire  ! 

Rapt  into  future  times,  the  Bard  begun, 
A  Virgin  fhall  conceive,  a  Virgin  bear  a  Son  ! 


From 


Veh.  8.  A  f^irgin  Jhall  conceive  /ill  crimtt  fjall  ceofe ,  &C.J 

V>^G.  E.  4.  ver.  (5.  Jam  redit  &  Viroo,  rede\int  Satiirnia  rcgna, 

Jam  nova  progenies  cocio  dcmittitnr  alto 

Te  duce,  fi  qua  mancnt  fcclcris  vcdigia  noftri, 

Irrita  perpctua  folvent  formidinc  terras 

Pacatumquc  reget  patriis  virtutibus  orbcm. 
Nno  tbt  yirgia  returns,  new  the  kir.g^Jiir.  of  Sa::irr  reiurr.s,  r.cnv  a  rrw  Progeny 
IS  feitt  dawn  from  high  heaven.      By  meant  of  thee,  ivhale-ver  reHyuet  cfcur  crimet 
remain,  Jhjl!  be  luiped  aiuay,  and  free  the  toorid  from  perpetual  fear  t.     He  Jhall 
gervern  the  earth  in  peace,  tvith  lie  virtue!  of  bii  Father. 

Isaiah,   Ch.  vii.  ver.  14.  Behold  a  P'irgin  Jhall  cor.ceive,  and  bear  a  Son . — 
Ch.  u.  ver.  <J,  7.  Unto  us  a  Child  it  horn,  ur.tt  u:  a  Son  it  grtm;  the  Prince  of 

E  1  Peace : 
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From  *  Jelfe's  root  behold  a  branch  arlfe, 

Wn^ofe  lacred  flow'r  with  fragrance  fills  the  fkies :         lO 

Th'  -dLthereal  i'plrit  o'er  its  leaves  fliall  move, 

And  on  its  top  defcends  the  myftic  Dove. 

Yc  f  hcav'ns !   from  high  the  dewy  neftar  pour, 

And  in  foft  filcnce  fhed  the  kindly  fhow'r  ! 

The  I  fick  and  weak  the  healing  plant  fliall  aid,  \^ 

From  ftorms  a  flielter,  and  from  heat  a  lliade. 

All  crimes  fliall  ceafe,  and  ancient  fraud  Ihall  fail ; 

Returning  1|  Juftlce  lift  aloft  her  fcale  ;, 

Peace  o'er  the  world  her  olive  wand  extend, 

And  white -rob'd  Innocence  from  heav'n  defcend.  20 

Swift  fly  the  years,  and  rife  th' expefted  morn; 

Oh  !  fpiing  to  light,  aufpicious  Babe,  be  born  ! 

See  Nature  iiallcs  her  earlicil  wreaths  to  bring, 

With  all  the  inccnfe  of  the  breathing  fpring  : 

See  lofty  '•*  Lebanon  his  head  advance,  25 

See  nodding  forefls  on  the  mountains  dance ; 

Sec  fpicy  clouds  from  lowly  Saron  rife. 

And  Carniel's  fiov/ry  top  perfumes  the  fkies ! 

Piiace:  of  the   wcreafe  cf  on  f^overnrntrt,  and  of  b'n  peace,  there  Jball  be  no  end  i 
.(/•an  the  thnne  of  Dai  id,  or.d  upon  his  hingdont,  to  order  and  to  fiablijh  it,  lath 
.dg'reit,  and  -wilbjiijiicc,  for  t.-ver  and  ever. 

Vt3.  ij.  Site  h'af^rc  baflct,  iic  ] 
V:ro.  E.  4-  vcr.  itf.  At  silji  prima,  p'-'cr,  nullo  miinufcub  cultu, 
Eiraiitrs  hcdcra.s  j-.aflini  cum  baccarc  tdlus, 
Mi.sUijiio  ridcuti  colocafia  fiindct  acautlio — 
IpU  tibi  blandos  tundcnt  cnnabula  flores. 

For  t!:e,  0  Child,  [ojII  the  earth,  •without  hcir.g  tuled,  produce  her  early  (■€(>- 
i'.-j{  vfiiitiij  tiy  mixed  ".i'i'.b  Baccar,  and  Ci.'ccifia  \uub  Jmding  ^caraiui.  'Tt)i 
,'i»dU  (biill  po-Jr  frth  ptcafi!igj!;ivert  ab'jut  thee, 

T^  Ai  A  !I,/chup.  XXJIV.  vcr.  I.  The  "wildernefs  and  the  jolUary  place  foall  be 
f^i'ad,  and  Ui  d-.jart  fuali  ny-ice  and  bkjjf.m  as  the  rofe-  CI).  Ix.  ver.  13.  The  glory 
ej  Lit>ay.:r  Jfjail  corr.c  ur.tathte,  the  f.ftree,  the  pinc-irce,  and  the  bo*  togetbir,  10 
kt^^iijy  tbi.  fiiaie  i/j  Ivy  Saniiuary. 

*  Ifalali,  c!;.  \\.  vtr.  t. 

'\  Lti.  xiv.  vcr.  ri. 

i  C;h.  x\v.  vi.r.  4. 

!)   Cli.  ix.  vf:.  :.. 

••  Ciiap.  x>.xv.  vcr.  ;. 

Hark! 
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Hark  !  a  glatl  voice  tlic  lonely  defart  chears; 

Prepare  the  *  way  !   a  God,  a  God  appears :  30 

A  God,  a  God  I  the  vocal  hills  reply, 

The  rocks  proclaim  th'  approaching  Deity. 

Lo,  earth  receives  him  from  the  bending  Ikies  ! 

Sink  down  ye  mountains,  and  ye  vallies  rife, 

With  heads  declin'd,  ye  cedars,  homage  pay  ;  25 

Be  fmooth  ye  rocks,  ye  rapid  floods  give  way  ! 

The  Saviour  comes !   by  ancient  bards  foretold  ; 

Hear  f  him,  ye  deaf,  and  all  ye  blind,  behold  ! 

He  from  thick  films  lliall  purge  the  vifual  ray. 

And  on  the  fightlcfs  eye-ball  pour  the  day  :  40 

'Tis  he  th'  obllruiled  paths  of  found  fhall  clear. 

And  bid  new  muiic  charm  th'  unfolding  ear : 

The  dumb  lliall  ling,  the  lame  his  crutc.'i  forego. 

And  leap  exulting  like  the  bounding  roe. 

No  figh,  no  murmur  the  wide  world  Ihall  liear,  45 

From  ev'ry  face  he  wipes  ofFev'ry  tear. 

In  \  adamantine  chains  fhall  Death  be  bound. 

And  Hell's  grim  Tyrant  feel  th'  eternal  wound, 

Vta.  19.    Hart!  d  gjjd  voice,   &C.] 
ViKO.  £.4.  ver.  43.   Aggrcderc  o  magnos,  adcrit  jam  tcnipus,  Iionores, 
Cara  deum  Tubolcs,  magnum  Jovis  incrementum— 
Ipfi  Ixiiiia  voc:s  ad  I'ydcra  ja^tanc 
liitoiiri  moiucs,  ipfa;  jam  carmina  riipcs, 
Ipl'a  fouant  arbulta,  Dcus,  dcus  illc  Mcnalca ! 

r.  ;.  VCT.  61. 

Ob  Cjme,  and  recehie  lit  mighty  tortouri:  the  timt  dratot  ni^b,  0  Mo-ved  cff:.  riKr 

cf  the  Gjdt,  0  grest  encrufc  of  Jcrve  !     The  uncnItiiJtcd  tnountaivt  fcr.d  fijouti  at 

j-iy  to  tilt  fiari,  the  very  rtc^s  jing  in  verje,  tbt  Vfy  pruli   cry  out,  AGcdl  a 

Cod! 

ISAIAH,  ch.  xl.  ver.  3,  4-  The  voice  ef  him  that  cieth  in  the  -U'iLi<rtitj\, 
Prrpare  yc  lie  laay  of  toeLtrd!  make  Jiratt  in  the  dtjar:  a  iigh  luay  fir  our 
GtJ!  Every  vai'ny jbaU  be exaltedf  andeve'y  mountain  aiid  biil  /httli  b<  maJt  iciv, 
tir.d  the  crtioked jhill  bt  made  ftrjtt,  and  the  rcu^b  fi/accs  p/jr/r.  Chap.  iv.  vcr.  2  j' 
Break  furib  into  Jlrging,  ye  niQurHtiint !  0  frejl,  and  iverf  tret  iitr  tint  fur  the 
i^.rj  bath  redeemed  Ijraei. 

•  Ch.  xl.  vcr.  3,  4. 

•j-  Ch.  xlii.  vcr.  18.  Ch.xxxv.  vir.  J,  tf. 

\  Ch.  \xv.  vtr.  B. 

As 
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As  the  good  '^  fhepherd  tends  his  fleecy  care. 

Seeks  frcfheft  pafture  and  the  purefl  air,  50 

Explores  the  loft,  the  wand'ring  fheep  direfts. 

By  day  o'erfees  them,  and  by  night  protedls, 

The  tender  lambs  he  raifes  in  his  arms. 

Feeds  from  his  hand,  and  in  his  bofom  warms; 

Thus  Ihall  mankind  his  guardian  care  engage,  55 

The  promis'd  f  father  of  the  future  age. 

No  more  fhall  |  nation  againft  nation  rife, 

Nor  ardent  warriors  meet  with  hateful  eyes. 

Nor  fields  with  gleaming  fteel  be  cover'd  o'er. 

The  brazen  trumpets  kindle  rage  no  more ;  60 

But  ufelcfs  lances  into  fcythes  fhall  bend. 

And  the  broad  faulchion  in  a  plow-lhare  end. 

Then  palaces  fhall  rife  ;  the  joyful  j|  fon 

Shall  liniHi  what  his  fhort-IivM  tire  begun  ! 

Their  vines  a  ihadow  to  their  race  fhall  yield,  65 

And  the  fame  hand  that  fow'd,  fhall  reap  the  field. 

The  fwain  in  barren  "'■'''^  defarts  with  furprife 

Sees  lillies  fpring,  and  fudden  verdure  rife ; 

And  ftarts,  amidft  the  thirfty  wilds  to  hear 

New  falls  of  water  murm'ring  in  his  ear.  ^q 

On  rifted  rocks,  the  dragons  late  abodes. 

The  green  reed  trembles,  and  the  biilrufh  nodi:. 

VeP,.C7.  Tic  ftua'^nin  barrtn  'iefarf!,  &c.] 

VlFO.  E.  4.  ver.  z^.  MoUi  paulatim  llavcfcit  campus  arifla, 
IncuUifquc  rubciu  pcndebit  fcntibus  iiva, 
Et  dura:  qncrcus  fuJabunt  rof»;ida  mcUa. 

*Thi  ftf'J  pjell  gro^  yellow  "with  ripen  dean,  and  the  red  grape  /ball  hang  upon 
thfwild  oramhlts,  and  the  bard  oaki  Jhali  difiil!  honif  like  dtio, 

Isaiah,  cli.  ixxv.  ver.  7.  The  parched  ground  /halt  herome  a  pool,  and  th$ 
fbrrfly  land jprir.f^i 'jf  water  :  ,„  ,/„  ha!>:tatkns  where  dr agon f  lay,  pjell  be  grajsy 
and  rttds,  and  rvjl^i.  Ch.  I  v.  vcr.  13.  ln/>eod  of  the  thorn  Jljoil  come  up  the 
ff'trtt,  and  inflead  of  the  briar  Jl)  all  come  up  the  myrtle- tree. 

'  Ch.  f.\.  vcr.  I  r. 

■f  Ch   ix.  vci.  0. 

\  Ch  ii.  vtr,  4. 

n  CI).  Ixv.  ver.  1  r,  2;. 

••  Ch.  xaXv,  vcr.  I,  7. 
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Waflc  Tandy  *  valleys,  once  pcrplex'd  witii  thorn, 
The  fpiry  fir  and  fliapely  box  adorn  ; 
To  Icaflcfs  flirubs  the  How'nng  palms  fucceed. 
And  od'rous  n-.;rtle  to  the  noilome  weed. 
The  t  lambs  with  wolves  Ihall  graze  the  verdant  mead. 
And  boys  in  flow'ry  bands  the  tygcr  lead  ; 
The  ftccr  and  lion  at  one  crib  lliaU  meet, ' 
And  harmlcfs  |  ferpents  lick  the  pilgrim's  feet. 
The  fmiling  infant  in  his  hand  Ihall  take 
The  creftcd  bafililk  and  fpccklcd  fnakc, 
Plcas'd  the  green  luftre  of  the  fcalcs  furvey 
And  with  their  forky  tongue  fliall  innocently  plav. 
Kiie,  crown'd  with  light,  imperial  |j  Salem  rife  ♦  ' 
Exalt  thy  tow'ry  head,  and  lift  thy  eyes ! 


3t 


75 


80 


85 


Ver.  77.   Tbt  iorrht  tu'ttb  tvolves,  &c.] 
V JIG.  E.  4.  Yer.  X,.  Ipfe  Ufte  domum  referent  didenta  caprlJ^ 

Ubcra,  ncc  magnos  metuciu  grmcnfa  Icones 

Occidet  &  Terpens,  &  fallax  hcrba  vuiicni 
Decide  t. 

The  goculhall  brar  to  the  fold  their  udder,  dlflcrdrd^ith  m.lk  ,  nor  ft,  all  thf  herd, 
hafra^oj.begreatefili^,,.  The  ferfen.  Jhall  die,  "nd  the  herb  that  cnce.:,  p,i. 
Jon  Jfjall  die .  "^ 

I5.,AH  ch  xi.  vcr.  I«.  Src.  Thc^olffl^alldtveU^Ubthelar-.h,  anJtte 
Ucpardfhall  lie  do-wn  u'i^h  the  kid,  and  the  coif  and  tbc  y...^  //,,  a,d  ,Le  fatlin, 
JetUr  ;  ^nd  *  Futle  child  ftjall  lead  them  ^„d  the  lUn  (haU  e^  fira-u;  ll 

ctudjbalt  put  bit  hand  on  the  den  of  the  ackairice. 

Ver.  8i.  Rife,  crcmndiuitb  light,  &c.] 

The  thoughts  cf  Ifaiah,  which  compofe  the  latter  part  of  the  poem  ar- 
wonderfully  elevated,  and  much  above  thofe  general  exclamations  of  virc.-l' 
whch  make  the  lofticft  parts  of  his  Pollio.  ' 

Magnu!  ab  Integra  fackrum  nafcitur  erdo  ! 

— — toto  furget  gers  auren  ir.undo  ! 

• ircipient  mtgni  procedere  menfet  I 

Jifpice,  -venturo  latent ur  ut  cmnia  ftecio  !  &c. 
The  reader  needs  only  turn  to  the  pafTages  of  Ifaiah,  here  drcJ. 

•  Ch.  xli.  vcr.  I  p.  and  Ch.  Iv.  \cr.  ij, 
f  Ch.  xi.  ver.  6,   7,  8. 
I  Ch.  6j.  vcr.  2j. 
I  Ch.  Ix.  ver.  1. 
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Sec,  a  long  *  race  thy  fpacious  courts  adorn  ; 

See  future  fons,  and  daughters  yet  unborn, 

In  crouding  ranks  on  ev'ry  fide  arife. 

Demanding  life,  impatient  for  the  fkies !  9C3 

See  barb'rou^i  f  nations  at  thy  gates  attend, 

Walk  in  thy  light,  and  in  thy  temple  bend  ; 

See  thy  bright  altars  throng'd  with  proftrate  kings, 

And  hcap'd  with  produds  of  t  Sabasan  fprlngs  ! 

For  thee  Idumc's  fpicy  forefts  blow,  95 

And  feeds  of  gold  in  Ophyr's  mountains  glow. 

See  heaven  its  fparkling  portals  wide  difplay. 

And  break  upon  thee  in  a  flood  of  day  ! 

No  more  the  rifing  ||  Sun  iTiall  gild  the  morn, 

Nor  ev'ning  Cynthia  fill  her  filver  horn,  lOO 

But  loft,  diffolv'd  in  thy  fuperior  rays. 

One  tide  of  glory,  one  unclouded  bla/e 

Overflow  thy  courts :  the  Light  himfelf  fliall  fhine 

Reveal'd,  and  God's  eternal  day  be  thine  ! 

The  §  feas  fliall  wafte,  the  fkies  in  fmoke  decay,  105 

Rocks  fall  to  duft,  and  mountains  melt  away  ; 

But  fix'd  his  word,  his  faving  pow'r  remains ; 

Thy  realm  for  ever  lafts,  thy  own  Meffiah  reigns  ! 

•  Ch.  Ix.  ver.  4.  ,• 

f  Ch.  Ix.  vci.  :;. 

}  Ch.  Ix.  vcr.  6, 

11   Ch.  !x.  Tcr.  no,  io. 

§  Ch.  li.  ver. *i.  andch.  liv,  ver.  ro. 
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To  the  Right  Ilonoumble 


George  Lord  Lansdown. 


Nmr  injufla  cano  :  tc  nortro-,  \':tre,  niyricx, 

Tc  Nemus  omn::  caiiet  ;  nec  PluEbo  gratior  ulla  eft, 

Qunm  fib;  qii^p  Vari  prxCcnjilit  paging  nomen. 

ViRG. 
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WINDSOR  FOREST. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


GEORGE    Lord    LANSDOWN. 


THY  forcfts,  Windfor!  and  thy  green  retreats. 
At  once  the  Monarches  and  the  Alule's  feats. 
Invite  rny  lays.     Be  prcfcnt,  lylvan  maids ! 
Unlock  your  Iprings,  and  open  all  your  iliades, 
Ciranville  commands ;  vour  aid  O  Mufcs  bring  !  ^ 

What  Muic  for  Granville  can  refufe  to  fine:  ? 
The  groves  of  Eden,  vanllhM  no\^  fo  long. 
Live  in  dcfcription,  and  look,  green  in  fong  : 
Thefe,  were  my  breafl  InfpirM  with  cc^ual  tlame, 
Like  them  in  beauty,  fliould  be  like  in  fame.  lO 

Here  hills  and  vales,  the  woodland  and  the  plain, 
Here  earth  and  water,  feeni  to  ftrlve  again ; 
Not  Chaos-like  together  crufli'd  and  bruls'd. 
But  as  the  world,  harmonloully  confus'd  : 
Where  order  in  variety  wc  I'cc,  jc 

And  where,  tlio*  all  things  differ,  all  agree. 
Here  waving  groves  a  chccquer'd  fcene  difplav. 
And  part  admit,  and  part  exclude  the  day  ; 
As  fomc  coy  nymph  her  lover's  warm  addrefs 
Nor  quite  indulges,  nor  can  quite  reprefs.  20 

There,  interfpers'd  in  lawns  and  opening  gladc<r. 
Thin  trees  arife  that  fliun  each  other's  Ihadcs. 


This  Poem  was  writrcn  at  two  diflLrrnt  tixfs :  the  fiift  part  cf  if,  ^  l.uh 
reUtci  lo  the  country,  in  the  year  1704,  3'  lli;  fame  tiuic-  with  the  I'alio- 
•■'  :  rh;  lafcr  poit  '.vai  tot  zildei  till  the  year  1710,  :u  which  it  w.»  pub- 
..  ••  i. 
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Here  in  full  Hglit  the  ruiTet  plains  extend  ; 

Tlicrc  wrapt  in  clouds  the  bluifli  hills  afcend. 

Ev'n  the  wild  heath  dilplays  her  purple  dyes,  25 

And  'mldft  the  defart  fruitful  fields  arife, 

That  crown'd  with  tufted  trees  and  fpringing  corn, 

Lik-c  verdant  ifles  the  fable  wafte  adorn. 

Let  India  hoaft  her  plants,  nor  envy  we 

The  weeping  amber,  or  the  balmy  tree,  30 

While  by  our  oaks  the  precious  loads  are  born, 

And  realms  commanded  which  thofe  trees  adorn. 

Kot  proud  Olympus  yields  a  nobler  fight, 

Tho'  Gods  alfcmbled  grace  his  tow'ring  height. 

Than  what  more  humble  mountains  offer  here,  35 

Where,  in  their  bleflings,  all  thofe  Gods  appear. 

See  Pan  with  flocks,  with  fruits  Pomona  crown'd, 

Here  blufliing  Flora  paints  th'enamel'd  ground, 

Here  Ceres'  gifts  in  waving  profpeft  ftand. 

And  nodding  tempt  the  joyjul  reaper's  hand  ;  40 

Rich  Induflry  fits  fmiling  on  the  plains. 

And  peace  and  plenty  tell  a  Stuart  reigns. 

Kot  thus  the  land  appear'd  in  ages  paft, 

A  dreary  defart  and  a  gloomy  wafte. 

To  favage  beafts  and  *  favage  laws  a  prey,  45 

And  kings  more  furious  and  fevere  than  they ; 

Who  claim'd  the  Ikies,  difpeoplcd  air  and  floods. 

The  lonely  lords  of  empty  wilds  and  woods  : 

Cities  laid  wafte,  they  ftorm'd  the  dens  and  caves, 

(For  wifer  brutes  were  backward  to  be  Haves.)  50 

What  could  be  free,  when  lawlefs  beafts  obcy'd. 

And  ev'n  the  elements  a  tyrant  fway'd  ? 

In  vain  kind  fcafons  fwell'd  the  teeming  grain. 

Soft  Ihow'rs  diftill'd,  and  funs  grew  warm  in  vain  ; 

The  fwain  with  tears  his  fruftrate  labour  yields,  55 

And  familh'd  dies  amidft  his  ripcn'd  fields. 

What  wonder  then,  a  bcaft  or  fubje6l  llairt^ 

Were  equal  crimes  in  a  dcfpotic  reign  ? 

*  The  Forcft  I-aws. 
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Both  dooQi'd  alike,  for  fporiivc  tyrants  Med, 

.liut  while  the  lubjcft  ftarvM,  the  beaft  was  feJ.  60 

Proud  Ximrod  firft  vlic  bloody  chace  began, 

A  mighty  hunter,  and  his  prey  was  man  : 

Our  haughty  Norman  boafts  that  barb' reus  name. 

And  makes  his  trembling  llavcs  the  royal  game. 

The  *  tields  arc  ravifli'd  from  th'  induftrious  Iwains,     65 

From  men  their  cities,  and  from  Gotls  tlictr  fanes : 

The  Icvell'd  towns  with  weeds  lie  cover''d  o'er ; 

The  hollow  winds  thro'  naked  temples  roar; 

Round  broken  columns  clafplng  ivy  twin'd; 

O'er  heaps  of  ruin  ilalk'd  the  ftatcly  hind  ;  ^o 

The  fox  obfceiic  to  gaping  tombs  retires, 

And  favagc  bowlings  fill  the  fucred  quires, 

Aw'd  by  his  Nobles,  by  his  Commons  curft, 

TV  Opprelfor  rul'd  tyrannic  where  he  durft, 

Strctch'd  o'er  the  Poor  and  Church  his  iron  rod,  ^c 

And  ferv'd  alike  his  VaiHils  and  his  God. 

Whom  cv*n  the  Saxon  fpar'd,  and  bloody  Dane, 
The  wantoa  viftims  of  his  fport  remain. 

liuc  fee,  the  man  who  fpacious  regions  gave 

A  waflc  for  bcafts,  himfclf  dcny'd  a  grave  I  S« 

Strctch'd  on  the  lawn,  his  f  fccond  hope  furvey. 

At  once  the  chafer,  and  at  once  the  prey  : 

Lo  Rufus,  tugging  at  the  deadly  dart, 

Bleeds  in  the  foreft,  lilic  a  wounded  hart. 

Succeeding  Monarehs  heard  the  fubje£ts  cries,  g- 

Nor  faw  difpleas'd  the  peaceful  cottage  rife. 

Then  cratli'ring;  Hocks  on  unknown  mountains  fed. 

O'er  fandy  wilds  were  yellow  harveft^  fpread. 

The  forefts  wonder'd  at  th'  unufual  grain, 

And  fecrct  tranfport  touch'd  the  conlcious  fvvain.  50 

i-  air  Liberty,   Britannia's  Goddcfs,  rears 

Her  chearful  head,  and  leads  the  golden  years. 

Ye  vig'fous  fwains !  while  youth  ferments  your  blood, 

And  purer  fpirits  fwcll  the  fprightly  tlood, 

•  All«iling  Co  the  I-,'ew  FcwcA,  aaJ  the  tvran:i:ts<x*rcr{ir;'.  ihrrc  by  WJ. 
iiam  tl'j  Firlt. 

■f  \7iiUAin  RiifuSj  frc-rd  fcr.  of  William  'A«  Ccnq-.ieroi. 
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Now  range  the  hills,  the  thlckeft  woods  befet,  95 

Wind  the'ihrill  horn,  or  fpread  the  waving  net. 

When  mikler  autumn  fummer's  heat  fucceeds, 

And  in  the  new-fliorn  field  the  partridge  feeds. 

Before  his  lord  the  ready  fpaniel  bounds. 

Panting  with  hope,  he  tries  the  furrow'd  grounds ;       lOO 

But  when  tlic  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 

Couch'd  clofe  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey  : 

Secure  they  trull  th'  unfaithful  field,  befet. 

Till  hov'ring  o'er  'em  fweeps  the  fwelling  net. 

Thus  (if  fmall  things  we  may  with  great  compare)        105 

When  Albion  fends  her  eager  fons  to  war. 

Some  thoughtlefs  town,  with  eafe  and  plenty  bleft. 

Near,  and  more  near,  the  clofing  lines  inveft ; 

Sudden  they  feize  th'  amaz'd,  dcfcncelefs  prize. 

And  hi'^h  in  air  Britannia's  ftandard  flies.  no- 

See  1  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheafant  fprings. 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings  : 
Short  is  his  joy  ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound. 
Flutters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground* 
Ah  1  what  avail  his  glofly,  varying  dyes,  115 

His  purple  creft,  and  fcarlet-circled  eyes. 
The  vivid  green  his  fi^ining  plumes  unfold. 
His  painted  wings,  and  breaft  that  flames  with  gold  ? 

Nor  yet,  when  molft  Arfturus  clouds  the  fky, 
The  woods  and  fields  their  pleafing  toils  deny.  120 

To  plains  with  vyell-breath'd  beagles  we  repair. 
And  trace  the  mazes  of  the  circling  hare  : 
(Beads,  urg'd  by  us,  their  fellow-beafts  purfue. 
And  learn  of  man  each  other  to  undo.) 
With  flaught'ring  guns  th'unweary'd  fowler  roves,      125 
When  frofts  have  whiten'd  all  the  naked  groves ; 
Where  droves  in  flocks  the  leaflcfs  trees  o'erfliade, 
And  lonely  woodcocks  haunt  the  wat'ry  glade. 
He  lifts  the  tube,  and  levels  with  his  eye; 
Strait  a  fhort  thunder  breaks  the  frozen  Iky :  130 

Oft',  as  in  airy  rings  they  Ikim  the  heath. 
The  clam'rous  plovers  feel  the  leaden  death  : 

Oft', 
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Oft',  as  the  mounting  larks  tlicir  notes  prepare. 
They  fall,  and  leave  their  little  lives  in  air. 

In  genial  fprlng,  beneath  the  quivering  fliac^e,  13J 

"Whcic  coollnc!;  vapours  breathe  along  the  mead. 
The  patient  filhcr  takes  his  filent  ftand, 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand  ; 
"With  looks  unmovM,  he  hopes  the  fcaly  breed. 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork,  and  bending  reed.  140 

Our  plenteous  ftreams  a  various  race  fupply. 
The  bright-ey'd  perch  with  fins  of  Tyrlan  dye. 
The  filver  eel,  in  fliinlng  volumes  roll'd. 
The  yellow  carp,  in  fcales  bedrop'd  with  gold. 
Swift  trouts,  dlverfify'd  with  crimlbn  ftains,  14^ 

And  pykcs,  the  tyrants  of  the  watry  plains. 

Now  Cancer  glows  with  Phcebus'  fiery  car  ; 
The  youth  rufh  eager  to  the  fylvan  war, 
Swarm  o'er  the  lawns,  the  forefl  walks  furround, 
Rouze  the  fleet  hart,  and  chear  the  opening  hound.    150 
Th'  impatient  courfer  pants  in  ev'ry  vein. 
And  pawing,  feems  to  beat  the  diflant  plain  ; 
Hills,  vales,  and  floods  appear  already  crofsM, 
And  ere  he  flarts,  a  thoufand  fteps  are  loft. 
See  !  the  bold  youth  ftrain  up  the  threat'ning  ftcep,    155 
Rufh  thro'  the  thickets,  down  the  valleys  fweep, 
Hang  o'er  their  couriers  heads  with  eager  fpeed. 
And  earth  rolls  back  beneath  the  flying  fteed. 
Let  old  Arcadia  boaft  her  ample  plain, 
Th'  immortal  huntrefs,  and  her  virgin  train  ;  160 

Nor  envy,  Windlbr  !  fince  thy  fliades  have  feen 
As  bright  a  Goddefs,  and  as  chafte  a  Qiieen  ; 
"V^'ho^c  care,  like  hers,  protcfts  the  fylvan  reign. 
The  Earth's  fair  light,  and  Emprcfs  of  the  main. 

Here,  as  old  bards  have  fung,  Diana  ftray'd,  165 

Bath'd  in  the  fprings,  or  fought  the  cooling  fliade ; 
Here  arm'd  with  filver  bows,  in  early  dawn. 
Her  buikin'd  Virgins  trac'd  the  dewy  lawn. 
Above  the  reft  a  rural  nymph  was  fam'd, 
Thy  ©^spring,  Thames !  the  fair  Lodona  nnm'd  ;      170 

3  (Lodona's 
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(LocTona'5  fate,  ia  long  oblivion  caft;, 

The  Mufe  fliall  iiiig,  and  vvliat  Q^c  fings  flialS  Ia.{l.) 

Scarce  could  the  C^otldefs  from  her  nymph  be  known. 

But  bv  the  crefce!3/t  ancl  the  jrc-ldca  zone. 

She  fcornM  the  praife  of  beauty,  and  the  care,  175 

A  belt  her  waift,  a  fillet  binds  her  hair, 

A  painted  quiver  on  her  fhoulder  founds. 

And  with  her  dart  the  flying  deer  ihe  wound?. 

It  chanc'd,  as  eager  of  the  chace,  the  maid 

Beyond  the  foreft's  verdan*  lirmlts  ftray^d,  jScj 

Pan  i'aw  and  lov'd,  aiitl  burning  with  defire 

Parui'd  her  flight,  her  flight  increaisM  his-  fire. 

Not  half  fo  fwift  the  trembling  dovei  can  fly. 

When  the  fierce  eagle  cleaves  the  liqu-iv^l  jky  ; 

Not  half  fo  fwiftly  the  fierce  caglt  moves,  185 

When  thro'  the  clouds  he  dnve3  the  trenjbljng doves-; 

As  from  the  .God  fhe  flew  wkh  furioois  pace^. 

Or  as  the  God,  more  furious,  urg'd  the  chsce-. 

Now  fainting,  finking,  pale,  the  nymph  apf/ears: 

Now  clofe  behind,  his  founxling  ftep/s  Hi-e  heaxs  ;         igo 

And  now  liis  fhadow  reach'd  her  as  f)i.c  r??n. 

His  fhadow  Icngthcn'd  by  the  fettling  i'un; 

And  now  h\^  fhorter  breath,  with  fultry  air. 

Pants  on  bey  neck,  and  fans  her  parting  haii"> 

In  vain  on  father  Thames  ihe  call'd  for  aid  ig^ 

Nor  could  Diana  help  her  injured  maid. 

Faint,  breathlcls,  thus  fbe  pray*d,  nor  pray'd  in  vain  ; 

"  Ah  Cynthia  1  ah tho'  baniflAl  from  thy  train. 

Let  me,  O  let  me,  to  the  fT/adcs  repair. 
My  native  fbades — there  weep,  and  murmur  there.  200 
She  faid,  and  melting  as  in  tears  flT-e  Lay, 
Tn  a  foft,  filvcr  flrcam  diifolvM  away. 
The  filvcr  ftream  her  virgin  coldnefs  keeps. 
For  ever  murmurs,  and  for  ever  weeps  ; 
Still  bear«  the  ^-  name  the  haplefs  virgin  hore,  205 

And  batlics  the  forefl  where  flie  rang'd  before. 

'  The  t'lrer  LctUoo. 
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In  her  chnftc  current  otV  the  Goddefs  laves. 

And  with  celeftlal  tears  auirmcnts  the  waves. 

Oft'  in  her  glafs  the  muiing  Ihephcrd  Ipics 

The  headlong  mountain^  ami  the  downward  ikics,      210 

The  watry  landikip  of  the  pendant  woodsj 

And  abfcnt  trees  that  tremble  in  the  floods ; 

In  the  clear  a^ure  gleam  the  flocks  are  feen, 

And  floating  forefts  paint  the  waves  with  green. 

Thro'  the  fair  fcene  rowl  llow  the  ling'rin^  dreams,     215 

Then  foaming  pour  along,  and  rufli  into  the  Thames, 

Thou  too,  great  father  of  the  Britilh  floods  ! 
With  joyful  pride  furvty'ft  our  lofty  woods ; 
Where  tow'ring  oaks  their  fprcading  honours  rear, 
And  future  navies  on  thy  fliores  appear.  220 

Not  Neptune's  felf  from  all  his  ftreams  receives 
A  wealthier  tribute,  than  to  thine  he  gives. 
No  feas  fo  rich,  fo  gay  no  banks  appear, 
No  lake  fo  gentle,  and  no  fpring  fo  clear. 
Not  fabled  Po  more  fwells  the  poet's  lays,  ^1^ 

\\'hilc  thro'  the  ikics  his  ihining  current  ftrays, 
Than  thine,  which  vifits  Windfor's  fam'd  abodes, 
To  grace  the  manlion  of  our  earthly  Gods : 
Nor  all  his  liars  a  brighter  luftrc  fhow, 
Than  the  fair  nympli-^  tiiat  grace  thy  fiile  below  :       230 
Here  Jove  himlclf,  fubdu'd  by  beauty  ftill, 
Might  change  Olympus  for  a  nobler  hill. 

Happy  the  mrm  whom  this  bright  Court  approves. 
His  Sov'reign  favour^,  and  his  country  loves  : 
Happy  next  him,  who  to  tliefc  fliades  retires,  235 

Whom  Nature  charms,  and  whom  the  Mufc  infpircsj 
Whom  humbler  joys  of  home-felt  quiet  pleafe, 
Succelfivc  ftudy,  cxercil'e,  and  cafe. 
He  gatl\cni  health  from  herbs  the  forcfl:  yields, 
And  of  their  fragrant  phvflc  fpoils  the  fi;;!(ls :  240 

With  chymic  art  exalts  the  min'ral  pow'rs, 
And  drav.s  the  aromatic  fouls  of  tlovv'rs  : 
Now  marks  the  courle  of  rolling  orbs  oa  high  ; 
O'er  figur'd  v.'orlds  now  travels  with  his  eve  : 

Vol.  L  G  '  O^ 
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Of  ancient  writ  unlocks  the  learned  ftore,  24S 

Confults  the  dead,  and  lives  paft  ages  o'er  : 

Or  wand'riag  thoughtful  in  the  lilcnt  wood, 

Attends  the  duties  of  the  wife  and  good, 

T'obferve  a  mean,  be  to  himfelf  a  friend. 

To  follow  nature,  and  regard  his  end  ;  25® 

Or  looks  on  heav'n  with  more  than  mortal  eyes. 

Bids  his  free  foul  expatiate  in  the  fkies. 

Amid  her  kindred  ftars  familiar  roam. 

Survey  the  region,  and  confefs  her  home  ! 

Such  was  the  life  great  Scipio  once  admirM,  255 

Thus  Atticus,  and  Trumbal  thus  retir'd. 

Ye  facred  Nine  !  that  all  my  foul  poffefs, 
Whofe  raptures  fire  me,  and  whofe  vifions  blefs. 
Bear  me,  oh  bear  me  to  fcqueftcr'd  fcenes, 
The  bow'ry  mazes,  and  furrounding  greens  ;  260 

To  Thames's  banks  which  fragrant  breezes  fill. 
Or  where  ye  Mufes  fport  on  Cooper's  hill. 
(On  Cooper's  hill  eternal  wreaths  fhall  grow. 
While  lafts  the  mountain,  or  while  Thames  fhall  flow) 
I  fcem  thro'  confecratcd  walks  to  rove,  265 

I  hear  foft  mufic  die  along  the  grove  ; 
Led  by  the  found,  1  roam  from  fhade  to  fliade, 
Bv  god -like  Poets  venerable  made  : 
Here  his  firft  lays  majeftic  Denham  fung  ; 
There  the  laft  numbers  flow'd  from  *  Cowley's  tongue. 
O  early  loft  !  what  tears  the  river  fhed,  27 1 

When  the  fad  pomp  along  his  banks  was  led  ? 
His  drooping  fwans  on  ev'ry  note  expire. 
And  on  his  willows  hung  each  Mufe's  lyre. 
Since  fate  rclentlefs  ftop'd  their  heav'nly  voice,  275 

No  more  the  forefts  ring,  or  groves  rejoice  ; 
Who  now  fhall  charm  the  fhades,  where  Cowley  ftrung 
His  living  harp,  and  lofty  Denham  fung  ? 
But  hark  !  the  groves  rejoice,  the  foreft  rings !  ^ 

Are  thefc  rcviv'd  ?  or  is  it  Granville  fings  ?  280  ^ 

•  Mr.  Co\vl<-y  aira  at  Chmfey,  on  ihc  borders  of  the  Foreft,  and  was 
from  thence  ccnvcycd  to  Wcftminftcr. 
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'Tis  .yours,  my  Lord,  to  bkfs  our  foft  retreats, 
And  call  the  Mules  to  their  ancient  feats  ;• 
To  paint  anew  the  How'ry  fylvan  icenes, 
To  crown  the  torefts  with  immortal  greens. 
Make  Windfor  hills  in  lofty  numbers  rife,  28- 

AnJ  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  ikies ; 
To  hng  thofe  honours  you  deferve  to  wear, 
And  add  new  luftre  to  her  filvcr  ftar*. 
Here  noble  f  Surrey  felt  the  facred  rage, 
Surrey,  the  Granville  of  a  former  age  :  290 

Matclilefs  his  pen,  viftorious  was  his  lance. 
Bold  in  the  lifts,  and  graceful  in  the  dance': 
In  the  fame  fliadcs  the  Cupids  tun'd  his  lyre, 
To  the  fame  notes,  of  love,  and  foft  defire  : 
Fair  Geraldine,  bright  objed  of  his  vow,  205 

Then  fiU'd  the  groves,   as  heav'nly  Myra  now. 

Oh  would'ft  thou  fmg  what  Heroes  Windfor  bore, 
W  hat  Kings  firft  brcath'd  upon  her  winding  fliore, 
Or  raife  old  warriors,  whofe  ador'd  remains 
In  weeping  vaults  her  hallow'd  earth  contains !  -00 

With  I  Edward's  afts  adorn  the  Ihining  pa're,  ^ 

Stretch  his  long  triumphs  down  thro'  cv'ry^agc, 
Draw  Monarchs  chain'd,  and  Crclh's  glorious  field. 
The  lillies  blazing  on  the  regal  Ihield  : 
Then,  from  her  roofs  when  Verrio's  colours  fall,        305 
And  leave  inanimate  the  naked  wall. 
Still  in  thy  fong  fhould  vanquiHi'd  France  appear, 
And  bleed  for  ever  under  Britain's  fpear. 

Let  fofter  ftrains  iU-fatcd  \\  Henry  mourn, 
And  palms  eternal  flourifli  round  his  urn.  3,0 

Here  o'er  the  martyr-king  the  marble  weeps, 
And  faft  befide  hi:n,  once-fear'd  §  Edward  lleeps : 
Whom  not  th'  extended  Albion  could  contain, 
I  rem  old  Belerium  to  the  northern  main. 
The  grave  unites ;  where  ev'n  the  (ireat  find  reft,        315 
And  blended  lie  th' opprefl^r  and  th'opprcft  ! 

•  All  the  lines  that  follow,  till  within  eigl.t  of  tlu-  conclu'.lon.  were  not 
added  to  the  poem  till  the  year  1710. 

t  Henry  Howard,  ear!  of  Surry,  one  of  the  firft  refiners  of  ,he  EngliA 
poitry :   who  floiirl'l^eJ  in  the  time  of  Henry  VIII. 

i  Edward  III.  born  lure.  ||   Kenry  VI.  §  Edward  tV. 

^  *  Make 
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Make  facrcd  Charles's  tomb  for  ever  kno\yn, 
(Obfcurc  the  place,  and  un-inicrib'd  the  ftone) 
Oh  faft  accurft  !  what  tears  has  Albion  Ihed, 
Hcav'ns    what  new  wounds !  and  how  her  old  have  bled  ! 
She  faw  her  fons  with  purple  deaths  expire,  321 

Her  lacred  domes  involv'd  in  rolling  fire, 
A  dreadful  feries  of  intefline  wars, 
Ino-lorious  triumphs,  and  diflioncft  fears. 
At  length  great  Anna  faid — ''  Let  difcord  ceafe  !"     325 
She  faid,  the  world  obey'd,  and  all  was  peace! 

In  that  bleft  moment,  from  his  oozy  bed 
Old  father  Thames  advanc'd  his  rev'rend  head ; 
His  treilcs  drop'd  with  dew^,  and  o'er  the  flream 
His  fliining  horns  diflus'd  a  golden  gleam:  330 

Grav'd  on  his  urn,  appear'd  the  Moon  that  guides 
His  iwelling  waters,  and  alternate  tides; 
The  figur'd  ftreams  in  waves  of  filver  roU'd, 
And  on  their  banks  Augufta  rofc  in  gold. 
Around  his  throne  the  fea-born  brothers  ftood,  335 

Who  fwcll  with  tributary  urns  his  flood  : 
Firfl  the  fam'd  authors  of  his  ancient  name. 
The  winding  Ifis  and  the  fruitful  Tame  : 
The  Kennet  fwift,  for  lilver  eels  renown'd  ; 
The  Loddcm  flow,  with  verdant  alders  crown'd  ;         340 
Cole,  whofc  clear  ftreams  his  fiow'ry  illands  lave; 
And  chalky  Wey,  that  rolls  a  milky  wave  : 
The  blue,  tranfparent  Vandalis  appears ; 
Tlic  gulphy  Lee  his  fedgy  trefTcs  rears ; 
And  fuUen  Mole,  that  hides  his  diving  flood  ;  34^ 

And  filent  Darent,  ftain'd  with  Danifh  blood. 

High  in  the  midft,  upon  his  urn  reclin'd, 
(His  fea-grccn  mantle  waving  wlrh  the  wind) 
The  God  appear'd  :  he  turn'd  his  azure  eyes 
\V'herc  Windfor  domes  and  pompous  turrets  rife ;        35Q 
Then  bow'd  and  fpoke ;  the  winds  forget  to  roar, 
And  the  huOi'd  waves  glide  foftly  to  the  fhore. 

Hail,  facred  Peace  !  hail  long-expefted  days,  • 
That  Thames's  glory  to  the  ilars  fhall  raife  I 
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Tho'  Tybcr's  (Ircams  immortal  Rome  behold,  2^^ 

Tljo*  foaming  Hcimus  fwells  with  tides  of  gold. 

From  heav'n  itfclf  tho'  fev'n-fold  Nilus  flows. 

And  harvefts  on  a  hundred  realms  bcftows; 

Thefe  now  no  more  lliall  be  the  Mufc's  themes, 

Loft  in  my  fame,  as  in  the  fca  their  llrcams.  o^q 

Let  Volga's  banks  with  iron  fquadrons  lliine. 

And  groves  of  lances  glitter  on  the  Rhine, 

Let  barb'rous  Ganges  arm  a  fcrvlle  train  ; 

Be  mine  the  bleffings  of  a  ]>caceful  reign. 

No  more  my  fons  jhall  dye  with  Briiilh  blood  36c 

Red  Iber's  fands,  or  Iftcr's  foaming  flood; 

Safe  on  my  fhorc  each  unmolcftcd  Iwain 

Shall  tend  the  flocks,  or  reap  the  bearded  grain; 

The  fhady  empire  fliall  retain  no  trace 

Of  war  or  blood,  but  in  the  fylvan  chacc ;  ?yo 

The  trumpet  fleep,  while  chearful  horns  are  blown, 

And  arms  enip'.oy'd  on  birds  and  bcafts  alone. 

Behold  !  th'  afcending  Villas  on  my  lule 

Proje£l  long  fliadows  o'er  the  cryftal  tide. 

Behold  !   Augufta's  glittering  ipires  incrcafc,  -s-r 

And  temples  rife,  the  beauteous  works  of  Peace. 

I  fee,   I  lee  where  two  fair  cities  bend 

Their  ample  bow,  a  new  Whitehall  afcend  I 

There  mighty  nations  fliall  enquire  their  doom 

The  world's  great  Oracle  in  times  to  come ;  ^S^ 

There  Kings  Ihall  fuc,  and  fuppliant  States  be  fccn 

Once  more  to  bend  before  a  Britifli  Qiiecn. 

Thy  trees,  fair  Windlbr  !   now  fliall  leave  their  woods. 
And  half  thy  forcfts  rufli  into  my  floods. 
Bear  Britain's  thunder,  and  her  Crofs  difplay  -^8' 

To  the  bright  regions  of  the  rifmg  day  ; 
Tempt  icy  feas,  where  fcarce  the  waters  roll. 
Where  clearer  flames  glow  round  the  frozen  Pole; 
Or  under  fouthcrn  fkics  exalt  their  fails. 
Led  by  new  ftars,  and  borne  by  fpicy  gales !  390 

For  me  the  balm  fliall  bleed,  and  amber  flow. 
The  coral  redden^  and  t^c  ruby  glow. 

The 
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The  pcaily  fliell  Its  lucid  globe  infold, 

And  Pha'bus  warm  the  ripening  ore  to  gold. 

The  time  fhall  come,  when  free  as  feas  or  wind  395 

Unbounded  Thames  fhall  flow  for  all  mankind, 

Whole  nations  enter  with  each  fwelling  tide, 

And  feas  but  join  the  regions  they  divide  ; 

Earth's  diftant  ends  our  glory  Ihall  behold. 

And  the  new  world  launch  forth  to  feek  the  old,         400 

Then  fliips  of  uncouth  form  fhall  ftem  the  tide. 

And  feather'd  people  croud  my  wealthy  iide. 

And  naked  youths  and  painted  chiefs  admire 

Our  fpeech,  our  colour,  and  our  flrange  attire  ! 

Oh  ftretch  thy  reign,  fair  Peace  !  from  fliore  to  Hiorc, 

'Till  Conqucfl  ccafe,  and  llav'ry  be  no  more  ;  406 

*Till  the  freed  Indians  in  their  native  groves 

Reap  their  own  fruits,  and  woo  their  fable  loves, 

Peru  once  more  a  race  of  Kings  behold, 

And  other  Mexico's  be  roof'd  with  gold.  410 

Exil'd  by  thee  from  earth  to  deepeft  hell, 

In  brazen  bonds  fliali  barb'rous  Difcord  dwell : 

Gigantic  Pride,  pale  Terror,  gloomy  Care, 

And  mad  Ambition,  fhall  attend  her  there  : 

There  purple  Vengeance  bath'd  in  gore  retires,  415 

Her  weapons  blunted,  and  extinft  her  fires : 

There  hateful  Envy  her  own  fnakes  fiiall  feel. 

And  Perfecution  mourn  her  broken  wheel  : 

There  Faftion  roar.  Rebellion  bite  her  chain. 

And  gafping  Furies  thirft  for  blood  in  vain.  42O 

Here  ccafe  thy  flight,  nor  with  unhallow'd  lays 
Touch  the  fair  fame  of  Albion's  golden  days : 
The  thoughts  of  Gods  let  Granville's  verfe  recite. 
And  bring  the  fcenes  of  opening  fate  to  light. 
My  humble  Mufc,  in  unambitious  ftrains,  425 

Paints  the  green  forefts  and  the  flow'ry  plains. 
Where  Peace  defcending  bids  her  olives  fpring, 
And  fcatters  Wcflings  from  her  dove-like  wing, 
Ev'n  I  more  fwcctly  pafs  my  carelefs  days, 
Pleas'd  in  the  filent  fliadc  with  empty  praife;  430 

Enough  for  me,  that  to  the  lill'ning  fwains 
Firft  in  thefe  fields  I  fung  the  fylvan  ftrains, 
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1. 

Elccnd  ye  Nine  !  Jcfceml  and  fing; 
Ilie  breathing  inftruments  inlpirc, 


Wake  into  voice  each  lilent  firing, 
And  fweep  the  founding  lyre  ! 

In  a  ladly-pleafing  drain  5 

Let  the  warbling  lute  complain  : 
Let  the  loud  trumpet  found, 
'Till  the  roofs  all  around 
The  Ihriil  echoes  rebound  : 
^\^lilc  in  more  lengthen'd  notes  and  llmv,  jO 

The  deep,  majcftic,  folemn  organs  blow. 
Hark  !  the  numbers  foft  and  clear, 
Gently  Ileal  upon  tlic  car; 
Now  louder,  and  yet  louder  rife, 
And  fill  with  fpreading  founds  tlie  fkies ;  I  ? 

Exulting  in  triumph  now  fwcll  the  bold  notes, 
In  broken  air,  trejnbiing,  the  wild  mufic  floats; 
'Till,  by  degrees,  remote  and  fmall, 
The  llrains  decay. 

And  melt  away,  20 

In  a  dying,  dying  fall. 

Vol.  L  II  II. 
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ir. 

By  Mufic,  minds  an  equal  temper  know. 

Nor  fwell  too  liigh,  nor  link  too  low. 
If  in  the  breaft  tumultuous  joys  arile, 
Mulic  her  loft,  alTuaiive  voice  applies  ;  -  i^ 

Or  when  the  Ibul  is  prefsM  with  cares. 
Exalts  her  in  enlivening  airs. 
Warriors  ihc  fires  with  animated  founds  ; 
Pours  balm  into  the  bleedirvg  lover's  wounds : 

Melancholy  lifts  her  head,  3a 

Morpheus  rouzes  from  his  bed. 
Sloth  unfolds  her  arms  and  wakes, 
Lift'ning  Envy  drops  her  fnakes ; 
Intclline  war  no  more  our  Paflions  wage. 
And  giddy  Fa£lions  hear  away  their  rage.  35, 

III. 

But  when  our  Country's  caufe  provokes  ta  arms. 
How  martial  mufic  ev'ry  bofom  warms  ! 
So  when  the  firft  bold  veiTel  dar'd  the  feas. 
High  on  the  ftern  the  Thracian  rais'd  his  ftrain. 

While  Argo  faw  her  kindred  trees  40 

Defcend  from  Pelion  to  the  main. 
Tranfported  demi-gods  ftood  round. 
And  men  grew  heroes  at  the  found, 
Enflam'd  with  glory's  charms : 
Each  chief  his  fev'nfold  fhield  difplay'd,  4^: 

And  half  unflieath'd  the  fhinin?  blade  : 
And  fea-:,  and  rocks,  and  fkies  rebound 
To  arms,  to  arms,  to  arms ! 

IV. 

But  when  thro'  all  th'  infernal  bounds 

Which  flaming  Phlegeton  furrounds,  5(J 

Love,  llrong  as  Death,  the  Poet  led 

To  the  pale  nations  of  the  dead. 
What  founds  were  heard, 
What  fcencs  appear'd, 


o 


0'e# 


O    D    E    S.  SI 

O'er  all  the  dreary  coafls  !  55 

Dreadful  gleams, 
Dllinal  fcrcams, 
Fires  that  glow. 
Shrieks  ot  woe, 

Sullen  moans,  60 

Hollow  groans. 
And  cries  of  tortur'd  ghofts  ! 
But  hark  !  he  ftrlkes  the  golden  lyre  ; 
And  fee  !  the  tortur'd  ghofts  rcfpirc, 

Sec,  jhady  forms  advance  !  65 

Thy  ftonc,  O  Syliphus,   ftands  ftill, 
Ixion  refts  upon  his  wheel, 

And  the  pale  fpeftres  dance  ! 
The  Furies  fink  upon  their  iron  beds. 
And  fnakes  uncurl'd  hang  lift'ning  round  their  heads. 

V. 

'  By  the  ftreams  that  ever  flow,  71 

By  the  fragrant  winds  that  blow 

O'er  th'  Elyfian  flow'rs. 
By  thofc  happy  fouls  who  dwell 
In  yellow  meads  of  Afphodcl,  yt 

Or  Amaranthine  bow'rs  ; 
By  the  hero's  armed  Ihades, 
Glitt'ring  tliro'  the  gloomy  glades. 
By  the  youths  that  dy'd  for  love, 
Wand'ring  in  the  myrtle  grove,  80 

Rcftore,  reflore  Er.rydice  to  life; 
Oh  take  the  hulband,  or  return  the  wife  ! 

He  fung,  and  hell  confented 
To  hear  the  Poet's  pray'r : 
Stern  Proferpinc  relented,  85 

And  gave  him  back  the  fair. 
Thus  fong  could  prevail 
O'er  death  and  o'er  hell, 

H  2  A  coa- 
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A  conqucft  how  haitl  and  ho\y  glorious ! 

Tho'  fate  had  fall  bound  her  90 

With  Styx  nine  times  round  her. 
Yet  mufic  and  love  were  victorious. 

VI. 

But  foon,  too  foon,  the  lover  turns  his  eyes  : 
Again  flie  falls,  again  Ihe  dies,  flie  dies  ! 
How  wilt  thou  now  the  fatal  iifters  move  ?  95 

1^0  crime  was  thine,  if  'tis  no  crime  to  love. 
Novv  under  hanging  mountains, 
Bclidc  the  falls  of  fountains. 
Or  where  Hebrus  wanders, 

Rolling  in  meanders,  lOO 

All  alone, 

Unheard,  unknown. 
He  makes  his  moan  ; 
And  calls  her  ghoft, 
J*or  ever,  ever,  ever  loft !  JO^ 

Now  with  Furies  furrounded, 
Dcfpairing,  confounded. 
He  trembles,  he  glows, 
Amidft  Rhodope's  fnows  : 
See,  wild  as  the  winds,  o'er  the  defart  he  flies ;  iiO 

Hark  !  Ha^mus  rcfounds  with  the  Bacchanals  cries — 

Ah  fee,  he  dies  ! 

Yet  ev'n  in  death  Eurydicc  he  fung, 
Eurydicc  ftill  trembled  on  his  tongue, 

Eurydicc  the  woods,  11-5 

Eurydicc  the  floods, 
Eurydicc  the  rocks,  and  holloAv  mountains  rung, 

VII. 
iVlulic  the  flerccft  grief  can  charm. 
And  fate's  fcvcrcft  rao;c  difarm  : 
Mufic  can  foftcn  pain  to.  eafe,  120 

i^nd  make  defpair  and  madnefs  pleafe : 


Our 
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Our  iovs  below  it  can  improve, 
And  antedate  the  blifs  above. 
This  the  divine  Cecilia  found, 
And  to  her  Maker's  prailc  contin'd  the  found.  125 

When  the  full  organ  joins  the  tuneful  quire, 

Th'  immortal  pow'rs  incline  their  ear  ; 
Borne  on  the  fwclling  notes  our  fouls  afpire, 
While  folemn  airs  improve  the  facred  fire ; 

Anil  Angels  lean  from  heav'n  to  hear.  130 

Of  Orpheus  now  no  more  let  Poets  tell. 
To  bright  Cecilia  greater  pow'r  is  giv'n ; 
His  numbers  rais'd  a  lliade  from  hell. 
Hers  lift  the  foul  to  heav'n, 
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TWO    CHORUSES 


TO     THE 


TRAGEDY    of    BRUTUS, 


Y 


CHORUS  OF  ATHENIANS, 

Strophe  I. 
E  fhaJes,  where  facred  truth  is  fought ; 


Gvovesy  where  immortal  Sages  taught  j 

Where  heav'nly  viiions  Plato  foM, 

And  Epicurus  lay  infpir'd  t 

In  vain  your  guiltlefs  laurels  ftood  C 

Unfpotted  long  with  human  blood. 
War,  horrid  war,  your  thoughtful  walks  invades. 
And  ftccl  now  glitters  in  the  Mufcs  fliadcs. 

Antistrophe  I. 

Oh  hcav'n-lx)rn  fiflers !  fource  of  ait  ! 

Who  charm  the  fenfe,  or  mend  the  heart;  lo 

Who  Iciul  fair  Virtue*s  train  along. 

Moral  Truth,  and  myftic  Song  ! 

To  what  new  cliroe,  what  diftant  fky, 

ForfakcHj  fricndlcfs,  fliall  ye  fiy  ? 
Say,  will  ye  blcfs  the  bleak  Atlantic  Ihore  ?  •      i^ 

Or  bid  the  furious  Gaul  be  rude  no  more  } 
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Strophe  II. 

WKea  Athens  finks  by  fates  unjufl, 

When  wild  barbarians  fpurn  her  duft  ; 

Perhaps  ev'n  Brittiin's  utmoft  Ihorc 

Shall  ceafe  to  blullv  with  ftranci;er's  gore ;  20 

Sec  Ari^  her  lavage  Tons  controul, 

An  Athens  riling  near  the  pole  ! 
'Till  Ibine  new  Tyrant  lifts  his  purple  hand, 
And  civil  madncfs  tears  them  from  the  land. 

Antistrophe  II- 

Yc  Gods  !  what  juftice  rules  the  ball  ?  25 

Freedom  and  Arts  together  fall ; 

Fools  grant  whatc'cr  Ambition  craves, 

And  men,  once  ignorant,  arc  llaves. 

Oh  curs'd  effects  of  civil  hate, 

In  cv'ry  age,  in  ev'ry  ftate  !  3d 

Siill,  when  the  luft  of  tyrant  pow'r  fucceedi. 
Some  Athens  pcrillies,  fome  Tully  bleeds. 


CHORUS  of  Youths  and  Virgins. 

Semichorus. 

OH  Tyrant  Love  !  haft  thou  polleft 
The  prudent,  learn'd,  and  virtuous  breaft  ? 
Wifdom  and  wit  in  vain  reclaim, 
And  Arts  but  foftcn  us  to  feel  thy  flame. 

Love,  foft  intruder,  enters  here,  5 

But  ent'rinsT  learns  to  be  finccre. 

Marcus  with  blufhes  owns  he  loves, 

And  Brutus  tenderly  reproves. 

Why,  Virtue,  doft  thou  blame  dcfirc. 

Which  Nature  has  impreft  ?  i<:> 

Why,  Nature,  doft  thou  fooncft  lire 


The  mild  and  gen'rous  breaft 


Chorus. 
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Chorus. 

Love's  purer  flames  the  Gods  approve  i. 
The  Gods  and  Brutus  bend  to  love  : 
Brutus  for  abfent  Portia  lighs,  I^ 

And  fterner  CalTius  melts  at  Junia's  eyes. 
What  is  loofc  love  ?  a  tranlient  guft. 
Spent  in  a  ludden  ftorm  of  luft, 
A  vapour  fed  from  wild  delire, 

A  wand'ring,  felf-confuming  fire.  2D 

But  Hymen's  kinder  flames  unite  ; 

And  burn  for  ever  one  ; 
Chaftc  as  cold  Cynthia's  virgin  light, 
Produftive  as  the  Sun. 

Semiciiorus. 
Oh  fourcc  of  ev'ry  fociai  tye,  2^ 

United  vvifli,  and  mutual  joy  ! 
What  various  joys  on  one  attend, 
As  Ton,  as  father,  brother,  hulband,  friend  ? 
Whether  his  hoary  fire  he  fpies, 

While  thoufand  grateful  thoughts  arife  ;  30 

Or  meets  his  fpoufc's  fonder  eye ; 
Or  views  his  fmiling  progeny  ; 

What  tender  paflions  take  their  turns, 

What  home-felt  raptures  move  ? 
His  heart  now  melts,  now  leaps,   now  burns,         35 
With  rev'rence,  hope,  and  love. 

Chorits. 
Hence  guilty  joys,  diftaflies,  furmlzes. 
Hence  falfe  tears,  deceits,  difguiies. 
Dangers,  doubts,  delays,  furprizes; 

Fires  that  fcorch,  yet  dare  not  fhine  ;  40 

Purcft  love's  unwafting  trcafure, 
Conftant  faith,  fair  hope,  long  leifure. 
Days  of  eafc,  and  nights  of  pleafure  : 

Sacred  Hymen  !  thefc  are  thine. 

ODE 


ODE  ON  SOLITUDE. 

HAppy  the  man  whofe  wifli  and  care 
A  few  paternal  acres  bourn!, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air, 

Jn  his  own  ground  ; 

Wliofe  herds  with  milk,  whofc  fields  with  bread. 

Whole  flocks  fupply  him  with  attire, 
Whofe  trees  in  fummer  yield  him  fliade, 

T  • 

In  wmter  fire. 

Blcft,  who  can  unconccrn'dly  find, 

Hours,  days  and  years  llide  foft  away, 
Ii  health  of  body,  peace  of  mind, 

Quiet  by  day, 

Sound  ilecp  by  night ;  ftudy  and  eafe, 

Together  mixt ;  fweet  recreation  ; 
And  innocence,  which  moft  docs  pleafe. 

With  meditation. 

Thus  let  me  live,  unfcen,  unknown. 

Thus  unlamented  let  me  die. 
Steal  from  tlic  world,  and  not  a  Hone 

Tell  where  I  lie.  20 
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Vol.  I. 


The 


The  Dying  Chriftian  to  his  Soul. 


ODE. 


I. 

VITAL  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame  ! 
Quit,  oh  quit  this  mortal  frame  : 
Trembling,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 
Oh  the  pain,  the  blifs  of  dying  ! 

Ceafe,  fond  Nature,  ceafe  thy  ilrife,  e 

And  let  me  languifh  into  life. 

II. 

Hark  !  the  whifper  ;  Angels  fay. 
Sifter  Spirit,  come  away. 
What  is  this  abforbs  mc  quite  ? 

Steals  my  fci.fes,  fiiuts  my  light,  iq 

Drowns  my  fpirits,  draws  my  breath  ? 
Tell  me,  my  Soul,  can  this  be  Death  ? 

III. 
The  world  recedes  ;  it  dlfappears ! 
Heav'n  opens  on  my  eyes !  my  ears 

With  founds  feraphlc  ring  : 
Lend,  lend  your  wings  I  I  mount !  Ifly  t 
O  Grave  !  where  is  thy  Viftory  ? 

O  Death  !  where  is  thy  Sting  ? 
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5  rip  I S  hard  to  fay,  if  ^greater  want  of  (kill 

JL      Appear  in  writing  or  in  judging  ill  ; 
But,  of  the  two,  Icfs  dang'rous  is  th'olfcncc 
To  tire  our  patience,  than  millcad  our  ll-nlc. 
Some  few  in  that,  but  numbers  err  in  this. 
Ten  cenfure  wrong  for  one  wlio  writes  amifi ; 
A  fool  might  on-e  himfelf  alone  expofe, 
Now  one  in  verfe  makes  many  more  in  profe. 


* 


'lis 


*  This  Ellay  may  juftly  be  eflcimed  ai  a  pattern  of  compofitioa  in  tlia 
diJi£lic  way.  ic  was  not  only  admiud  by  cvrry  candid  critic  of  taflf  a:nl 
judgment  at  home,  but  its  merit  dirfuled  itftlf  aSroad.  whcic  it  was  fo  liigMy 
eficemed,  that  it  was  traurtatcd  into  French  vcrlL-  by  Gen- ral  Hamilton.  Ic 
waj  afterwards  trsnCur.d  i:::o  Trench  by  other  !iancl> ;  and  li.vcral  vcrTionsoE 
it  ha»e  fincc  appeared  in  the  Latin  tongue.  It  .las  tranllated  into  Latin  by 
J)r.  Kirkpatrick,  agtntlcmarj  well  known  in  the  literary  w^rid;  alfo  by  Mr. 
Smait.  There  was  a  Latin  vcrlion  of  it  like.viic  made  by  an  unfortunata 
man  who  was  executed  for  high  trcafon  relating  to  the  coin,  whofe  name, 
fay*  Mr.  RufThcad,   I  ihtrefore  fupprcfi. 

We  cann.n  omit  n^akir^  an  ixtiact  from  the  ElTay  on  the  Gtniui  and 
Writings  of  Mr.  Pope,  Tliat  ingenious  sutlior  obiervcs,  that  "  Du  Bo» 
fixes  t!ic  period  of  time,  at  which,, generally  fpcakin;;;,  the  poets  and  :!i# 
painters  have  arrived  at  as  high  a  pitch  of  p;rfc<ftio:i  as  their  gtniufls  will 
permit,  to  be  the  age  of  ihirty,  or  a  h»-  ycat*  morv  oi  lei*.     Vir-jii  was  neac 

tLAtJ 
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'Tls  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches,  none 
Go  iufc  alike,  yet  each  believes  his  own.  lO 

In  Poets  as  true  Genius  is  but  rare, 
True  Tafte  as  feldom  is  the  Critic's  fhare; 
Both  muft  alike  from  heav'n  derive  their  light, 
Thefe  born  to  judge,  as  well  as  thole  to  write. 
Let  fuch  teach  others  who  themfelves  excel,  15 

And  cenfure  freely  who  have  written  well. 
Authors  are  partial  to  their  wit,  'tis  true. 
But  are  not  Critics  to  their  judgment  too  ? 

Yet  if  we  look  more  clofcly,  we  fliall  find 
Moft  have  the  feeds  of  judgment  in  their  mind  :  20 

Kature  affords  at  leaft  a  glimm'ring  light ; 
The  lines,  tho'  touch'd  but  faintly,  arc  drawn  right. 
But  as  the  nighteft  Iketch,  if  juflly  trac'd, 
Is  by  ill-colouring  but  the  more  difgrac'd, 
So  by  falfe  learning  is  good  fenfe  defac'd  :  25 

Some  arc  bcwildcr'd  in  the  maze  of  fchools, 
And  feme  made  coxcombs  Nature  meant  but  fools. 
In  fearch  of  wit  thefe  lofe  their  common  fenfe. 
And  then  turn  Critics  in  their  own  d-efence  ; 

riiirty  when  lie  compofcd  his  firfl  Ec'.og'.ic.    Horace  Was  a  grown  man  vvlu-a 
be  began  to  be  talked  of  as  a  poet  at  Rome,  having  been  formerly  engaged 
in  a  military  life.  Racine  was  about  the  fame  age  whenhis  An  DROMACHE, 
which  may  be  regarded  as  his  fird  good  tragrdy,  was  played.     Corneille  was 
oiorc  than  thirty  when  his  Cid  appeared.     Dcfprtaux  was  full  thirty  when 
he  publilhed  lis  fatircs,  fuch  as  we  now  have  of  them,     Moliere  was  full 
forty  when  he  wrote  the  (irfl  of  thofc  comedies  on  which  his  reputation  is 
Ibundcd.     Dut  to  excel  in  this  fpccies  of  compofition,  it  was  not  (ufficient  for 
Molicrc  to  be  only  a  great  poet ;  it  was  necclfary  for  him  to  gain  a  thorough 
knowledge  of  men  and  the  world,  which  is  feldom  attained  Co  early  in  life; 
hut  without  which  the  beft  poet  would  be  able  to  write  but  indifferent  come- 
dies.    Congrovc,  however,   was  but  nineteen  when  he  wrote  the  Old  Ba- 
chelor.    Raphitl   was    about    thirty  years  old   when  he  difpiayed  the 
beauty  and  fublimity  of  his  genius  in  the  Vatican  ;  for  it  is  thi-re  we  hehold 
the  firft  of  his  works  that  avc  worthy  the  great  name  he  at  preft-nt  fo  defer- 
vedly.pone(]''-s.    When  Shakcfpear  wrote  his  Lear,  Milton  his  Paradise 
Lost,  Spcufer  his  Fairy  Quken,  and  Drydea  his  Music  Ode,  they 
had  all  exceeded  this  middle  age  of  man." 

From  this  fnort  review  it  appt-ar?,  that  few  poets  ripened  fo  early  as  Pope, 
ul;o  was  uad.T  twenty  years  of  age  whin  be  v.roic  this  jiffjiy. 

Each 
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Each  burns  alike,  who  can,  or  cannot  write,  30 

Or  witli  a  Rival's,  or  an  Eunuch's  Ipitc. 

All  fools  have  ftill  an  itchin<i  to  deride. 

And  fain  would  be  upon  the  laughing  ilde. 

If  Mxvius  fcribble  in  Apollo's  fpite, 

There  are  who  juvlge  ftill  worfe  than  he  can  write,       35 

Some  have  at  tirfl  for  Wits,  then  Poets  part;, 

Turn'd  Critics  next,  and  prov'd  plain  fools  at  laft. 

Some  neither  can  for  Wits  nor  Critics  pafs, 

As  heavy  mules  are  neither  horfe  nor  afs. 

Thofe  half-Iearn'd  witlings,  num'rous  in  our  ille,         40 

As  half-form'd  infects  on  the  banks  of  Nile  ; 

Uniinifli'd  things,  one  knows  not  what  to  call. 

Their  generation's  fo  equivocal : 

To  tell  'em  would  a  hundred  tongues  require, 

Or  one  vain  wit's,  that  might  a  hundred  tire,  4^" 

But  you  who  feck  to  give  and  merit  fame. 
And  juftly  bear  a  critic's  noble  name, 
lie  fure  yourfelf  and  your  own  reach  to  know, 
How  far  your  genius,  tafte,  and  learning  go  ; 
Launch  not  beyond  your  depth,  but  be  difcreet,  50 

And  mark  tiiat  point  where  fcnfe  and  dulnefs  meet. 
Nature  to  all  things  fix'd  the  limits  fir, 
And  wifely  curb'd  proud  man's  pretending  wit. 
As  on  the  land  \v  hile  here  the  Ocean  gains. 
In  other  parts  it  leaves  wide  fandy  plains ;  ^^ 

Thus  in  the  foul  while  memory  prevails. 
The  folid  pow'r  of  underftanding  fails ; 
\V'here  beams  of  warm  imagination  play, 
The  memory's  foft  figures  melt  away. 
One  fcience  only  will  one  genius  fit ;  60 

ho  vaft  is  art,  fo  narrow  human  wit : 
Not  only  bounded  to  peculiar  arts, 
But  oft'  in  tliofe  confin'd  to  fingle  jiarts. 
Like  Kings  we  lofe  the  conquefts  gain'd  before. 
By  vain  ambition  ftill  to  make  them  more  ;  6^ 

Kach  might  his.fev'ral  province  '.ell  command, 
Would  all  but  ftmjp  to  what  they  unJerftand. 
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Firft  follow  Nature,  and  your  judgment  frame 
By  her  juft  ftandard,  which  is  ftill  the  fame  : 
Unerring  Nature,  ftill  divinely  bright,  7» 

One  clear,  unchang'd,  and  univerfal  light. 
Life,  force,  and  beauty,  muft  to  all  impart. 
At  once  the  fource,  and  end,  and  teft  of  art. 
Art  from  that  fund  each  juft  fupply  provides. 
Works  without  fhow,  and  without  pomp  prefides  :       75 
In  fome  fair  body  thus  th'  informing  foul 
With  fpirits  feeds,  with  vigour  fills  the  whole, 
Each  motion  guides,  and  ev'ry  nerve  fuftains  ; 
Itfclf  unfeen,  but  in  th'  elFefts,  remains. 
There  are  whom  heav'n  has  bleft  with  ftore  of  wit,         Sc 
Yet  want  as  much  again  to  manage  it  ; 
For  wit  and  judgment  ever  are  at  ftrife. 
The'  meant  each  other's  aid,  like  man  and  wife, 
'Tis  more  to  guide  than  fpur  the  Mufe's  fteed  ; 
Reftrain  his  fury,  than  provoke  his  fpeed  ;  85 

The  winged  courfer,  like  a  gen'rous  horfe. 
Shows  moft  true  mettle  when  you  check  his  courfe. 

Thofe  Rules  of  old  difcover'd,  not  devis'd. 
Are  nature  ftill,  but  nature  methodiz'd ; 
Nature,  like  Liberty,  is  but  rcftrain'd  00 

By  the  fame  laws  which  iirft  herfelf  ordain'd. 
Hear  how  learn'd  Greece  her  ufeful  rules  indites. 
When  to  reprefs,  and  when  indulge  our  flights  ! 
High  on  Parnaflus'  top  her  fons  Ihe  fliow'd. 
And  jjolnted  out  thofe  arduous  paths  they  trod,  95 

Held  from  afar,  aloft,  th'  immortal  prize. 
And  urg'd  the  reft  by  equal  fteps  to  rife. 
Juft  precepts  thus  from  great  examples  giv'n, 
Si)c  drew  from  them  what  they  deriv'd  from  heav'n. 
The  gen'rous  Critic  fann'd  the  Poet's  fire,  loo 

And  taught  the  world  with  reafon  to  admire. 
Then  Criticifm  the  Mufes  handmaid  prov'd. 
To  drefs  her  charms,  and  make  her  more  belov'd  : 
But  following  wits  from  that  intention  ftray'd. 
Who  could  not  win  the  miftrefs,  woo'd  the  maid  ;         105 

Againft 
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Againft  the  Poets  tlielr  own  arms  they  turn'd. 

Sure  to  hate  moll  the  men  horn  whom  they  leani'd. 

So  modern  'Pothecaries,  taught  the  art 

By  Do£lor's  bills  to  phiy  the  Dodor's  part, 

Bold  in  the  pra£lice  of  miftaken  rules,  no 

Prefcribc,  apply,  and  call  their  mailers  fools. 

Some  on  th_  leaves  of  ancient  authors  prey, 

Nor  time  nor  moths  e'er  fpoil'd  fo  much  as  they. 

Some  drily  plain,  without  invention's  aid, 

Write  dull  receipts  how  poems  may  be  made.  1 15 

Thefe  lofe  the  fcnle,  their  learning  to  difplay, 

And  thofe  explain  the  meaning  quite  away. 

You  then  whofc  judgment  the  right  courfc  would  fteer. 
Know  well  each  Ancient's  proper  charafter; 
His  Fable,  Subjcil,  Icope  in  every  page;  120 

Religion,  Country,  genius  of  his  Age  : 
Without  all  thefe  at  once  before  your  eyes. 
Cavil  you  may,  but  never  criticize. 
Be  Homer's  works  your  fludy  and  delight. 
Read  them  by  day,  and  meditate  by  night;  125 

Thence  form  your  judgment,  thence  your  maxims  bring, 
And  trace  the  Mufes  upward  to  their  fpring. 
Still  wltli  itfelf  compar'd,  his  text  perufe  ; 
Or  let  your  comment  be  the  Mantuan  Mufe. 

When  firft  young  Maro  fung  of  Kings  and  wars, 
E'er  warning  Phnebus  touch'd  his  trembling  ears,  131 

Perhaps  he  feem'd  above  the  Critic's  law. 
And  but  from  Nature's  fountains  fcorn'd  to  draw  : 
But  when  t'  examine  ev'ry  part  he  came. 
Nature  and  Homer  were,  he  found,  the  fame  :  135 

Convinc'd,  amaz'd,  he  checks  the  bold  defign  ;  ■* 

And  rules  as  ftri£l  his  labour'd  work  confine,  > 

As  if  the  Stagyrlte  o'crlook'd  each  line.  3 

Learn  hence  for  ancient  rules  a  juft  eftecm ; 
To  copy  nature  is  to  copy  them.  140 

Some  beauties  yet  no  precepts  can  declare, 
For  there's  a  happinefs  as  well  as  care. 

K  2  Mufic 
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Mufic  refembles  Poetry,  in  each  •% 

Are  namclefs  graces  which  no  methods  teach,  > 

And  which  a  mailer-hand  alone  can  reach.  145  ' 

If,  where  the  rules  not  far  enough  extend, 

(Since  rules  were  made  but  to  promote  their  end) 

Some  lucky  Licence  anrwers  to  the  full 

Th'  intent  propos'd,  that  Licence  Is  a  rule. 

Thus  Pegafus,  a  nearer  way  to  take,  150 

May  boldly  deviate  from  the  common  track. 

Great  Wits  fometimos  may  gloriouily  offend, 

And  rife  to  faults  true  Critics  dare  not  mend, 

From  vulgar  bounds  with  brave  diforder  part, 

And  fnatch  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art,  155 

Which  without  pafling  thro'  the  judgment,  gains 

The  heart,  and  all  its  end  at  once  attains.    \ 

In  profpc£ls,  thus,  fome  objefts  pleafe  bur  eyes,  -^ 

Which  out  of  nature's  common  order  rile,  > 

The  lliapelcfs  rock,  or  hanging  precipice.  160 -^ 

But  care  in  poetry  muft  ftill  be  had. 

It  alks  difcretion  cv'n  in  running  mad  : 

And  tho'  the  Ancients  thus  their  rules  invade, 

(As  Kings  difpcnfc  with  laws  themfelvcs  have  made) 

?vIoderns  be\yare  !  or  if  you  muft  offend  165 

Againfl  the  precept,  ne'er  tranfgrefs  its  end  ; 

Let  it  be  feldom,  and  compcU'd  by  need  ; 

And  have,  at  leaft,  their  precedent  to  plead. 

The  Critic  elfe  proceeds  without  remorfe, 

Seizes  your  fame,  and  puts  his  laws  in  force.  17a 

I  know  there  are,  to  whofc  prefumptuous  thoughts 

Thofc  freer  beauties,  ev'n  in  them,  feem  faults. 

Some  figures  monftrous  and  mifliap'd  appear, 

ConfiJer'd  iingly,  or  beheld  too  near, 

Which,  but  proportion'd  to  their  light,  or  place,  175 

Due  diftancc  reconciles  to  form  and  grace. 

A  prudent  chief  not  always  muft  difplay 

His  pow'rs  in  equal  ranks,  and  fair  array. 

But  with  th'  occafion  and  the  place  comply. 

Conceal  his  force,  nay  feem  fometimes  to  fly.  i8( 

Thofe 
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Thofc  oft'  arc  ftratagcms  which  errors  fecm, 
Nor  is  it  Homer  nods,   but  \vc  that  dream. 

Still  green  with  bays  each  ancient  Altar  liand?, 
Above  the  reach  of  facrilegious  hands; 
Secure  from  flames,  from  envy's  fiercer  rage,  185 

Deflruftive  war,  and  all-devouring  age. 
See,  from  each  clime  the  Icarn'd  their  inccnfs  bring  : 
Hear,  in  all  tongues  confenting  Pagans  ring! 
In  praife  fo  juft  let  ev'ry  voice  be  join'd, 
And  fill  the  gen'ral  Chorus  of  mankind  !  190 

Hail,  Bards  triumphant !  born  in  happier  days ; 
Immortal  heirs  of  univcrfal  praife  ! 
Wh.ofe  honours  with  increafe  of  ages  grow. 
As  llreams  roll  down,  enlarging  as  they  flow ! 
Nations  unborn  your  mighty  names  lliall  found,         j(^e 
And  worlds  applaud  that  muft  not  yet  be  found  ! 
Oh  may  fome  fpark  of  your  celeftial  fire, 
The  laft,  the  mcaneft  of  yoiir  fons  infpire, 
(That  on  weak  wings,  from  far,  purfues  your  flights ; 
Glows  wliile  he  reads,  but  tiemhlcs  as  he  writes)  200 

To  teach  vain  Wits  a  fcicncc  little  known, 
T'  admire  fuperior  fenfe,  and  doubt  their  own  I 

Of  all  the  caufes  which  confpire  to  blind 
Man's  erring  judgment,  and  mifguide  the  mind, 
What  the  weak  head  with  ftrongeft  biafs  rules,  205 

Is  Pride,  the  never-failing  vice  of  fools. 
Whatever  nature  has  in  worth  dcny'd, 
She  gives  in  large  recruits  of  needful  pride; 
For  as  in  bodies,  thus  in  fouls  we  find 
What  wants  in  blood  and  fpirits,  fwell'd  with  wind  :    213 
Pride,  where  Wit  fails.  Heps  in  to  our  defence, 
And  fills  up  all  the  mighty  void  of  fenfe. 
If  once  right  reafon  drives  that  cloud  away, 
Trutli  breaks  upon  us  with  refiftlefs  day. 
Truft  not  yourfelf ;  but  your  dcfe£ls  to  know,  215 

JVlake  ufe  of  ev'ry  friend and  cv'ry  foe. 

A  little 
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A  little  learning  is  a  dang'rous  thing; 
Drink  deep,  or  tafte  not  the  Pierian  fpring  : 
There  fhallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain. 
And  drinking  largely  fobers  us  again.  224f 

Fir'd  at  firll  fight  with  what  the  Mufe  imparts^ 
In  fearlefs  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arts, 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind, 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  fee  the  lengths  behind. 
But  more  advanc'd,  behold  with  flrange  lurprizc  225 

New  diftant  fcenes  of  endlefs  fcience  rife  ! 
So  pleas'd  at  firll  the  tow'ring  Alps  we  try, 
Mount  o'er  the  vales,  and  feem  to  tread  the  iky, 
Th' eternal  fnows  appear  already  paft. 
And  the  firil  clouds  and  mountains  teem  the  laft  :       230 
But  thofe  attain'd,  we  tremble  to  lurvey 
The  growing  labours  of  the  lengthen'd  way, 
Th'  increafing  profpect  tires  our  wand'ring  eyes. 
Hills  peep  o'er  hills,  and  Alps  on  Alps  arife  ! 

A  perfeft  Judge  will  read  each  work  of  wit,  235 

With  the  fame  fpirlt  that  its  author  writ. 
Survey  the  Wliole,  nor  leek  llight  faults  to  find 
Where  nature  moves,  and  rapture  warms  the  mind ; 
Nor  lofc,  for  that  malignant  dull  delight. 
The  gcn'rous  pleafure  to  be  charm'd  with  wit.  240 

But  in  fuch  lays  4s  neither  ebb,  nor  flow. 
Correal y  cold,  and  regularly  low, 
That  fliunning  faults,  one  quiet  tenor  keep; 

We  cannot  blame  indeed but  we  may  ileep. 

In  wit,  as  nature,  what  affefts  our  hearts  245 

Is  not  th'  cxadnefs  of  peculiar  parts  j 

'Tis  not  a  lip,  or  eye,  we  beauty  call. 

But  the  joint  force  and  full  refalt  of  all. 

Thus  when  wc  view  fome  well-proportion'd  dome, 

(The  world's  juft  wonder,  and  ev'n  thine,  O  Rome  !)  250 

No  fingle  parts  unequally  furprize, 

AH  comes  united  to  th' admiring  eyes; 

No  monftrous  height,  or  breadth,  or  length  appear  ; 

The  Wj:iole  at  once  is  bold,  and  regular. 

Whoever 
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Whoever  thinks  a  faultlefs  piece  to  fee,  255 

Thinks  what  ne'er  was,  nor  is,  nor  e'er  fliall  be. 

In  ev'ry  work  regard  tlie  writer's  End, 

Since  none  can  compafs  more  than  they  intend  ; 

And  if  the  means  be  juli,  the  conduft  true, 

Applaufe,  in  fpight  of  trivial  faults,  is  due,  260 

As  men  of  breeding,  fonictimes  men  of  wit, 

T*  avoid  great  errors,  muft  the  lefs  commit. 

Negleft  the  rules  each  verbal  Critic  lays. 

For  not  to  know  fome  trifles,  is  a  praife. 

Moll  Critics,  fond  of  fomc  I'ubfcrvient  art,  26c 

Still  make  the  whole  depend  upon  a  part : 

They  talk  of  principles,  but  notions  prize. 

And  all  to  one  lov'd  Folly  facrifice. 

Once  on  a  time.  La  Mancha's  Knight,  they  fay, 
A  certain  Bard  encount'ring  on  the  way,  270 

Difcours'd  in  terms  as  juft,  with  looks  as  fage, 
As  e'er  could  Dennis,  of  the  laws  o'  th'  ftagc  ; 
Concluding  all  were  defp'rate  fots  and  fools, 
Who  durft  depart  from  Ariftotle's  rules. 
Our  author,  happy  in  a  judge  fo  nice,  275 

Produc'd  his  Play,  and  bcgg'd  the  Knight*s  advice  ; 
Made  him  obfervc  the  fubjeft  and  the  plot. 
The  manners,  palfions,  unities ;  what  not  ? 
All  which,  exa6l  to  rule,  were  brought  about, 
Were  but  a  Combat  in  the  lifts  left  our.  280 

**  What !  leave  the  combat  out  ?"  exclaims  the  knisht : 
Yes,  or  we  muft  renounce  the  Sracrvritc. 
"  Not  fu  by  heav'n,"   (he  anfwcrs  in  a  rage) 
*'  Knights,  fcjuires,  and  ftceds,  muft  enter  on  the  ft.-ige.'* 
The  ftage  can  ne'er  fo  vaft  a  throng  contain.  285 

"  Then  build  a  new,  or  a£l  it  in  a  Plain." 

Thus  Critics,  of  lefs  judgment  than  caprice, 
Curious,  not  knowing,  nor  cxaft,  but  nice. 
Form  fliort  Ideas ;  and  offend  in  arts 
(As  moft  in  manners)  by  a  luvj  to  parts.  290 

Some  to  Conceit  alone  their  taftc  contine, 
And  gliit'ring  thoughts  ftruck  out  at  ev'rv  line  ; 

Pleas'd 
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Plcas'd  with  a  v/ork  where  nothing's  juft  or  fit  j 

One  glaring  Chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit. 

Poets  like  painters,  thus,  tmlkill'd  to  trace  295 

The  naked  nature  and  the  living  grace, 

With  gold  and  jewels  cover  ev'ry  part, 

And  hide  with  Ornaments  their  want  of  art. 

True  wit  is  nature  to  advantage  drefs'd, 

What  oft'  was  thought,  but  ne'er  fo  well  exprefs'd  ;      3OO 

Something,  whofe  truth  convinc'd  at  fight  we  find, 

That  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind. 

As  fhadcs  more  fweetly  recommend  the  light, 

So  modeft  plainnefs  fets  ofFfprightly  wit  :  > 

For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  'em  good,       305^ 

As  bodies  perifli  thro'  excefs  of  blood. 

Others  for  Language  all  their  care  exprefs. 
And  value  books,  as  women  men,  for  Drefs  : 
Their  praife  is  ftill,  the  Style  is  excellent : 
The  Senfe  they  humbly  take  upon  content.  310 

Words  are  like  leaves ;  and  where  they  moft  abound. 
Much  fruit  of  fcnfe  beneath  is  rarely  found. 
Falfe  Eloquence,  like  the  Prifmatic  glafs, 
Its  gaudy  colours  fpreads  on  ev'ry  place  • 
The  face  of  nature  we  no  more  furvey,  31^ 

All  glares  alike,  without  diftinftion  gay  5 
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But  true  l^xprefiion,  like  th'  unchanging  Sun, 
Clears,  and  improves  whate'er  it  fliincs  upon, 
It  gilds  all  objefts,  but  it  alters  none. 
Expreffion  is  the  drefs  of  thought,  and  {till  320 

Appears  raore  decent  as  more  fuitable  ; 
A  vile  conceit  in  pompous  words  exprefs'd, 
Is  like  a  clown  in  regal  purple  drefs'd  : 
*For  diif 'rent  ftylcs  with  diff'rent  fubjcfls  fort, 
As  feveral  garbs  with  country,  town,  and  court.  325 

Some  by  old  words  to  fame  have  made  pretence  : 
Ancients  in  phrafe,  meer  moderns-in  their  fenfe  ! 
Such  labour'd  nothings,  in  fo  ftrange  a  ftyle^ 
Amaze  th'  unleai;n'cl5  and  make  the  learned  fmlle. 

3  Unluck-y, 
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tJnlucky,  as  Fungofo  in  the  ^-  Play,  330  ^ 

Thefe  Iparks  with  aukward  vanity  cliTplay  C 

What  the  fine  Gentleman  woic  ycftciday,  J 

And  but  fo  mimic  ancient  wits  at  bcft, 

As  apes  our  grandfircs,  in  their  doublets  dreft. 

In  words,  as  falhions,  the  fame  rule  will  hold  ;  33  ^ 

Alike  fantafiic,   if  too  new,  or  old; 

Be  not  the  firil  by  whom  the  new  arc  try'd. 

Nor  yet  the  laft  to  lay  the  old  afidc. 

But  moil  by  Numbers  judge  a  Poet's  fong,  335 

And  fmooth  or  rough,  with  them,  is  right  or  wrong  ; 
In  the  bright  Mufe  the*  thoufand  charms  confpire. 
Her  Voice  is  all  thefe  tuneful  fools  admire  ; 
Who  haunt  ParnalVus  but  to  pleafe  their  ear,  % 

Not  mend  their  minds;  as  feme  to  Church  repair,         > 
Not  for  the  doftrinc,  but  the  mufic  there,  345  ' 

Thefe  equal  fylhibles  alone  require, 
'Tho'  oft'  the  car  the  open  vowels  tire ; 
While  expletives  their  feeble  aid  do  join ; 
And  ten  low  words  oft'  creep  in  one  dull  line  ; 
While  they  ring  round  the  fame  unvary'd  chimes,      350 
With  fure  returns  of  ftill-expefted  rhymes. 
Where-e'er  you  find  the  csoling  ivcjhrn  breeze^ 
In  the  next  line,  it  uhi/pers  thro'  the  trees'. 
If  cry  ft  al  ftreams  iviih  pUafmg  murmurs  creepy 
The  reader's  threategi'd  (not  in  vain)  with jleep*  355 

Then,  at  the  laft  and  only  couplet  fraught 
With  fome  unmeaning  thing  they  call  a  thought, 
A  necdlefs  Alexandrine  ends  the  fong, 
That  like  a  wounded  fnake,  drags  its  ilow  length  along. 
Leave  fuch  to  tune  their  own  dull  rhimcs,  and  know    360 
What's  roundly  fmooth,  or  languifliingly  11o\y  ; 
And  praifc  the  cafy  vigour  of  a  line. 
Where  Dcnham's  ftrength,  and  AV  aller'5  fweetnefs  join. 
True  cafe  in  v.riting  comes  from  art,  not  chance, 
As  thofc  move  eafteft  who  have  Icarn'd  to  dance.        365 

•  Ben.  Johnfon's  Every  Man  in  his  Humour. 

Vol.  I.  L  'Tis 
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'Tis  not  enough  no  harflinefs  gives  offence, 

The  found  muft  feem  an  echo  to  the  fenfe. 

Soft  is  the  ftraln  when  Zephyr  gently  blows, 

And  the  fmooth  flreagi  in  fnioothei*  numbers  flows; 

But  when  loud  furges  lafh  the  founding  fliorc,         -    37a 

The  hoarfe,  rough  verfe  fhould  like  the  torrent  roar. 

When  Ajax  llrivcs,  fome  rock's  vaft  weight  to  throw. 

The  line  too  labours,  and  the  words  move  flow ; 

Not  fo,  when  fwift  Camilla  fcours  the  plain, 

Flies  e'er  th'  unbending  corn,  and  fkims  along  the  main. 

Hear  how  *  Timotheus'  vary'd  lays  furprize,  376 

And  bid  alternate  paflions  fall  and  rife  ! 

While  at  each  change  the  fon  of  Libyan  Jove 

Now  burns  with  glory,  and  then  melts  with  love  : 

Now  his  -fierce  eyes  with  fparkling  fury  glow,  380 

Now  fighs  fteal  out,  and  tears  begin  to  flow  : 

Pcrfians  and  Greeks  like  turns  of  nature  found. 

And  the  World's  viftor  flood  fubdu'd  by  Sound  ! 

The  pow*r  of  Mufic  all  our  hearts  allow  ; 

And  what  Timotheus  was,  is  Dryden  now.  385 

Avoid  E-xtremes  ;  and  fliun  the  fault  of  fuch, 
Who  ftill  are  pleas'd  too  little  or  too  much. 
At  ev'ry  trifle  fcorn  to  take  offence. 
That  always  fliows  great  pride,  or  little  fenfe  ; 
Thofe  heads,  as  ftomachs,  are  not  fure  the  befl:,  390 

Which  naufeate  all,  and  nothing  can  digeft. 
Yet  let  not  each  gay  turn  thy  rapture  move, 
For  fools  admire,  but  men  of  fenfe  approve. 
As  things  feem  large  which  we  thro'  mifls  dcfcry, 
Dulncfs  is  ever  apt  to  magnify.  395 

Some  the  French  writers,  fome  our  own  defplfe  ; 
The  Ancients  only,  or  the  Moderns  prize, 
('j'hus  Wit,  like  Faith,  by  each  man  is  apply 'd 
('I'o  one  fmallfe^^  and  all  are  damn'd  befide.) 
Meanly  ihcy  feck  the  blcfling  to  confine,  400 

And  force  that  fun  but  on  a  part  to  fliine, 

"■  Alexander's  Fcaft,  or  ihc  Power  of  Mufic;  an  Ode  by  Mr.  Dryden. 
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Which  not  alone  the  foiithcrn  wit  fubllmc*, 

But  ripens  fpirits  in  cold  nortliern  climes ; 

Whicli  from  the  firft  hr.s  Hi  one  on  ages  paft, 

Enlights  the  prefenr,  and  ihal!  warm  the  laft  :  4^ 

(Tho'  each  may  feci  increafcs  and  decays, 

And  fee  now  clearer  and  now  darker  days)  ": 

Regard  not  then  if  wit  be  old  or  new, 

But  blame  the  falfc,  and  value  flill  the  true. 

Some  ne'er  advance  a  judgment  of  their  own,  41O 

But  catch  the  fpreading  notion  of  the  town  ; 
They  rcafon  and  conclude  by  precedent, 
And  own  ftalc  nonfenfe,  which  they  ne'er  invent. 
Some  judge  of  authors  names,  not  works,  and  then 
Nor  praife  nor  blame  the  writings,  but  the  men.        415 
Of  all  this  fervile  herd,  the  worft  is  he 
That  in  proud  dulnefs  joins  with  Qiiality, 
A  conftant  Critic  at  the  great  man's  board, 
To  fetch  and  carry  nonfenfe  for  my  Lord. 
ASTiat  woful  fluff  this  madrigal  would  be,  420 

In  fome  ftcrv'd  hackney  foneteer,  or  me  ?        ^ 
But  let  a  Lord  once  own  the  hapjiy  lines,      ■* 
How  the  wit  brightens  I   how  tlie  ftyle  refine*!        ^ 
Before  his  facred  name  flies  ev'ry  fault. 
And  each  exalted  ftr-'za  teems  with  thought !  425 

The  Vulgar  tluis  through  Imitation  err  ; 
As  oft'  the  Learn'd  by  being  fingtttar - 
So  much  they  fcorn  the  croud,  that  if  the  throng 
By  chance  go  right,  tlicy  purpofely  go  wrong  : 
So  Schifmatics  the  plain  believers  quit,  430 

And  arc  but  damn'd  for  having:  too  much  wit. 

Some  praife  at  morning  what  they  blame  at  night ; 
But  always  think  the  laft  opinion  right. 
A  Mufe  by  thefe  is  like  a  miftrefs  us'd, 
This  hour  fhc's  idoliz'd,  the  next  abus'd  ;  435 

While  their  weak  heads,  like  towns  unfortify'd, 
'Twixt  fenfc  and  nonfenfe  daily  change  their  Tide. 
Alk  them  the  caufc  ;  they're  wifcr  ftill,  they  fay  ; 
And  ftill  to-morrow's  wifer  tlian  to-day. 

L  2  Wc 
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We  think  our  fathers  fools,  fo  wife  we  grow,     .         440 
Our  wifer  fons,   no  doubt,  will  think  us  fo. 
Once  School-divines  this  zealous  ifle  o'erfpread, 
"XVho  knew  moil  fentences,  was  deepeft  read  ; 
Faith,  Gofpel,  all,  feem'd  made  to  be  difputcd. 
And  none  had  fenfe  enough  to  be  confuted  :  445 

Scotlfts  and  Thomifls,  now,  in  peace  remain, 
Amldft  their  kindred  cobwebs  in  Duck-lane  *. 
If  Faith  itfelf  has  diff'rent  dreiTes  worn. 
What  wonder  Modes  in  Wit  Jhould  take  their  turn  ? 
Oft',  leaving  what  is  natural  and  fit,  450 

The  current  folly  proves  the  ready  wit ; 
And  authors  think  their  reputation  fafe. 
Which  lives  as  long  as  fools  are  pleas'd  to  laugh. 
Some  valuinfy  thofe  of  their  own  fide  or  mind. 
Still  make  themfelves  the  meafure  of  mankind  :  455 

Fondly  we  think  we  honour  merit  then; 
When  we  but  praife  ourfelves  in  other  men. 
Parties  in  Wit  attend  on  thofe  of  State, 
And  public  fa^ion  doubles  private  hate. 
Pride,  Malice,  Folly,  againft  Dryden  rofe,  460 

In  various  Oiapes  of  Parfons,  Critics,  Beaus ; 
But  fenfe  furviv'd^  when  m^ rry  jcfls  were  paft ; 
For  rifing  merit  will  buoy,  up  at  laft. 
Might  he  return,  and  blefs  once  more  our  eyes, 
New  Blackmores  and  new  Mllbourns  mull  arife  :        465 
Nay,  fhould  great  Homer  lift  his  awful  head, 
Zoilus  again  would  ftart  up  from  the  dead. 
Envy  will  merit,  as  its  fliade,  purfue  ; 
But  like  a  fliadow,  proves  the  fubftance  true; 
For  envy'd  Wit,  like  Sol  eclips'd,  makes  known.  470, 

Th'  oppoiing  body's  groffnefs,  not  its  own. 
Wheniirft  that  fun  too  pow'rful  beams  difplays. 
It  draws  up  vapours  which  obfcure  its  rays  ; 
But  ev'n  thofe  clouds  at  laft  adorn  its  way, 
Reflcft  new  glories,  and  augment  the  day,  475 

*  A  place  where  old  and  fccond-hand  books  were  fold  formerly,  near 
Smithfield. 
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Be  thou  the  firft  true  merit  to  befriend, 
His  praiic  is  loft,  who  ftays  'till  all  commend. 
Short  is  the  date,  alas,  of  modern  rhymes, 
And  'tis  but  juft  to  let  Vm  live  betimes. 
No  longer  now  that  golden  age  appears,  483 

When  Patriarch-wits  furviv'd  a  thoufand  years : 
Now  length  of  fame  (our  fecond  life)  is  loft, 
And  bare  threefcorc  is  all  cv'n  that  can  boaft  : 
Our  fons  their  fathers  failing  language  fee, 
And  fucli  as  Ciiaucer  is,  fliall  Dryden  be.  48c 

So  when  the  faithful  pencil  has  defign'd 
Some  bright  idea  of  the  matter's  mind. 
Where  a  new  world  leaps  out  at  his  command. 
And  ready  nature  waits  upon  his  hand ; 
When  the  ripe  colours  foftcn  and  unite,  450 

And  fwcetly  melt  into  juft  fhade  and  light, 
When  mellowing  years  their  full  perfcftion  give. 
And  each  bold  tigure  juft  begins  to  live ; 
The  trcach'rous  colours  the  fair  art  betray, 
And  all  the  bright  creation  fades  away  !  40^ 

Unhappy  Wit,  like  moft  mlftaken  things. 
Atones  not  for  that  envy  which  it  brings. 
In  youth  alone  its  empty  praife  we  boaft, 
But  loon  the  fliort-liv'd  vanity  is  loft  ! 
Like  feme  fair  fiow'r  the  early  fpring  fupplies,  ^03 

That  gayly  blooms,  but  ev'n  in  blooming  dies. 
What  is  this  wit,  which  muft  our  cares  employ  ? 
The  owner's  wife,  that  other  men  enjoy  ; 
The  m.oft  our  trouble  ftill  when  moft  admir'd  ; 
'I'he  more  we  give,  the  more  is  ftlll  requlr'd  ;  505 

The  fame  with  pains  we  gain,  but  lofc  with  cafe ; 
Sure  fomc  to  vex,  but  never  all  to  pleafe ; 
'Tis  what  the  vicious  fear,  the  virtuous  fiiun. 
By  fools  'tis  hated,  and  by  knaves  undone  ! 

It  wit  fo  much  from  ign'rance  undergo,  510 

Ah  let  not  learning  too  commence  its  foe  ! 
Of  old,  thofe  met  rewards  who  could  excel, 
^\n(l  fucl^  were  prais'd  who  but  endcavour'd  well : 

3  Tho' 
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Tho'  Triumphs  were  to  Gcn'rals  only  due, 

Crowns  were  referv'd  to  grace  the  foldiers  too.  515 

Now,  they  who  reach  Parnaffus'  lofty  crown, 

Employ  their  pains  to  fpurn  feme  others  down; 

And  while  felf-love  each  jealous  writer  rules, 

Contending  wits  become  the  fport  of  fools. 

But  flill  the  worft  with  moft  regret  commend,  520 

For  each  ill  Author  is  as  had  a  Friend. 

To  what  bafe  ends,  and  by  what  ahjtdi  ways, 

Are  mortals  urg'd  thro'  facred  lull  of  praife  ! 

Ah  ne'er  fo  dire  a  thirft  of  glory  boaft. 

Nor  in  the  Critic  let  the  Man  be  loft  !  ^2$ 

Good  nature  and  good  fenfe  muft  ever  join  ; 

To  err  is  human,  to  forgive,  divine. 

But  if  in  noble  minds  fome  dregs  remain. 
Not  yet  purg'd  oit,  of  fpleen  and  lour  difdain  ; 
Dileliargc  that  ijige  on  more  provoking  crimes,  5^0 

NorYear  a  dearth  in  thele  flagitious  times. 
No  pardon  vile  Obfcenity   fliould  find, 
Tho'  wit  and  art  confpire  to  move  your  mind; 
But  Dulnefs  with  obfcenity  muft  prove 
As  fliameful  f-are  as  Impotence  in  love.  ^5- 

In  the  fat  age  of  pleafure,  wcaltli,  and  eafc. 
Sprung  the  rank  weed^  and  thriv'd  with  large  increafe  ; 
When  Love  was  all  an  eafy  Monarch's  care  ; 
Seldom  at  council,  never  in  a  war; 

Jilts  rul'd  the  ftate,  and  ftatefmcn  Farces  writ ;  540 

Nay,  wits  had  pcnllons,  and  young  Lords  had  wit : 
The  Fair  fat  panting  at  a  Courtier's  play, 
And  not  a  Mafk  went  unimprov'd  away  ; 
The  modeft  fan  was  lifted  up  no  more. 
And  Virgins  Imil'd  at  what  they  blufh'd  before.         545 
The  following  licence  of  a  Foreign  reign 
Did  all  the  dregs  of  bold  Socinus  drain ; 
Then  unbelieving  Priefts  reform'd  the  nation, 
And  taught  more  pleafant  methods  of  falvation  ; 
Where  heav'n's  free  fubjc£f  s  might  their  rights  difputc. 
Left  God  himfelf  fliould  fcem  too  Ablblute  :  551 

Pulpiti 
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Pulpits  their  facred  fatire  Icarn'J  to  fparCj 

And  Vice  admir'd  to  find  a  iiatt'rer  there  ! 

Encourag'd  thus,  Wit's  Titans  brav'd  the  fkics, 

And  the  Prels  groan'd  with  licensed  blalpliemics.  55^ 

Thefc  monfters.  Critics !  with  vour  darts  encjasfc. 

Here  point  your  thunder,  and  exhaull  vour  rage  ! 

Yet  fliun  their  fault,  who,  fcandalouily  nice, 

Will  needs  miftake  an  author  into  vice ; 

All  leems  inlcftcd  that  tli'  infc£lcd  fpy,  560 

As  all  looks  yellow  to  the  jaundic'd  eye. 

Learn  then  wliat  Morals  Critics  ouHit  to  fliow. 
For 'tis  but  half  a  judge's  talk,  to  know. 
'Tis  not  enough,  wit,  art,  and  learning  join  ; 
In  all  you  i'peak,  let  truth  and  candour  fhine  :  r6c 

That  not  alone  what  to  your  jugdnrent's  due 
All  may  allow ;  but  feek  your  fricndfliip  too. 
Be  filent  always  when  you  doubt  your  Icnie ; 
And  fpeak,  tho'  furc,  with  fccming  diffidence  : 
Some  pofitive,  pcrfifting  fops  we  know,  c~q 

Who,  if  once  wrong,  will  needs  be  always  fo  ; 
But  you,  with  plcafure  own  your  errors  paft, 
And  make  €ach  day  a  Critic  on  the  laft. 

'Tis  not  enough,  vour  counfcl  ftill  be  true  ; 
Blunt  truths  more  mifchief  than  nice  falflioods  do  ;       err 
Men  muft  be  taught  as  if  you  taught  them  not. 
And  things  unknown  propos'd  as  things  forgot. 
W^ithout  giod  breedings  truth  is  diiapprov'd  ; 
That  only  makes  fuperior  fcnfe  belov'd. 

Be  niggards  of  advice  on  no  pretence;  rSo 

For  the  word  avarice  i^  that  of  fenfe. 
With  mean  complacence  ne'er  betray  your  truft. 
Not  be  fo  civil  as  to  prove  unjuft. 
Pear  not  the  anger  of  the  wife  to  raife  ; 
Thofc  bed  can  bear  reproof,  who  merit  praife.  5S5 

'Twere  well  might  Critics  ftill  this  freedom  take ; 
But  Apj.'ius  reddens  at  each  word  you  fpeak. 

And 
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And  flares,  tremendous,  with  a  threat' ning  eye, 

Like  fome  fierce  Tyrant  in  old  Tapellry, 

Fear  mod  to  tax  an  Honourable  fool,  »  590- 

Whofe  right  it  is,  uncenfur'd  to  be  dull; 

Such  without  wit  are  Poets  when  they  pleafe, 

As  without  learning  they  can  take  Degrees. 

Leave  dang'rous  truths  to  unfuccefsful  Satyrs, 

And  flattery  to  fulfome  Dedicators,  5^)5 

"Whom,  when  they  praife,  the  world  believes  no  more, 

Than  when  they  promife  to  give  Icribbling  o'er, 

'Tis  beft  fomcLlmes  your  ceniure  to  reilrain. 

And  charitably  let  the  dull  be  vain  : 

Your  filcnce  there  is  better  than  your  fpite,  600  . 

For  who  can  rail  lb  long  as  they  can  write  ? 

Still  humming  on,  their  drouzy  courfe  they  keep. 

And  laih'd  fo  long,  like  Tops,  are  lafli'd  allcep. 

Falfc  fteps  but  help  them  to  renew  the  race. 

As  after  Humbling,  Jades  will  mend  their  pace.  605 

What  crouds  of  thefe,  impenitently  bold, 

In  founds  and  jingling  fyllables  grown  old, 

Still  run  on  Poets,  in  a  raging  vein, 

Ev'n  to  the  dregs  and  fqueezings  of  the  brain,' 

Strain  out  the  laft  dull  droppings  of  their  fenfe,  610 

And  rhyme  with  all  the  rage  of  Impotence* 

Such  fliamelefs  Bards  we  have  ;  and  yet  'tis  true. 
There  are  as  mad,  abandon'd  Critics  too. 
The  lyookful  blockhead,  ignorantly  read, 
With  loads  of  learned  lumber  in  his  head,  615; 

With  his  own  tongue  ftill  edifies  his  ears. 
And  always  llft'ning  to  himfelf  appears. 
All  books  he  reads,  and  all  he  reads  aflails, 
From  Drydcn's  Fables  down  to  Durfcy's  Tales, 
With  him,  moft  authors  Heal  their  works,  or  buy  ;       620 
Garth  did  not  write  his  own  Difpenfary. 
Name  a  new  Play,  and  he's  the  Poet's  friend. 
Nay  fhow'd  his  faults — but  when  would  Poets  mend  ? 
No  place  fo  facred  from  fuch  fops  is  barr'd, 
Kor  is  Paul's  church  more  fafc  than  Paul's  church-yard  : 

Nay, 
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Kay,  fly  to  altars ;  there  they'll  talk  you  tlcad  ;         626 
For  Fools  rufh  in  where  Angels  fear  to  tread. 
Diftruflful  fenfc  with  moJeft  caution  fpeaks,  -j 

It  ftill  looks  home,  and  fhort  excurfions  ma!;cs ;  % 

But  rattling  nonfenfe  in  full  vollies  breaks,  630  3 

And  never  fliock'd,  and  never  turn'd  afide, 
Burfls  out,  rcfiftlefs,  v/ith  a  thund'ring  tide. 

But  vvhcre*s  the  man,  who  counfel  can  beftow, 
Still  plcasM  to  teach,  and  yet  not  proud  to  know  ? 
Unbiafs'd,  or  by  favour,  or  by  fpite  ;  635 

Not  dully  prepoirefs'd,  nor  blindly  right  ; 
Tho'  learn'd,  well-bred  ;  and  tho'  well-bred,  fiacere  ; 
Modcflly  bold,  and  humanly  fevere  : 
Who  to  a  friend  his  faults  can  freely  fhow, 
And  gladly  praifc  the  merit  of  a  foe  ?  640 

Cleft  with  a  tafte  exaft,  yet  unconfinM  ; 
\  knowledge  both  of  books  and  human  kind  ; 
*.jen'rous  converfe ;  a  foul  exempt  from  pride; 
And  love  to  praile,  with  reafon  on  liis  fide  ? 

Such  once  were  Critics;  fuch  the  happy  few,         645 
Athens  and  Rome  in  better  ages  knew. 
The  mighty  Stagy  rite  firft  left  the  fliore, 
Spread  all  his  fails,  and  durft  the  deeps  explore ; 
He  fteer'd  fecurelv,  and  difcover'd  far, 

Led  by  the  light  of  the  Ma:oaian  Star.  650  ^^^^ 

Poets,  a  race  long  unconiin'd  and  free,  '^H^^E 

Still  fond  and  proud  of  favnge  liberty, 
Rcceiv'd  his  laws ;  and  ftood  convinc'd  'twas  fit 
Who  conquer'd  Nature  fliould  prefide  o'er  Wit. 

Horace  ftill  charms  with  graceful  negligence,  655 

And  without  method  talks  us  into  fenfe. 
Will  like  a  friend,  familiarly  convey 
The  trueft  notions  in  the  eafieft  way. 
He,  who  fuprcme  in  judgment,  as  in  wit, 
Might  boldly  cenfure,  as  he  boldly  writ,  660 

Yet  judg'd  with  coolnefs,  tho'  he  fung  with  fire. 
His  Precepts  teach  but  v.hat  his  works  infpire. 

Vol.  I.  M  Our 
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Our  Critics  take  a  contrary  extreme, 

They  judge  with  fury,  but  they  write  with  flegm  : 

Nor  luffers  Horace  more  in  wrong  Tranflations  665 

By  Wits,  than  Critics  in  as  wrong  Quotations. 

See  Dionyiius  *  Homer's  thoughts  refine. 
And  call  new  beauties  forth  from  ev'ry  line  ! 

Fancy  and  art  in  gay  Petronius  meet, 
The  fcholar's  learning,  with  the  courtier's  wit.  67a 

In  grave  Qvuntilian's  copious  work,  we  find 
The  jufteft  rules,  and  clcarefl  method  join'd  : 
Thus  ufeful  arms  in  magazines  we  place, 
All  rang'd  in  order,  and  difpos'd  with  grace ; 
Nor  thus  alone  the  curious  eye  to  pleafe,  675 

But  to  be  found,  when  need  requires,  with  eafe. 

Thee,  bold  Longinus  !  all  the  Nine  infpire. 
And  blefs  their  Critic  with  a  Poet's  fire. 
An  ardent  judge,  who  zealous  in  his  trufl, 
With  warmth  gives  fentence,  yet  is  always  juft;         680 
Whofe  own  example  ftrengthens  all  his  laws, 
And  is  himlelf  that  great  fublime  he  draws. 

Thus  long  fucceeding  Critics  juftly  reign'd, 
Licence  reprels'd,  and  ufeful  laws  ordain'd. 
Learning  and  Rome  alike  in  empire  grew,  685 

And  Arts  ftill  foUovv'd  where  her  Eagles  flew. 
From  the  fame  foes,  at  laft,  both  felt  their  doom. 
And  the  fame  age  faw  learning  fall,  and  Rome. 
With  Tyranny,  then  Supcrftition  join'd. 
As  that  the  body,  this^enllav'd  the  mind  ;  690 

^.Tuch  was  belicv'd,  but  little  underftood, 
And  to  be  dull  was  conftru'd  to  be  good  ; 
A  fecond  deluge  learning  thus  o'er-run. 
And  the  Monks  finifli'd  what  the  Goths  begun. 

At  length  Erafmns,  that  great,  injur'd  name,        605 
(The  glory  of  thi-  Prieflhood,  and  the  fhamc  !) 
Stem'd  the  wild  i.orrcnt  of  a  barb'rous  age, 
Aiid  drove  tliofe  holy  Vandals  off  the  ftuge. 


•  Dionyfijs  of  JlalicarnafTus. 
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But  fee  !  each  \Iiirc,   in  Leo's  golden  days, 
Starts  from  her  trance,  and  trims  lier  wither'd  bays !    yoD 
Rome's  ancient  Cicnius,  o'er  its  ruins  fprcad, 
Shakes  off  the  dud,  and  rears  his  rev'rcnvl  head. 
Then  Sculpture  and  her  fifter-arts  revive; 
Stones  leap'd  to  form,  and  rocks  began  to  live  ; 
With  fwceter  notes  each  riling  Temple  rung  ;  705 

A  Raphael  painted,  and  a*  Vitla  fung. 
Immortal  Vida  !  on  whofc  honour'd  brow 
The  Poet's  bays  and  Critic's  ivy  grow  : 
Cremona  now  lliall  ever  boaft  thy  name, 
As  next  in  place  to  Mantua,  next  In  fame  !  710 

But  foon  by  impious  arms  from  Latium  chas'd, 

Their  ancient  bounds  the  banifli'd  Mufcs  pafs'd ; 

Thence  arts  o'er  all  the  northern  world  advance  ; 

But  critic  learning  flourifh'd  moft  in  France  : 

The  rules,  a  nation  born  to  ferve,  obeys;  715 

And  Boileau  ftill  in  right  of  Horace  fways. 

But  we,  braxe  Britons,  foreign  laws  defpis'd, 

And  kept  unconqucr'd,  and  uncivili//d, 

Fierce  for  the  liberties  of  wit,  and  bold. 

We  ftill  defy'd  the  Romans,  as  of  old,  720 

Yet  fome  there  were  amoncr  the  founder  few 

o 

Of  thofe  who  lefs  p.cfum'd,  and  better  knew, 

Who  durft  alTert  the  jufter  ancient  caufe, 

And  here  reftor'd  Wit's  fundamental  laws. 

Such  was  the  Mufe,  whofe  rules  and  praftice  tell,      725 

Nature's  f  chief  Mafter -piece  is  writing  well. 

Such  was  Rofcommon not  more  learn'd  than  good. 

With  manners  gen'rous  as  his  noble  blood ; 

To  him  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Rome  was  known, 

And  ev'ry  author's  merit  but  his  own.  7^0 

Such  late  was  Walfh, — the  Mufe's  judge  and  friend. 

Who  juftly  knew  to  blame  or  to  commend  ; 

•  M.  Hieronymus  ViJa,  an  excellent  Latin  Poet,  who  writ  ao  Art  of 
poetry  in  verfc.     He  flourifhcd  fn  the  time  of  Leo  X. 
I  ElFay  on  I'octry,  by  the  Uukc  of  Buckingham. 

Ma  To 
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To  failings  mild,  but  zealous  for  defert ; 

The  cleareft  Kcad,  and  the  finccreft  Heart. 

This  humble  praife,  lamented  Shade,  receive,  7.3^ 

This  praile  at  leaft  a  grateful  Mufe  may  give  : 

The  Mufe,  whofe  early  voice  you  taught  to  iing, 

Prefcrib'd  her  heights,  and  prunM  her  tender  wing, 

(Her  guide  now  loft)   no  more  attempts  to  rife. 

But  in  low. numbers  fhort  excnriions  tries :  740 

Content,  if  hence  th' unlearn'd  their  wants  may  view, 

The  Icarn'd  refledl  on  what  before  they  knev/ : 

Carclcfs  of  cenfure,  nor  too  fond  of  fame  ; 

Still  pleas'd  to  praife,  yet  Jiot  afraid  to  blame; 

Averfe  alike  to  flatter,  or  offend  ;  74^ 

Not  free  from  faults,  nor  yet  too  vain  to  mend. 
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Written  in  the  Year  1712. 


Nolueram,  Belinda,  tuos  vfolare  capillos  ) 
Scd  juvat  hoc  precibus  me  tribuiiTc  tuis. 

Martial. 


T    O 


Mrs.  ARABELLA  F  E  P.  iM  O  R. 


Madam, 

IT  will  be  In  vain  to  deny  that  I  have  fome  regard  For 
this  piece,  fince  T  dedicate  it  to  You.  Yet  you  may 
bear  me  witnefs,  it  was  intended  only  to  divert  a  few 
young  ladies,  who  have  good  fenfe  and  good  humour 
enough  to  laugh  not  only  at  their  lex's  little  unguarded 
follies,  but  at  their  own.  But  as  it  was  comrtiunicated 
with  the  air  of  a  Secret,  it  toon  found  its  way  into  the 
w'orld.  An  impcrfcft  copy  having  been  offered  to  a 
Booklcllcr,  you  had  the  good  nature  for  my  fake  to  con- 
lent  to  the  publication  of  one  more  corrcft  :  this  I  was 
forced  to,  before  I  had  executed  half  my  delign,  for  the 
^Machinery  was  entirely  wanting  to  complete  it. 

The  Machinery,  Madam,  is  a  term  invented  by  the 
Critics,  to  fignify  that  part  which  the  Deities,  Angels, 
or  Daemons  are  made  to  a6l  in  a  Poem  :  for  the  ancient 
Poets  arc  in  one  rcfpeft  like  many  modern  Ladies;  let 
an  aftion  be  never  fo  trivial  in  itfelf,  they  always  make 
it  appear  of  the  utmoft  importance.  Thefe  Machines  I 
determined  to  raifc  on  a  very  new  and  odd  foundation 
the  Rolicrucian  doftrinc  of  Spirits. 

I  know  how  difagrceable  it  is  to  make  ufc  of  harJ 
words  before  a  Lady ;  but  'tis  fo  much  the  concern  of  a 
Poet  to  have  his  works  underllood,  and  particularly  by 
your  Sex,  that  you  muft  give  me  leave  to  explain  two 
or  three  difficult  terms. 

The  Rolicrucians  are  a  people  I  muft  bring  you  ac- 
quainted widi.     The  beft  account  I  know  of  them  is  in 
i  a  French 
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a  French  book  called  Le  Comte  de  GabaUs,  which  both 
in  its  title  and  fize  is  fo  like  a  Novel,  that  many  of  the 
Fair  Sex  have  read  it  for  one  by  miftake.  According  to 
thefe  Gentlemen,  the  four  Elements  are  inhabited  by 
Spirits,  which  they  call  Sylphs^  Gnomes^  Nymphs^  and  Sa- 
lamanders. The  Gnomes  or  Daemons  of  Earth  delijrht  in 
mifchief ;  but  the  Sylphs,  whofe  habitation  is_  in  the  air, 
are  the  beft-conditioncd  creatures  imaginable.  For  they 
fay,  any  mortals  may  enjoy  the  moft  intimate  familiari- 
ties with  thefe  gentle  Spirits,  upon  a  condition  very 
cafy  to  all  true  Adepts,  an  inviolate  prefervation  of 
chaftity. 

As  to  the  following  Cantos,  all  the  pafTages  of  them 
are  as  fabulous  as  the  Vifion  at  the  beginning,  or  tlie 
Transformation  at  the  end  ;  (except  the  lofs  of  your 
Hair,  which  I  always  mention  with  reverence.)  The 
Human  perfons  are  as  fiftitious  as  the  Airy  ones;  and 
the  charadler  of  Belinda,  as  it  is  now  managed,  refembles 
you  in  nothing  but  in  Beauty. 

If  this  Poem  had  as  many  Graces  as  there  are  in  your 
Perfon,  or  in  your  Mind,  yet  I  could  never  hope  it 
fhould  pafs  through  the  world  half  fo  Uncenfured  as  You 
have  done.  But  let  its  fortune  be  what  it  will,  mine  is 
happy  enough,  to  have  given  me  this  .occalion  of  alTuring 
you  that  1  am,  with  the  trueft  efteem. 

Madam, 

Your  moil  obedient. 

Humble  Servant, 

A.   P  O  P  E= 


THE 


T  H  E 


RAPE   OF  THE  LOCK, 


C  A  X  T  O     1. 

WHAT  dire  offence  from  am*rous  caufes  rprings,     '"'     * 
What  mighty  contefts  rife  from  trivial  thin<rs, 

I  fmg This  verfe  to  Caryl,  Mule  !   is  due  :  —  t>-^^ 

This,  cv'n  Belinda  may  vouchfafe  to  view  : 

Slight  is  the  fubjcfl,  but  not  lb  the  praife,  e 

If  She  infpire,  and  He  approve  my  lays. 

Say  what  ftrange  motive,  Goddefs !  could  compel 
A  well-bred  Lord  t'afi'ault  a  orentle  Belle  ? 
Oh  fay  what  ftranger  caufe,  yet  unexplor'd, 
Could  make  a  gentle  Belle  rejeft  a  I^ord  ?  10 

In  talks  fo  bold,  can  little  men  engage, 
And  in  loft  bofoms  dwells  fuch  mii{htv  Rac^e  ? 

Sol  thro'  white  curtains  Hiot  a  tim'rous  ray,  "^        ^'^'^^'^ 

And  ope'd  thofe  eyes  that  muft  eclipfe  the  dav  ;  ^        ' 

Now  lap-dogs i<^ve  thcmfelves  the  rouling  fliake,-     -  li 
And  llecplefs  lovers,  jull  at  twelve,  aj^iiike  : 
ThTIcc  rung  the  bell,  the  llippcr  knock'd  the  ground, 
And  the  prelVd  watch  return'd  a  filver  found. 
Belinda  ftill  her  downy  pillow  preft, 
Her  guardianf'Sylph^prolong'd  the  balmy  reft  :      —      ao 

TJic  fiid  rtcetch  of  this  Poem  was  written  in  lefs  than  a  fortnight's  time, 
in  171 1,  in  two  Cantos,  and  to  printed  in  a  Mifcrllany,  without  tlic  name 
of  the  Autl'.or.  The  Machines  were  not  inf.rtcd  till  a  year  after,  when  be 
publirticd  it.  and  annexed  the  for.goin;;  Dedication. 

Vol.  I.  N  'Twas 
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'Twas  lie  had  lummoa'd  to  her  lilent  bed 
The  morning-dream  that  liover'd  o'er  her  head. 
A  Youth  more  olitt'rinsr  than  a  Birth-night  Beau, 
(Tliat  ev'n  in  ihimber  caus'd  her  cheek  to  glow) 
Seem'd  to  her  ear  his  winning  lips  to  lay,  25 

And  thus  in  whifpers  faid,  or  leem'd  to  fay. 
'  Faireft  of  mortals,  thou  diftinguifli'd  care 
Of  thoufand  bright'jnhabitants  of  x\ir  ! 
If  e'er  one  VJlioA;'touch'cT'thy  infant  thought, 
Of  all  the  Nuvfe  and  all  the  Prieft  have  tauglit ;  30 

Of  airy  Elves  by  ^•moon-ligTitJhadows  fecn, 
The  filver  token,  and  the  circled  green, 
Or  virgins  vifited  by  Angel-pow'rs^C* 
With  golden  crowns  and  wreaths  of  heav'nly  flow'rs ; 
Hear  and  believe  !  thy  own  importance  know,  55 

Nor  bound  thy  narrow  views  to  things  below. 
Some  fccrct  truths,  from  learned  pride  conceal'd, 
To  Maids  alone  and  Children  are  reveal'd  : 
What  tho'  no  credit  doubting  Wits  may  give  ? 
The  Fair  and  Innocent  fliall  ftill  believe.  40 

Know  then,  unnumber'd  Spirits  round  thee  fly, 
The  light  Militia  of  the  lower  iky;  . 
Thefe,  tho'  unfeen,  are  ever  on  the  wing, 
Hang  o'er  the  Box,  and  hover  round  the  Ringr:^ 
Think  what  an'^Equipage  thou  haft  in  Air,         ^  45 

And  view  with  Iconi  two  Pages  and  a  Chair. 
As  now  your  own,  our  beings  were  of  old. 
And  once  inclos'd  in  Woman's  beauteous  mould  ; 
Thence,  by  a  foft  tranfition,  we  repair 
From  earthly  Vehicles  to  thefe  of  air.  50 

Think  not,  when  Woman's  tranfient  breath  is  fled, 
That  all  her  vanities  at  once  arc  dead^ 
Succeeding  vanities  flie  ftill  regards. 
And  tho'  fhc  plays  no  more,  o'eriooks  the  cards. 
Her  joy  in  gilded  Chariots,  when  alive,  55 

And  love  of  Ombre,  after  death  furvive. 
For  when  the  Fair  in  all  their  pride  expire, 
To  their  firfl  Elements  the  Souk  retire  : 

Th»; 
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The  Sprites  of  ikry  Termnpjants  in  Flame 

Mount  up,  and  take  a  Sahimanclcr's  name.  60 

Soft  yielding  minds  to  Water  glide  away, 

And  lip,  with  Nynijihs,  their  elemental  Tea. 

The  graver  Prude  links  downward  to  a  Gnome, 

In  fearch  of  mifchicf  ftill  on  Earth  to  roam. 

Tiie  light  Chtiucttes  in  Sylphs  aloft  repair,  65 

And  fport  Snd  flutter  in  the  fields  of  i/yr. 

-  Know  farther  yet ;  whoever  fair  and  chaftc 

RcjedVs  mankind,  is  bv  fame  Sylph  emUrac'd  : 

For  Spirits,  freed  from  mortal  laws,  wiili  eafc 

AfTume  what  fexes  and  what  fliapc;s  they  plezfe.  70 

What  guards  the  purity  of  melting  Maids  /;_ 

In  courtly  balls,  and  midnight  mafquerades, 

Safe  from  the  trcach'rous  friend,  the  daring  fpark, 

The  glance  by  day,  the  whifpcr  in  the  dark, 

^\  hen  kind  occafion  prompts  their  warm  dcfires,  75 

When  mulic  foftens,  and  when  dancing  fires  ? 

'Tis  but  their  Sylph,  the  wife  Cclcflials-know, 

Thot Hmiourjsjhe  word_\vhhJVfcnJjc!ow^  g,  U   /^*^* 

Some  nymphs  there  are,  too  confcious  of  their  face. 
For  life  predeilin'd  to  the  Gnomes  embrace.  80 

Thefe  IwcU  their  profpefts  and  exalt  their  pride, 
When  offers  are  diklain'd^^and  love  deny'dj;  i 
Then  gay  Ideas  crob'fl  the  vacant  brain, 
^\'hile  Peers  and  Dukes,  and  all  their  fweeping  train, 
And  Ciarters,  Stars,  and  Coronets  appear,  8? 

And  in  foft  founds^ Tfi'z^r  Gr^ff  falutes  their  ear. 
'Tis  thelc  that  early  taint  the  female  foul. 


Inftruft  the  eves  of  vouns:  Coouettes  to  roll, 
Teacl^/ifant  cheeks  a  bidden  blufli  to  know. 


90 


And  little  hearts  to  flutter  at  a  Beau 

Ott'  when  the  world  imagine  women  ftray, 
The  Sylphs  thro'  myftic  ma/cs  guide  their  wav. 
Thro'  all  the  giddy  circle  they  purfuc. 
And  old  impertinence  expel  by  new. 
Wliat  tender  maid  but  muft  a  viclim  fall  95 

To  one  man's  treat,  but  for  another's  ball  ? 

N  2  Whc» 
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When  Florlo  fpeaks,  what  virgin  could  withftand, 

If  gentle  Damon  did  not  fqneeze  her  hand  ? 

With  varying  vanities,  from  ev'ry  part, 

They  fliift  the  moving  Toy-fhop  of  their  heart ;        lOO 

Where  wigs  with  wigs,    with   fword -knots  fvvord-knots 

llrive, 
Bcaus  banifli  beaus,  and  coaches  coaches  drive. 

This  erring  mortals  Levity  may  call, 

Oh  blind  to  truth  !  the  Sylphs  contrive  it  all. 

Of  thcfe  am  I,  who  thy  proteftion  claim,  105 

A  watchful  fprite,  and  Ariel  is  my  name. 
Late,  as  I  rang'd  the  cryftal  walds  of  air, 
In  the  clear  Mirror  of  thy  ruling  Star 
I  favv,  alas !  fome  dread  event  impend. 
E'er  to  the  main  this  morning  fun  defcend.  iic 

But  hcav'n  reveals  not  wliat,  or  how,  or  where  : 
Warn'd  by  the  Sylph,  Oh  pious  maid,  beware  ! 
This  to  difclofc  is  all  thy  guardian  can  :     • 
Beware  of  all,  1^  moft  beware  of  Man  ! 

He  faid  ;  when  Shock,  who  thought  fhe  flept  too  long, 
Leap'd  up,  and  wak'd  his  miflrefs  with  his  tongue,        i  id 
'Twas  then  Belinda,  if  report  fay  true. 
Thy  eyes  firft  open'd  on  a  Billet-doux  ; 
Wounds,  Charms,  and  Ardors,  were  no  fooner  read, 
But  all  the  Vifion  vanifli'd  from  thy  head.  120 

And  now,  unvell'd,  the  Toilet  Hands  difplay'd. 
Each  iilver  Vafe  In  myflic  order  laid. 
Firft,  robe'd  in  white,  the  nymph  intent  adores 
With  head  uncover'd,  the  Cofmetlc  pow'i-s. 
A  hcav'nly  Image  in  the  glafs  appears,  125 

To  that  Ihe  bends,  to  tliat  her  eyes  fhe  rears ; 
Th'  inferior  Prieftefs,  at  her  altar's  fide. 
Trembling,  begins  the  facred  rites  of  Pride. 
Unnumbcr'd  trcafures  ope  at  once,  and  here 
The  various  off'rings  of  the  world  appear  ;  130 

From  each  (lie  nicely  culls  with  curious  toil, 
And  decks  the  Goddels  with  the  glitt'rlng  fpoil. 

Tiai; 
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This  cafkct  India's  glowing  gems  unlocks, 

And  all  Arabia  breathes  from  yonder  box. 

The  Tortaife  here  and  Elephant  unite,  1^5 

Transform'd  to  combs,  the  fpccklcd  and  the  wliitc. 

Here  files  of  pins  extend  their  ihining  rows, 

Puffs,   Powders,   Patches,  Bibles,  Billet-doux. 

Now  awful  Beauty  puts  on  all  its  arms ; 

The  fair  each  moment  rifcs  in  her  charms,  140 

Repairs  her  fiuilcs,  awakens  cv'ry  grace, 

And  calls  forth  all  the  wonders  of  her  face; 

Sees  by  degrees  a  purer  blufli  arife, 

And  keener  lightnings  quicken  in  her  eyes. 

The  bufy  Sylphs  ^- furround  their  darling  care,  i^r 

Thefe  fct  the  head,  and  thofe  divide  the  hair. 

Some  fold  the  lleeve,  whilfl  others  plait  the  gown  j 

And  Betrv's  prals'd  for  labours  not  her  own. 

•  Ancient  Traditions  of  the  Rabbi's  relate,  that  feveral  of  the  fallen 
/.rp-Is  btcams  amorous  of  Women,  ami  particularize  fomc  ;  amonff  the 
rcfi  Afael,  uIm  lay  with  N'aamali.  the  wife  of  Noah,  or  of  Ham;  and 
who  (^ntinuiii"  imprnitcnt,  ftiil  prclides  over  the  Womcns  Toilc:*.  Etrtjbi 
fitiiii  in  Gtiief  6. 1, 
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C  A  N  T  O    II. 

>v"T  OT  wltli  more  glories,  in  th'etherial  plairij 

J_^    The  Sun  firft  rifes  o'er  the  purpled  main. 

Than  iffuing  forth,  the  rival  of  his  beams 

Launch'd  on  the  bofora  of  the  lilvcr  Thames. 

Fair  Nvmphs,  and  well-dreft  Youths  around  her  fhone,  5 

But  ev'ry  eye  was  fixM  on  her  alOne. 

On  her  white  breafl  a  fparkling  Crofs  fhe  wore. 

Which  Jews  might  kifs,  and  Infidels  adore. 

Her  lively  looks  a  fprightly  mind  difclofe, 

Quick  as  her  eves,  and  as  unfix'd  as  thofe  :  IQ 

Favours  to  none,  to  all  flic  fmiles  extends, 

Oft'  file  rejc£is,  but  never  once  offends. 

Bright  as  the  fun,  her  eyes  the  gazers  ftrike. 

And,  like  the  fun,  they  fhine  on  all  alike. 

Yet  graceful  cufc,  and  fweetncfs  void  of  pride  15 

Might  hide  her  faults,  if  Belles  had  faults  to  hide  : 

If  to  her  fhare  fome  female  errors  fall, 

Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  'em  all. 

This  Nymph,  to  the  deftru£lion  of  mankind, 
Nouriili'd  two  Locks,  which  graceful  hung  behind      20 
In  equal  curls^  and  well  confpir'd  to  deck 
With  liiining  ringlets  tlic  fmooth  iv'ry  neck : 

Love 
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r,ove  in  thcfe  labyrinths  his  llaves  detains, 

And  mighty  hearts  arc  held  in  ilender  chains. 

With  hairy  Tpringes  we  the  hirds  betray,  25 

Slight  lines  of  hair  lurprize  the  finny  prey. 

Fair  trclfes  man's  imperial  race  inrnare, 

And  beauty  draws  us  with  a  iingle  hair. 

Th'  advent' rous.  Baron  the  bright  locks  admir'J, 

He  law,  he  wilh'd,  and  to  the  prize  alpir'd,  jO 

Rtiolv'd  to  win,  he  meditates  the  way, 

By  force  to  ravilli,  or  by  fiaud  betray  ; 

For  when  fucccfs  a  Lover's  toil  attends, 

Few  alk,  if  fraud  or  force  attained  his  ends. 

For  this,  e'er  Phoebus  rofc,  he  had  implor'd  o^ 

Propitious  hcav'n,  and  cv'ry  pow'r  ador'd, 

But  chiefly  Love to  Love  an  altar  built. 

Of  twelve  vail  French  Romances,  neatly  gilt. 

There  lay  throe  garters,  half  a  pair  of  gloves  ; 

And  all  the  trophies  of  his  former  loves.  40 

With  tender  Billet-doux  he  lights  the  pyre, 

And  breathes  three  am'rous  iighs  to  raifa  the  fire. 

Then  proilrate  falls,  and  begs  with  ardent  eyes 

Soon  to  obtain,  and  long  poll'efs  tlie  prize  : 

The  Powers  gtive  ear,  and  granted  half  his  pray'r,  45 

The  reft,  the  winds  dilpers'd  in  empty  air. 

But  now  fecure  tixe  painted  vcHcl  glides, 
The  fun-beams  trembling  on  the  floating  tides ; 
Whde  melting  mulic  fteals  upon  the  iky. 
And  Ibften'd  founds  along  the  waters  die  ;  jO 

Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  Zephyrs  gently  play, 
Belinda  fmil'd,  and  all  the  world  was  gay. 

All  but  the  Sylpli with  careful  thoughts  opprcft, 

Th'  impending  woe  fate  heavy  on  his  breaft. 
He  fummons  llrait  his  Denizens  of  air;  5j 

The  lucid  ffjuadrons  round  the  fails  repair; 
Soft  o'er  tlie  Hirouds  aerial  whifpers  breathe, 
That  fcem'd  but  Zephyrs  to  the  train  beneath. 
Some  to  the  fun  their  infe<El  wings  unfold. 
Waft  on  the  breeze,  or  fink  in  clouds  of  gold  ;  6d 

J  Tranfparcnt 
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Tranfparent  forms,  too  fine  for  mortal  fight. 

Their  fluid  bodies  half  diflblv'd  in  lijrht. 

Loofe  to  the  wind  their  airy  garments  flew. 

Thin  glittering  textures  of  the  filmy  dew. 

Dipt  in  the  richcft  tinfture  of  the  ikies,  6i 

Where  light  difports  in  ever-mingling  dyes. 

While  ev'ry  beam  new  tranfient  colours  flings, 

Colours  that  change  whene'er  they  wave  their  wings. 

Amid  the  circle,  on  the  gilded  maft, 

Superior  by  the  head,  was  Ariel  plac'd  ;  ^o 

His  purple  pinions  op'ning  to  the  fun, 

He  rais'd  his  azure  wand,  and  thus  begun. 

Ye  Sylphs  and  Sylphids,  to  your  chief  give  ear. 
Fays,  Fairies,  Genii,  Elves,  and  Daemons,  hear  ! 
Ye  know  the  fpheres  and  various  talks  aflign'd  7^' 

By  laws  eternal  to  th'  aerial  kind. 
Some  in  the  fields  of  purefi:  y^ther  play. 
And  baflc  and  whiten  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Some  cTuide  the  courfe  of  wand'rins:  orbs  on  hisrh. 
Or  roll  the  planets  thro'  the  boundlefs  fky.  80 

Some  lefs  refin'd,  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light 
Purfue  the  fl:ars  that  flioot  athwart  the  night. 
Or  fuck  the  mifts  in  groflTcr  air  below. 
Or  dip  their  pinions  in  the  painted  bow. 
Or  brew  fierce  tempells  on  the  wintry  main,  83' 

Or  o'er  the  glebe  dillill  the  kindly  rain. 
Others  on  earth  o'er  human  race  prefide, 
Watch  all  their  ways,  and  all  their  aflions  guide  : 
Of  thefe  the  chief  the  care  of  Nations  own, 
And  guard  with  Arms  divine  the  Britifh  Throne.  90 

Our  humbler  province  is  to  tend  the  Fair; 
Not  a  lefs  pleafing,  tho'  lefs  glorious  care  : 
To  favc  the  powder  from  too  rude  a  gale. 
Nor  let  th'imprifon'd  efiences  exhale  ; 
To  draw  frefli  colours  from  the  vernal  flow'rs  ;  95 

To  Ileal  from  rainbows  e'er  they  drop  in  fliow'rs 
A  brighter  wafli  ;  to  curl  their  waving  hairs, 
Aflill  their  blufhcs,  and  infpire  their  airs; 

Nay 
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Kay  oft',  in  dreams,  invention  we  beftow. 

To  chani^c  a  Flounce,  or  add  a  Furbelow.  lOO 

This  day  black  Omens  tiireat  the  brightefl  fair 
That  e'er  defcrv'd  a  watchful  fpirit's  care  ; 
Some  dire  difafter,  or  by  force,  or  llight ; 
But  what,  or  where,  the  fates  have  wrapt  in  night. 
Whether  the  nymph  (hall  break  Diana's  law,  105 

Or  fome  frail  China  jar  receive  a  flaw, 
Or  {lain  her  honour,  or  her  new  brocade. 
Forget  her  pray'rs,  or  mifs  a  maftjuerade. 
Or  lofe  her  heart,  or  necklace,  at  a  ball ; 
Or  whether  Heav'n  has  doom'd  that  Shock  muft  fall.   1 10 
Hafte  then,   ye  fpirits  !  to  your  charge  repair  ; 
The  flutt'ring  fan  be  Zephyretta's  care  ; 
The  drops  to  thee,   Brillante,  we  confign; 
And,   Momentilla,  let  the  watch  be  thine ; 
Do  thou,  Crifpifla,  tend  her  fav'rite  Lock  ;  115 

Arjcl  himfelf  fliall  be  the  guard  of  Shock. 
To  fifty  chofen  Sylphs,  of  fpecial  note, 
We  truft  th'  important  charge,  the  Petticoat : 

Oft'  have  wc  known  that  feven-fold  fence  to  fail, 

Tho'  lliff  with  hoops,  and  arm'd  with  ribs  of  whale.     120 

Form  a  flrong  line  about  the  filver  bound, 

And  guard  the  W'do  circumference  around. 
Whatever  fpirit,  carelefs  o^  his  charge. 

His  pofl  negleds,  or  leaves  the  fair  at  large, 

Shall  feel  fliarp  vengeance  foon  o'ertake  his  fins,  125 

Be  ftop'd  in  vials,  or  tran';fix'd  with  pins; 

Or  plung'd  in  lakes  of  bitter  wafhcs  lie, 

Or  vvedg'd  whole  ages  in  a  bodkin's  eye  : 

Gums  and  Pomatums  Iball  his  flight  reftrain, 

While  clog'd  he  beats  his  filken  wings  in  vain ;  130 

Or  Alum  ftyptics  with  contrafting  pow'r 

Shrink  his  thin  elfcnce  like  a  flirivell'd  flow'r  : 

Or  a'i  Ixion  fix'd,  the  wretch  fhall  feel 

The  giddy  motion  of  the  whirling  Mill, 

In  fumes  of  burning  Chocolate  fhall  glow,  135 

And  tremble  at  the  fea  that  froths  below  t 

Vol.  L  O  He 
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He  fpoke ;  the  fpirits  from  the  fails  dcfcend  ; 
Some,  orb  in  orb,  around  the  nymph  extend  ; 
Some  thrid  the  mazy  ringlets  of  her  hair  ; 
Some  hang  upon  the  pendants  of  her  ear  ; 
With  beating  hearts  the  dire  eveat  they  wait. 
Anxious,  and  trem.bling  for  the  birth  of  Fate. 
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CLofc  by  thole  meads,  for  ever  crownVl  with  flow'rs. 
Where  Thames  with  pride  furveys  his  riling  tow'rs, 
There  {lands  a  ftrudlure  of  majeftic  frame, 
Which  from  the  neighb'ring  Hampton  takes  its  name. 
Here  Britain's  ftatcfmen  oft'  the  fall  foredoom  5 

Of  foreign  Tyrants,  and  of  Nymphs  at  home  ; 
Here  thou,  great  Anna  !  whom  three  realms  obey, 
Doft  fometimes  counfel  take and  fometimes  Tea, 

Hither  the  heroes  and  the  nymphs  rcfort. 
To  tafte  a  while  the  pleafures  of  a  Court ;  lO 

In  various  talk  th'  inftruftivc  hours  they  paft, 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  tlie  vifit  lad  ; 
One  fpeaks  the  glory  of  the  Britilh  Queen, 
And  one  defcribes  a  charming  Indian  fcreen ; 
A  third  interprets  motions,  looks,  and  eyes ;  15 

At  ev'ry  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  fupply  each  paufe  of  chat. 
With  finging,  laugiiing,  ogling,  and  all  that. 

Mean  while  declining  from  the  noon  of  day. 
The  fun  oblicjucly  flioots  his  burning  ray  ;  20 

The  hungry  Judges  foon  the  fcntence  iign, 
And  wretches  hang  that  jurymen  may  dine  ; 
The  merchant  from  th'  Exchange  returns  in  peace. 
And  the  loni;  labours  of  the  Toilet  ceafe. 
Belinda  now,  whom  thirft  of  fame  invites,  25 

Burns  to  encounter  two  advent'rous  Knights, 
At  Ombre  fingly  to  decide  their  doom  ; 
\ni\  fwells  her  breall:  with  conquclls  yet  to  come. 

O  2  Strait 
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Strait  the  three  bands  prepare  in  arms  to  join, 

Each  band  the  number  of  the  facred  nine.  30 

Soon  as  (lie  fpreads  her  hand,  th'  aerial  guard 

Defcend,  and  fit  on  each  important  card  ; 

Firft  Ariel  perch'd  upon  a  Matadore, 

Then  each,  according  to  the  rank  he  bore  ; 

For  Sylphs,  yet  mindful  of  their  ancient  race,  35 

Are,  as  when  women,  wondrous  fond  of  place. 

Behold,  four  Kings  in  majelly  rever'd. 
With  hoary  whifkers  and  a  forky  beard  ; 
And  four  fair  Queens  whofe  hands  faflain  a  flow'r, 
Th'  expreffive  emblem  of  their  foftcr  pow'r ;  40 

Four  Knaves  in  garbs  fuccinft,  a  tiulty  band, 
Caps  on  their  heads,  and  halberts  in  their  hand  ; 
And  party-colour'd  troops,  a  ihining  train, 
Drawn  forth  to  combat  on  the  velvet  plain. 
The  llcilful  Nymph  reviews  her  force  with  care  :  45 

Let  Spades  be  trumps  !  Ihe  faid,  and  trumps  they  were. 

Now  move  to  war  her  fable  Matadores, 
Li  fhow  like  leaders  of  the  fwarthy  Moors. 
Spadillio  firft,  unconquerable  Lord  ! 
Led  off  two  captive  trumps,  and  fwept  the  board,  50 

As  many  more  Manillio  forc'd  to  yield. 
And  march'd  a  vi£lor  from  the  verdant  field. 
Him  Bafto  foUow'd,  but  his  fate  more  hard, 
Gain'd  but  one  trump  and  one  Plebeian  card. 
With  his  broad  fabre  next,  a  chief  in  years,  55 

The  hoary  Majcfty  of  S])ades  appears. 
Puts  forth  one  manly  leg,  to  fight  reveal'd, 
The  reft,  his  many-colour'd  robe  conccal'd. 
The  rebel  Knave,  who  dares  his  prince  engage. 
Proves  the  juft  viftim  of  his  royal  rage.  60 

Ev'n  mighty  Pam,  that  Kings  and  Queens  overthrew, 
And  mow'd  down  armies  in  the  fights  of  Loo, 
Sad  cliance  of  war  !   now  deftitutc  of  aid. 
Falls  undiftinguifli'd  by  the  vi£lor  Spade  ! 
Tlius  far  both  armies  to  Belinda  yield  ; 
Now  to  tlie  Baron  fate  inclines  the  field. 

His 
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His  warlike  Amazon  her  lioft  invades, 

Th'  imperial  contort  of  the  crown  of  Spades. 

The  Club's  black  Tyrant  hrft  her  viftim  dy'd, 

Spite  of  his  haughty  mien,  and  barb'rous  pride:  ^o 

What  boots  the  regal  circle  on  liis  head, 

His  giant  limbs,  in  ftate  unwieldy  fpread ; 

That  long  behind  he  trails  his  pompous  robe. 

And,  of  all  monarchs,  only  grafps  the  globe  ? 

The  Baron  now  his  Diamonds  pours  apace  ;  -  r 

Th'  cmbroiderVl  King  who  fliows  but  half  his  face. 
And  his  refulgent  Qiieen,  with  pow'rs  combin'd, 
Of  broken  troops  an  caly  conquefl  find. 
Clubs,  Diamonds,  Hearts,  in  wild  dilbrdcr  fcen, 
With  throngs  promifcuous  ftrow  the  level  green.  So 

Thus  when  difpers'd  a  routed  army  runs, 
Of  Alia's  troops,  and  Afric's  fable  fons. 
With  like  confufion  different  nations  fly. 
Of  various  habit,  and  of  various  dye. 
The  picrc'd  battalions  difunited  fall,  g- 

In  heaps  on  heaps ;  one  fate  o'crwhelms  them  all. 

The  Knave  of  Diamonds  tries  his  wily  arts, 
And  wins  (oh  fhameful  chance  !)  the  Qiiecn  of  Hearts. 
At  this,  the  blood  the  virgin's  check  forlbok, 
A  livid  palenefs  fp --eads  o'er  all  her  look  ;  no 

She  {teSy  and  trembles  at  th'  approaching  ill^ 
Juft  in  the  jaws  of  ruin  and  Codille. 
And  now,  (as  oft'  in  fome  diftempei'd  State) 
On  one  nice  Trick  depends  the  gen'ral  fate. 
An  Ace  of  Hearts  fteps  forth  :  the  king  unfeert  9^ 

Lurk'd  in  her  hand,  and  mourn'd  his  captive  Queen  : 
He  fprings  to  vengeance  with  an  eager  pace. 
And  falls  like  thunder  on  the  proflrate  Ace. 
The  nymph  exulting  fills  with  fliouts  the  iky ; 
The  walls,  the  woods,  and  long  canals  reply.  ico 

Oh  thoughtlefs  mortals  I  ever  blind  to  fate. 
Too  foon  dejeded,  and  too  foon  elate  ! 
iJudden,  thefe  honours  Ihall  be  fna,tch'd  away, 
And  curs'd  for  ever  this  viftorious  day. 

For 
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For  lo  !  the  board  with  cups  and  Ipoons  is  crown'd,   105 
The  berries  crackle,  and  the  mill  turns  round ; 
On  fliining  altars  of  Japan  they  raif(? 
The  lilvcr  lamp;  the  iiery  fpirits  blaze  : 
From  lilver  fpouts  the  grateful  liquors  glide, 
"While  China's  earth  receives  the  fmoakinsc  tide  :         ilO 
At  once  they  gratify  their  fcent  and  tafte. 
And  frecjuent  cups  prolong  the  rich  repaft. 
Strait  hover  round  the  Fair  her  airy  band  ; 
Some,  as  flie  iipp'd,  the  fuming  liquor  fann'd, 
Some  o'er  her  lap  their  careful  plumes  difplay'd,         115 
Trembling,  and  confcious  of  the  rich  brocade. 
Coffee,   (which  makes  the  politician  wife. 
And  fee  thro'  all  things  with  his  half-fhut  eyes) 
Sent  up  in  vapours  to  the  Baron's  brain 
New  ftratagems,  the  radiant  Lock  to  gain.  120 

Ah  ceafe,  rafli  youth  !  defill  e'er  'tis  too  late, 

Fear  the  jull  Gods,  and  think  of  Scylla's  Fate  ! 

Chang'd  to  a  bird,  and  fent  to  flit  in  air. 

She  dearly  pays  for  Nifus'  injur'd  hair  ! 

But  when  to  mifchief  mortals  bend  tlieir  will,  12c 

How  foon  they  lind  lit  inflruments  of  ill  ? 

Jufl  then,  ClarilTu  drew  with  tempting  grace 

A  two-cdg'd  weapon  from  her  fliining  cafe ; 

So  Ladies  in  Romance  ailift  their  Knisht, 

Prefent  the  fpear,  and  arm  him  for  the  light.  i^o 

He  takes  the  gift  with  rev'rence,  and  extends 

The  little  engine  on  his  fingers  ends ; 

This  jufl  behind  Belinda's  neck  he  fpread. 

As  o'er  the  fragrant  fleams  flie  bends  her  head. 

Swift  to  the  Lock  a  thoufand  Sprites  repair,  i'"- 

A  thoufand  wings,  by  turns,  blow  back  the  hair; 

And  thrice  they  twitch'd  the  diamond  in  her  ear; 

Thrice  flic  look'd  back,  and  thrice  the  foe  drew  near. 

Jull  in  that  inftant,  anxious  Ariel  fought 

The  clofc  rccelTes  of  the  Virgin's  thought ;  140 

As  on  the  nofegay  in  Ju-r  breaft  reclin'd, 

He  watch'd  th'  Ideas  rifing  in  her  mind, 

Sudden 
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SuJtlcn  he  vicwM,  in  fplte  of  all  licr  art, 

An  earthly  Lover  lurking  at  her  heart. 

Amaz'ci,  confus'il,  he  found  his  pow'r  expli'J,  14.5 

Rclign'cl  to  fate,  and  with  a  figh  rctir'd. 

The  Peer  now  fprcads  tlie  glitt'ring  Forfex  wide, 
T'  inclofe  the  Lock  ;  now  joins  it,  to  divide. 
Ey'n  then,  before  the  fatal  engine  clos'd, 
AwrctJu'd  Sylph  too  fondly  interpos'd;  Tco 

I'ate  urgM  the  Iheers,  and  cut  the  Sylph  in  twain, 
(But  airy  fubflancc  foon  unites  again.) 
The  meeting  points  the  facred  hair  dilfcver 
From  the  fair  head,  for  ever,   and  for  ever  ! 
Then  iialh'd  the  living  lightning  from  her  eyes,  irr 

And  fcreams  of  horror  rend  th'  affrighted  ikies. 
^ot  louder  Ih ricks  to  pitying  heav'n  are  caft. 
When  hulbands  or  when  lap-dogs  breatlie  their  laft; 
Or  when  rich  China  veflcls  fall'n  from  higli. 
In  glitt'ring  duft,  and  painted  fragments  lie  !  160 

Let  wreaths  of  triumph  now  my  temples  twine. 
The  Vido*-  c.ry'd,  the  glorious  Pri/.c  is  mine  ! 
While  fifh  in  ftreams,  or  birds  delight  in  air, 
pr  in  a  Coach  and  Six  tlio  Uritiih  Fair, 
As  long  as  Atalantis  Ihall  be  read,  .  165 

Or  the  fmall  pillow,  ^racc  a  Lady's  bed, 
W  hile  vifits  fliall  be  paid  on  folemn  days, 
When  num'rous  wax-liglits  in  bright  order  blaze. 
While  nymphs  take  treats,  or  aflignations  give, 
So  long  my  honour,  name,  and  praifc  fliall  live  !  170 

What  Time  would  Ipare,  from  Steel  receives  its  date, 
And  monuments,  like  men,  fubmit  to  fate  ! 
Steel  could  the  labour  of  th.c  Ciods  deftroy. 
And  ftrike  to  duft  th'  imperial  tow'rs  of  Troy  ; 
Steel  could  the  works  of  mortal  pride  confound,  175 

And  hew  triumphal  arches  to  the  ground. 
What  wonder  then,  fair  nymj)!!  !  thy  hairs  fliould  feel 
The  conqu'ring  force  of  unrelifted  rtcel  r 

THE 
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BUT  anxious  cares  the  penfive  nymph  opprefs'd. 
And  fecret  paflions  labour'd  in  her  brcaft. 
Not  youthful  kings  in  battle  feiz'd  alive, 
Not  fcornful  virgins  who  their  charms  furvivCj 
Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  blifs,  <j 

Not  ancient  ladies  when  refus'd  a  kils, 
Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  die. 
Not  Cynthia  when  her  mantua's  pinn'd  awry, 
E*cr  felt  fuch  rage,  refentmcnt,  and  defpair. 
As  thou,  fad  Virgin  !   for  thy  ravifh'd  Hair.  lO 

For,  that  fad  moment,  when  the  Sylphs  withdrew, 
And  Ariel  weeping  from  Belinda  flew, 
"Unibriel,  a  duikvj  melancholy  fprite. 
As  ever  fully'd  the  fair  face  of  light, 
Down  to  the  central  earth,  his  proper  fcenc,  i  j| 

Repau'd  to  fearch  the  gloomy  Cave  of  Spleen. 

Swift  on  his  footy  pinions  flits  the  Gnome, 
And  in  a  vapour  reach'd  the  difmal  dome, 
No  chearful  breeze  this  fulicn  region  knows, 
Tlie  dreaded  Eafl  is  all  the  wind  that  blows.  2® 

Here  in  a  grotto,  Ihelter'd  clofe  from  air. 
And  fcreen'd  in  (hades  from  day's  detefted  glare. 
She  lighs  for  ever  on  her  penfive  bed. 
Pain  at  her  fide,  and  Megrim  at  her  head. 

Two  handmaids  wait  the  throne  :  alike  in  place,         25 
.But  difF'ring  far  in  figure  and  in  face.  1 

z  Hera- 
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Here  ftood  III  native  like  an  ancient  maiJ, 
Her  wrinkled  turin  in  black  and  white  airay'd  ; 
With  {lore  ot"  pray'rs  for  mornings,  nights,  and  noOns, 
Her  hand  is  fiU'd  ;  her  holom  with  lampoons.  30 

There  AlFeftation,  with  a  iickly  mien, 
Shows  in  her  check  the  roles  ot"  eighteen, 
Praftis'd  to  lilp,  and  hang  the  head  aiidc, 
Faints  into  airs  and  languilhes  with  pride, 
On  the  rich  quilt  links  with  becoming  woe,  35 

\^'rapt  in  a  gown,   for  ticknefs,  and  for  fliow. 
The  fair  ones  feel  luch  maladies  as  tliefe. 
When  each  new  night-drcls  gives  a  new  dlfcafe. 

A  conftant  vapour  o'er  the  palace  flies; 
Strange  phantoms  riling  as  the  mifls  arife  ;  40 

Dreadful,  as  hermit's  dreams  in  haunted  Ihadcs, 
Or  bright,  as  viiions  of  expiringmaids. 
Now  glaring  fiends,  and  fnakes  on  rolling  fpires, 
Pale  Ipe^res,  gaping  tombs,  and  purple  tires : 
Now  lakes  of  liquid  gold,  Elylian  fcenes,  4- 

And  cryftal  domes,  and  Angels  in  machines. 

Unniimber'd  throngs  oacv'ry  lidc  are  fecn. 
Of  bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  by  Spleen. 
Here  living  Tea-pots  Hand,  one  arm  held  out. 
One  bent-;  the  hac:'le  this,  and  that  the  fpout :  50 

A  Pipkin  there,  like  Homcr'«  Tripod  walks  ; 
Here  iighs  a  Jar,  and  there  a  f  Goofe-pye  talks ; 
Men  prove  with  child,  as  pow'rful  fancy  works, 
And  maids  turn'd  bottles,  call  aloud  for  corks. 

Safe  pad  the  Gnome  thro'  this  fantaftic  band,  55 

A  branch  of  healing  Spleenwort  in  his  hand. 
Then  thus  adurcfs'd  the  pow'r — Hail  wayward  Qvieen  ! 
Who  rule  the  fex  to  fifty  from  fifteen  : 
■  Parent  of  vapours  and  of  female  w'it, 
Who  give  th'  hyfteric,  or  noetic  fit,  60 

On  various  tempers  aft  by  various  ways, 
Make  ibme  take  phyfic,  others  fcribble  plays ; 

•^  Al:ud;£   ro   2  rcnl   taft    a  I.r.-Jy  of  di'.tinrtion  imagind  herfulf  in  tliis 
cocd'iisn. 
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Who  caufe  the  proud  their  vifits  to  delay, 

And  fend  the  godly  in  a  pet,  to  pray. 

A  Nymph  there  is,  that  all  thy  pow'r  difdains,  6^ 

And  thoufands  more  in  equal  mirth  maintains. 

But  oh  !   if  e'er  thy  Gnome  could  fpoil  a  grace. 

Or  ralfe  a  pimple  on  a  beauteous  face, 

Like  Citron- waters  matrons  cheeks  inflame, 

Or  change  complexions  at  a  lofing  game  ;  70 

If  e'er  with  airy  horns  I  planted  heads, 

Or  rumpled  petticoats,  or  tumbled  beds. 

Or  caub'd  fulpiclon  when  r>o  foul  was  rude. 

Or  difcompos'd  the  head-drefs  of  a  Prude, 

Or  e'er  to  coftive  lap-dog  gave  difeafe,  75 

Which  not  the  tears  of  brighteft  eyes  could  eafe  : 

Hear  mc,  and  touch  Belinda  with  chagrin  : 

That  linglc  aft  gives  half  the  world  the  fpleen. 

The  Goddefs  with  a  difcontented  air 
Seems  to  reject  him,  tho'  flie  grants  his  pray'r.  80 

A  wond'rous  Bag  with  both  her  hands  fhe  binds. 
Like  that  where  once  Ulyfles  held  the  winds; 
There  fhe  colledls  the  force  of  female  lungs, 
Sighs,  fobs,  and  paflions,  and  the  war  of  tongues. 
A  Vial  next  flie  fills  with  fainting  fears,  gj 

Soft  forrows,  melting  griefs,  and  lowing  tears. 
The  Gnome  rejoicing  bears  her  gifts  away. 
Spreads  his  black  wings,  and  ilowly  mounts  to  day. 
Sunk  in  Thalcllris'  arms  the  nymph  he  found, 

Her  eyes  dcjeclcd  and  her  hair  unbound.  po 

I'ull  o'ci-  their  heads  the  fwelling  bag  he  rent. 

And  all  the  Furies  iifued  at  the  vent. 

Belinda  burns  with  more  than  mortal  ire. 

And  fierce  Thaleftris  fans  the  rifmg  fire. 

O  wretched  maid  !  fhe  fpread  her  hands,  and  cry'd,        gj 

(While  Hampton's  echoes,  wretched  maid  !  reply'd) 
Was  it  for  this  you  took  fuch  conflant  care 

The  bodkin,  comb,  and  eflence  to  prepare  ? 

For  this  your  locks  in  paper  durance  bound, 

For  this  with  torl'ring  irons  wreath'd  around  ? 
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For  this  with  fillets  {Irain'd  your  tender  hcail, 

And  bravely  bore  the  double  loads  of  lead  ? 

Gods !   fhall  the  ravilhcr  difplav  your  hair, 

While  the  Fops  envy,  and  ilic  Ladies  flare  ! 

Honour  forbid  !  at  whofc  unrival'd  fhrine  lOj 

Eafe,  pleafurc,  virtue,  all  our  fcx  rciign. 

Methinks  already  I  your  tears  furvey, 

Already  hear  the  horrid  tilings  they  fay, 

Already  fee  you  a  degraded  toaft, 

And  all  your  honour  in  a  whifpcr  loft  I  i  lo 

How  (hall  I,  then,   your  hclplefs  fan:e  defend  ? 

'Twill  then  be  infamy  to  feem  vour  friend  ! 

And  fhall  this  prize,   th'  ineftimable  prize, 

Expos'd  thro'  cryftal  to  the  gazing  eyes, 

And  hcighten'd  by  the  diamond's  circling  rays,  1 15 

On  that  rapacious  hand  for  ever  blaze  } 

Sooner  fliall  grafs  ia  Hyde-park  Circus  grow, 

And  wits  take  lodgings  in  the  found  of  Uuw  ; 

Sooner  let  earth,  air,  fea,  to  Chaos  fall, 

Men,  monkeys,  lap-dogs,  parrots,  pcrilh  all !  120 

She  faid ;  then  raging  to  Sir  Plume  repairs, 
And  bids  her  Beau  demand  the  precious  hairs ; 
(Sir  Plume,  of  amber  fnuff-box  juftly  vain, 

\nd  the  nice  conc'*"^  of  a  clouded  cane) 
With  earncft  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face,  125 

He  firft  die  fnuiF-box  open'd,  then  the  cafe. 
And  thus  broke  out — "  My  Lord,  why,  what  the  devil  ? 
«  Z---ds  !  damn  the  lock  !  'fore  Gad,  you  muft  be  civil  ! 
"  Plagiie  on't  !  tis  paft  a  jeft---nay  prithee,  pox  ! 
"  Give  her  the  hair"---he  fpoke,  and  rapp'd  his  box.  130 

It  grieves  me  much   (reply'd  the  Peer  again) 
Who  fpeaks  fo  vveil  I'hould  ever  fpcak  in  vain. 
But  by  this  Lock,  this  facied  Lock  I  fwear, 

(Which  never  more  Ihall  join  its  parted  hair  ; 
Which  never  more  its  honours  fliall  renew,  135 

Clip'd  trom  the  lovely  head  where  late  it  grew) 
That  while  my  noftrils  draw  the  viral  air, 

i  '»■-  hnnd  wiii'^ix  won  it,  fhall  for  ever  wear. 
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He  Ipokc,  and  Ipcaking,  in  proud  triumph  fpread 

The  long-contended  honours  of  her  head.  14*. 

But  Umbriel,  hateful  Gnome  !  forbears  not  fo  ; 
He  breaks  the  Vial  whence  the  ibrrows  flow. 
Then  fee  !  the  nymph  in  beauteous  grief  appears, 
Her  eyes  half-languiiliing,  half-drown'd  in  tears ; 
On  her  heav'd  bofom  hung  her  drooping  head,  145 

Which,  with  a  ligh,  iTie  rais'd  ;  and  thus  flie  faid. 

For  ever  curs'd  be  this  detefted  day, 
Which  fnatch'd  my  beft,  my  fav'rite  curl  away  ! 
Happy  I   ah  ten  times  happy  had  I  been, 
If  Hampton-Court  thefe  eyes  had  never  feen  !  150 

Yet  am  not  I  the  firft  miflaken  maid, 
By  love  of  Courts  to  num'rous  ills  betray'd. 
Oh  had  I  rather  unadmir'd  remain'd 
In  fomc  lone  ifle,  or  diftant  Northern  land  ; 
Where  the  gilt  chariot  never  marks  the  way,  155 

Where  none  learn  Ombre,  none  e'er  taflc  Bohea  ! 
There  kept  my  charms  conceal'd  from  mortal  eye, 
Like  rofes,  that  in  defarts  bloom  and  die. 
What  mov'd  my  mind  with  youthful  Lords  to  roam  ? 
O  had  I  ftay'd,  and  faid  my  pray'rs  at  home  !  160 

'Twas  this,  the  morning  omens  feem'd  to  tell ; 
Thrice  from  my  trembling  hand  the  patch-ljox  fell ; 
The  tott'ring  China  fhook  without  a  wind, 
Nay  Poll  fat  mute,  and  Shock  was  moft  unkind  ! 
A  Sylph  too  warn'd  me  of  the  threats  of  fate,  165 

3n  mvftic  viiions,  now  believ'd  too  late  ! 
Sec  the  poor  remnants  of  thefe  iliglited  hairs  I 
"My  hands  fhall  rend  what  ev'n  thy  rapine  fparcs : 
Thefe,  in  two  fable  ringlets  taugtit  to  break, 
Once  gave  new  beauties  to  the  fnowy  neck;  170 

The  lifter-lock  now  fits  uncouth;  alone, 
And  in  its  fellow's  fate  forefees  its  own  ; 
Uncurl'd  it  hangs  the  fatal  fheers  demands. 
And  tempts  once  more  thy  facrilegious  hands. 
Oh  hadll  thou,  cruel  !   been  content  to  leize  175 

Hairs  Icfs  In  light,  or  any  hairs  but  tb.cfe  I 
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c  A  N  T  o    ^^ 

SHE  laid  :  the  pitying  audience  melt. in  tears  ; 
r>ut  Fate  and  Jove  had  ftopp'd  the  Karon's  eais. 
In  vain  Thaleftris  with  reproach  alfaili, 
For  who  can  move  when  fair  Belinda  fails  ? 
Not  half  fo  fix'd  the  Trojan  could  remain,  r 

While  Anna  begg'd  and  Dido  rag'd  in  vain. 
I'hcn  grave  ClarilTa  graceful  wav'd  her  fan ; 
Silence  enfu'd,  and  thus  the  nvmph  began. 

Say,  why  are  Beauties  prais'd  and  honour'd  mofl: 
The  v.'ife  man's  paffion,  and  the  vain  man's  toafl  ?         lo 
Why  deck'd  with  all  that  land  and  fea  afford, 
Why  Angels  call'.!,  and  Angel-like  ador'd  ? 
Why  round  our  coaches  croud  the  white-glov'd  Bcaus 
Why  bows  the  fide-box  from  its  inmofl  rows  ? 
How  vain  are  all  thefc  glories,  all  our  pains,  ir 

L  niefs  good  fenfe  preferve  what  beauty  gains : 
That  men  may  fay,  when  we  the  front-box  oracc 
Behold  tlie  firft  in  virtue,  as  in  face  ! 
Oh  I  if  to  dance  all  night,  and  drefs  all  day, 
Charm'd  the  fmall  pox,  or  chas'd  old  age  away  ;  20 

Who  would  not  fcorn  what  houfcwife's  cares  produce, 
Or  who  would  learn  one  earthly  thing  of  ufc  ? 
To  patch,  nay  ogle,  might  become  a  faint, 
Nor  could  it  fure  be  fuch  a  fin  to  paint ; 
But  fince,  alas !   frail  beauty  muft  decay, 
Curl'd  Q.  uncuri'd,  fince  Locks  will  turn  to  grey  ;  25 

Since 
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Since  painted,  or  not  painted,  all  fhall  fade, 

And  flie  who  fcorns  a  man,  muft  die  a  maid  ; 

What  then  remains  but  well  our  pow'r  to  ufe. 

And  keep  good-humour  ftill  whatever  we  lofe  ?  30 

And  truft  me  dear  !  good-humour  can  prevail, 

When  airs,  and  flights,  and  fcreams,  and  fcolding  fall. 

Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 

Charms  ftrike  the  light,  but  merit  wins  the  foul. 

So  fpoke  the  Dame,  but  no  applaul'e  enfu'd  ;  35 

Belinda  frown'd,  Thaleftris  call'd  her  Prude. 
To  arms,  to  arms !  the  fierce  Virago  cries ; 
And  fwift  as  lightning  to  the  combat  flies. 
AH  fide  in  parties,  and  begin  th'  attack  ; 
Fans  clap,  filks  ruillc,  and  tough  whalebones  crack;     4.0 
Heroes  and  Heroines  fliouts  confus'dly  rife. 
And  bafe,  and  treble  voices  ftrike  the  Ikies. 

Ko  common  weapons  in  their  hands  arc  found, 
Like  Gods  they  fight,  nor  dread  a  mortal  wound. 
So  when  bold  Homer  makes  the  Gods  engage,  45 

And  heav'nly  breafts  with  human  paflions  rage ; 
'(jainft  Pallas,  Mars ;  Latona,   Hermes  arms ; 
And  all  Olympus  rings  with  loud  alarms : 
Jove's  thunder  roars,  heav'n  trembles  all  around  ; 
Blue  Neptune  ftorms,  the  bellowing  deeps  refound  ;       50 
Earth  ihakes  her  nodding  tow'rs,  the  ground  gives  way, 
And  the  pale  ghofts  ftart  at  the  fiafli  of  day  ! 
Triumphant  Umbriel  on  a  fconce's  height, 
Clan'd  his  glad  wings,  and  fate  to  view  the  fight  : 
PropM  on  their  bodkin  fpears,  the  Sprites  furvcy  55 

The  growing  combat,  or  aflift  the  fray. 

While  thro'  the  prefs  enrag'd  Thaleftris  flies, 
And  fcatter'd  deaths  around  from  both  her  eyes, 
A  Beau  and  Witling  periih'd  in  the  throng, 
One  dy'd  in  metaphor,  and  one  in  fong.  60 

*'  O  cruel  nymph  !   a  living  death  I  bear," 
Cry'd  Dappcrwit,  and  funk  befidc  his  chair. 
A  mournful  glance  Sir  Fopling  upwards  caft, 
Thofc  eyes  are  made  fo  killing  * w^as  his  laft. 

•    1  he  woids  of  a  So:i2  in  tiic  Opcia  of  Camiilai 
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Thus  on  Meander's  rtow'ry  margin  lies  65 

Th'  expiring  Swan,  and  as  he  iings  he  dies. 

When  bold  Sir  Plume  had  drawn  ClarilTa  down, 
Ciiloc  ftcpp'd  in,  and  kill'd  him  with  a  frown  ; 
She  fmil'd  to  fee  tlie  doughty  hero  ilain, 
IJut,  at  her  Iniilc,  the  Beau  reviv'd  again.  yo 

Now  Jove  fufpends  his  golden  fcalcs  in  air, 
Weighs  the  Men's  wits  againft  the  Lady's  hair  ; 
The  doubtful  beam  long  nods  from  fide  to  fide  ; 
At  lengtli  the  wits  mount  up,  the  hairs  fubiidc. 

See  iiercc  Belinda  on  the  Baron  files,  7^ 

With  more  than  ufual  lightning  in  her  eyes  : 
Nor  fear'd  the  Chief  th'  unequal  fight  to  try. 
Who  fought  no  more  than  on  his  foe  to  die. 
But  tiiis  bold  Lord  with  manly  ftrength  endu'd, 
She  with  one  finger  and  a  thumb  ful)du'd  :  80 

Jufl  where  the  breath  of  life  his  noftrils  drew, 
A  charge  of  Snuff  the  wily  virgin  threw; 
The  Gnomes  dircft,  to  ev'ry  atom  juft. 
The  pungent  grains  of  titillating  duU. 
Sudden,  with  flarting  tears  each  eye  o'erflows,  85 

And  the  higli  dome  re-echoes  to  his  nofe. 

Now  meet  thy  fate,  incens'd  Belinda  cry'd. 
And  drew  a  deadly  bodkin  from  her  fide, 
(The  fame,  his  ancient  pcrfonage  to  deck. 
Her  great-great-grandlirc  wore  about  his  neck,  -90 

In  three  feal-rings ;  which  after,  melted  down, 
Form'd  a  vaft  buckle  for  his  widow's  sjown  : 
Her  infant  grandame's  whiftle  next  it  grew. 
The  bells  flic  jingled,  and  the  whilllc  blew; 
Then  in  a  bodkin  grac'd  her  mother's  hairs,  9^ 

Which  long  flie  wore,  and  now  Belinda  wears.) 

Boaft  not  my  fall,  he  cry'd,  infulting  (oc  I 
Thou  by  fome  other  fhalt  be  laid  as  low. 
Nor  think,  to  die  deicfts  my  loftv  mind  : 
All  that  I  dread  is  leaving  you  behind  !  I0« 

Rather  than  lb,  ah  let  me  Hill  furvivc, 
And  burn  in  Cupid'i  flames — but  burn  alive. 

Rcftorc 
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Reftove  the  Lock  !  Ihe  cries ;  and  all  around 
Reilorc  the  Lock  !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound. 
Not  fierce  Othello  in  fo  loud  a  llrain  105 

Roar'd  for  the  liandkerchicf  that  caus'd  his  pain. 
But  fee  how  oft'  ambitious  aims  are  crofs'd, 
^nd  chiefs  contend  till  vil  the  prize  is  loil  I 
The  Lock,  obtain'd  with  guilt,  and  kept  with  pain, 
In  ev'ry  place  is  fought,  but  fought  in  vain  :  1 1» 

With  fuch  a  prize  no  mortal  mufl  be  bleft. 
So  heav'n  decrees  !  with  heav'n  who  can  conteft  ? 

Some  thought  it  mounted  to  the  Lunar  fpherc. 
Since  all  thinsTS  lofl  on  earth  are  treafur'd  there. 
There  Heroes  wits  are  kept  in  pond'rous  vafes,  115 

And  Beaux  in  fnufF-boxes  and  tweezer-cafes. 
There  broken  vows,  and  death-bed  alms  are  found. 
And  lover's  hearts  with  ends  of  ribband  bound, 
The  courtier's  promifes,  and  lick  man's  pray'rs. 
The  fmiles  of  harlots,  and  the  .tears  of  heirs,  120 

Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea, 
Dry'd  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  cafuillry. 

But  trufl  the  Mufe flie  faw  it  upwardTtfe^ 

Tho'  mark'd  by  none  but  quick,  poetic  eyes  : 

(So  Rome's  great  founder  to  the  heav'ns  withdrew,      125 

To  Proculus  alone  confefs'd  in  view) 

A  fudden  Star,  it  fhot  thro'  liquid  air. 

And  drew  behind  a  radiant  trail  of  hair* 

Not  Berenice's  Locks  iirfl:  rofe  fo  bright, 

The  heav'ns  befpangling  with  difhevel'd  light.  130 

1"!ie  Sylphs  behold  it  kindling  as  it  flies. 

And  pleas'd  purfue  its  progrefs  thro'  the  Ikics. 

This  the  Beau-mondc  fhall  from  the  Mall  furvcy, 
And  hail  with  mufic  its  propitious  ray. 
This  the  bleft  Lover  fliall  for  Venus  take,  135 

And  fend  up  vows  from  Rofamonda's  lake. 
This  Partridge  *  foon  fhall  view  in  cloudlefs  Ikies, 
When  next  he  looks  thro'  Galilaco's  eyes ; 

•  JoI)n  Partriilge  was  a  ridiculous  Stai-oazrr,  who  in  his  Almanacks  every 
year,  never  failed  to  pr£di(ft  the  downfall    of  tli-  Pope,  and  the  King  of 
.Fianc£,'  then  at  war  with  the  EngiiOi, 

And 
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And  hence  th'  egregious  wizard  fliall  foredoom 
The  fate  of  Louis,  and  the  fall  of  Rome.  140 

Then  ceafe,  bright  Nymph  I  to  mourn  thy  ravifliM  hair. 
Which  adds  new  glory  to  the  fliining  fphcre  ! 
Not  all  the  treflVs  that  fair  head  can  boaft, 
Shall  draw  fuch  envy  as  the  Lock  you  loft. 
For,  after  all  the  murders  of  your  eye,  145 

When  after  millions  llain,  yourfclf  Ihall  die  ; 
AV'hen  thofc  fair  funs  Ihall  fct,  as  fct  they  muft. 
And  all  thofe  trelfcs  fliall  be  laid  in  duft  ; 
This  Lock,  the  Mule  fhall  confccratc  to  fame. 
And  'midft  the  ftars  infcribe  Belinda's  name.  150 
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"T  T  THAT  beck'ningghoft,  along  the  moonlight  fhade 
V  V      Invites  my  Heps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  ? 

'Tis  flic but  why  that  bleeding  bofom  gor'd, 

Why  dimly  gleams  the  vifionary  fword  ? 
Oh  ever  beauteous,  ever  friendly  !  tell,  5 

Is  it,  in  heav'n,  a  crime  to  love  too  well  ? 
To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart. 
To  aft  a  Lover's  or  a  Roman's  part  ? 
Is  there  no  bright  reverfion  in  the  fky. 
For  thole  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  die  ?  10 

Why 

*  Tliis  lady  is  fuppofl-d  to  have  been  tlie  fame  perfon  to  whom  the  chikc 
of  Butkingliam  addi  jT^d  i'omc  lines  on  her  intentions  of  retiring  into  a  mo- 
natlery-  This  dcfign  is  aho  hinted  at  in  one  of  Mr.  Pope's  letters  to  this 
lady 

bhe  '.vr.s  dillin^'^uiilKd,  as  Mr.  Rufflicad  obferves,  by  her  rank,  fortune, 
and  beauty,  and  was  comm'tted  to  the  guardianlhip  of  an  uncle,  who  gava 
htr  an  education  fuitablc  to  her  expeftations  :  but  while  (he  was  yet  very 
younp,  fhc  was  fuppofcd  to  have  entertained  ^partiality  for  a  young  gentle- 
man of  inferior  degree,  which  occafioned  htr  to  rtfufe  a  match  which  her 
guardian  propofcd  to  her. 

Jt  was  not  long  before  ber  correfpondencc  witli  this  gentleman  was  dilco" 
vered  by  means  of  fpies,  whom  her  guardian  had  employed  to  watch  over  her 
condufl :  and  when  lie  upbraided  her  with  this  fecret  intcrcourfe,  (he  had  too 
much  truth  and  honour  to  timy  the  charge. 

'I  he  vncle  finding  her  afTccftions  fo  rooted,  that  fii;  had  not  power  to  with- 
draw thcai,  forced  hsr  abroad,  where  (he  was  recuivcd  with  the  rcfpedt  due 
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Why  bad  yc  elfe,  ye  Pow'rs  !  her  foul  afpirc 
Above  the  vulcrar  riijrht  of  low  define  ? 
Ambition  iirft  fpriing  from  your  blcil  abodes; 
The  glorious  fault  of  Angels  and  of  Gods  : 
'1  hence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows,  15 

And  in  the  breads  of  Kings  and  Heroes  glows  ! 
Mod  fouls,  'tis  true,  but  peep  out  once  an  age, 
Dull  fullen  prisoners  in  tiie  body's  cage  : 
Dim  lights  of  life  that  burn  a  lenirth  of  vears, 
Ui'elefs,  unfeen,  as  lamps  in  fepulchrcs ;  20 

Like  Eaftern  Kings  a  lazy  ftate  they  keep, 
And  clofe  contin'd  in  their  own  palace  lleep. 

From  thefe  perhaps  (e'er  nature  bade  her  die) 
Fate  fnatch'd  her  early  to  the  pitying  Iky. 
As  into  air  the  purer  fpirits  flow,  25 

And  fep'ratc  from  their  kindred  dregs  below ; 
So  flew  the  foul  to  its  congenial  place, 
Nor  left  one  virtue  to  redeem  her  Race. 

But  thou,   falfe  guanlian  of  a  charge  too  good. 
Thou,  mean  dcferter  of  thy  brother's  blood  !  30 

See  on  thefe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
Thefe  checks,  now  fading  at  the  blafl  of  death  ; 
Cold  Is  that  breaft  which  warm'd  the  world  before. 
And  thofc  love-dartihg  eyes  mufl  roll  no  more. 

to  hfr  qu3lity,  but  confined  from  ihc  fight  of  every  one  but  tlio  dc-pi  ndants 
of  this  ri^id  guardian. 

Kcr  de. pond- nt  lover  tranfmiited  fcvcral  letters,  on  tlu-  fa'uli  of  r  paud 
afTurances  ihat  thi;y  would  be  privately  delivered  lo  her;  but  his  hopt>  were 
bflray-d,  ^nd  his  letters,  inftcad  of  jcin?  prefi-ntcd  to  theobj-etof  his  af- 
fedtions,  were  fcnt  to  England,  and  only  (  rvtd  to  re:;!  r  i'-r  confinement 
more  Hrait  and  fcverc. 

In  this  miterable  and  liopelefs  condi  Ion  (he  languifijcd  a  coifidcrablc  time, 
in  ficknrfs  and  forrow,  till  at  ltn;ih  'he  put  an  end  to  hir  lit>  v.irli  a  faord 
which  Ihe  bribed  a  woman-fcrvant  to  procure  her,  and  was  found  yet  warm 
upon  the  ground. 

Being  by  the  lawsof  tlic  place  denlfd  Chriftian  (Vpulrtire,  (he  was  intetrrd 
without  the  leaft  fulemnity,  being  cafl  into  the  common  carh  w^-hout  any 
mournful  attendants  to  perform  the  laft  duties  of  afF  d^tion,  and  onU  foliowcd 
by  fome  young  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  bcfircwcd  her  grave  wiih 
flow.rs. 

CL2  Thus 
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Thus,  if  Eternal  juftice  rules  the  ball,  ^K 

Thus  fliall  your  vvives,  and  thus  your  childre;i  fall  : 

On  all  the  line  a  fudden  vengeance  waits, 

And  frequent  herfes  fhall  beliege  your  gates. 

7  here  pallengers  fliall  ftand,   and  pointing  fay, 

(While  the  long  fun'jrals  blacken  all  the  way)  40 

Lo  thefe  were  they,  whole  fouls  the  Furies  fleel'd, 

And  curs'd  with  hearts  unknowing  how  to  yield. 

Thus  uniamented  pafs  the  proud  away, 

'I'hc  gaze  of  fools,  and  pageant  of  a  dav  ! 

So  perifli  all,  whofe  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  glow  45 

For  others  good,  or  melt  at  others  avoc. 

What  can  atone  (oh  ever-injur'd  fhade  !) 
Thy  fate  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid  ? 
No  friend's  complaint,   no  kind  domeftic  tear 
Pleas'd  thy  pale  ghoil,  or  grac'd  thy  mournful  bier.       50 
By  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  decent  limbs  oompos'd, 
By  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd. 
By  ftrangers  honour'd,  and  by  ftrangers  mourn'd  ! 
What  tho'  no  friends  in  fable  weeds  appear,  55 

Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year, 
And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe 
To  midnight  dances,  and  the  public  fliow  I 
What  tho'  no  weeping  Loves  thy  aflies  grace. 
Nor  polifli'd  marble  emulate  thy  face  ?  60 

What  tho'  no  facred  earth  allow  thee  room. 
Nor  hallow'd  dirge  be  mutter'd  o'er  thy  tomb  ? 
Yet  fhall  thy  grave  with  riling  flow'rs  be  drcft, 
And  the  grton  turf  lie  lightly  on  thy  breaft : 
1'hcre  lliall  the  Morn  her  earlieft  tears  beftow,  65 

There  the  firft  rofes  of  the  year  fhall  blow  ; 
While  Angels  with  their  filvcr  v.'ings  o'erfliade 
The  ground,   now  facred  by  thy  reliques  made. 

So  peaceful  rcfts,  without  a  ftonc,  a  name, 
\Vhat  once  had  beauty,  titles,  wealth,  and  fame.         70 
How  lov'd,  how  honour'd  once,  avails  thcc  not, 
To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot ; 

A  heap 
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A  heap  of  duft  alone  remains  of  thee, 

'Tis  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  Ihall  he  ! 

Poets  thcmlclvcs  muft  fall,  like  thole  they  Tung,       75 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue. 
Ev'n  he,  whole  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays. 
Shall  Ihortly  want  the  gcn'rous  tear  he  pays ; 
Then  froin  his  clofing  eyes  thy  form  ti>all  part. 
And  the  lafl  pang  Iha'l  tear  thee  from  his  heart,  80 

Life's  idle  bulincrs  at  one  galp  be  o'er, 
I'he  Mufe  forgot,  aad  thou  bclov'd  no  mere. 
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Mr.  xA.ddison's  Tragedy  of  CATO. 

To  wake  tlie  foul  by  tender  flrokcs  of  art, 
To  raife  the  genius,  and  to  mend  tlie  heart ; 
To  make  mankind,  in  confcious  virtue  bold, 
T^ive  o'er  each  fcene,  and  be  what  they  behold  : 
For  this  the  Tragic  Mufe  firll  trod  the  ftagc,  5 

Commanding  tears  to  ftream  thro'  ev'ry  age  ; 
Tyrants  no  more  their  favage  nature  kept. 
And  foes  to  virtue  wonder'd  how  they  wept. 
Our  auihor  fliuns  by  vulgar  fprings  to  move, 
The  hero's  glory,  or  the  virgin's  love  ;  10 

In  pitying  Love,  we  but  our  weakncfs  fhow. 
And  wild  ambition  well  dcfervcs  ii.b  woe. 
Here  tears  fliall  flow  from  a  more  gen'rous  caufe, 
Such  Tears  as  Patriots  filed  for  dying  Laws  : 
He  bids  your  brcafts  'vith  ancient  ar'our  rife,  15 

And  calls  forth  Roman  drops  from  Britilh  eyes. 

3  Virtue 


ii8  PROLOGUE   TO    CATO. 

Virtue  confefs'd  in  human  fliape  he  draws. 

What  Plato  thought,  and  godlike  Cato  was : 

No  commort  objeft  to  your  fight  difplays, 

But  what  with  pleafure  Heav'n  itfelf  furveys,  20 

A  brave  maa  flruggling  in  the  ftorms  of  fate. 

And  greatly  falling  Vvlth  a  falling  liate. 

While  Cato  gives  his  little  Senate  laws, 

What  bofom  beats  not  in  his  Country's  caufe  ?. 

Who  fees  him  aft,  but  envies  ev'ry  deed  ?  25 

Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wifb  to  bleed  ? 

Ev'n  when  proud  Caviar  'midft  triumphal  cars, 

The  fpoils  of  nations,  and  the  pomp  of  wars. 

Ignobly  vain  and  impotently  great, 

Show'd  Rome  her  Cato's  figure  drawn  in  Hate  ;  30 

As  her  dead  Father's  rcv'rend  image  paft. 

The  pomp  was  darken'd,  and  the  day  o'ercaft; 

The  Triumph  ceas'd,  tears  guili'd  from  ev'ry  eye  ; 

The  World's  great  Viftor  pafs'd  unheeded  by  ; 

Her  laft  good  man  dejefted  Rome  ador'd,  35 

And  honour'd  Ccefar's  lefs  than  Cato's  fword. 

Britons  attend  :  be  worth  like  this  approv'd, 
And  fhow,  you  have  the  virtue  to  be  mov'd. 
With  honeft  fcorn  the  firft  fam'd  Cato  viev/d 
Rome  learning  arts  from  Greece,  whom  fhe  fubdu'd  ;    40 
Our  fcene  precarioufly  fubfifts  too  long 
On  French  tranflation,  and  Italian  fong. 
Dare  to  have  fenfe  yourfelves ;  affert  the  ftage, 
Ik  juftly  warm'd  with  your  own  native  rage  : 
Such  Plays  alone  fhould  pleafe  a  Britiili  ear,  45 

As  Cato's  fclf  had  not  difdain'd  to  hear. 


E  P  I- 
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Mr.    Rowe's    jane    SHORE. 

Defi^ned  for  Mrs.  Olufield. 


PRodio;ious  this !  the  frail  one  of  our  play 
From  her  own  Sex  fliould  mercy  find  to-day  ! 
You  might  have  held  the  pretty  head  afide, 
Pcep'd  in  your  fans,  been  ferious,  thus,  and  cry'd. 
The  Play  may  pals — but  that  ftrange  creature,  Shore,  5 

I  can't indeed  now 1  fo  hate  a  whore — 

Tuft  as  a  blockhead  rubs  his  though tlefs  Ikull, 

And  thanks  his  ftars  he  was  not  born  a  fool ; 

So  from  a  fifter  finner  you  fhall  hear, 

*'  How  ftrangely  you  expofe  yourfclf,  my  dear?"        10 

But  let  me  die,  all  raillery  apart. 

Our  fex  are  ftill  forgiving  at  their  heart ; 

And  did  not  wicked  cuflom  fo  contrive, 

We'd  be  the  beft,  good-natur'd  things  alive. 

There  are,  'tis  true,  who  tell  another  talc,  15 

That  virtuous  ladies  envy  while  they  rail  : 
Such  rage  without  betrays  the  fire  within; 
In  lome  clofe  corner  of  the  Ibul,  they  fin, 
StiM  hoarding  up,  moft  fcandaioully  nice, 
Amidil  their  virtues  a  referve  of  vice.  ao 

The  godly  dame,  who  fleflily  faihngs  damns, 
Scolds  with  hvir  maid,  or  with  her  chaplain  crams. 

Wou'd 
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Wou'd  you  enjoy  foft  nights  and  folid  dinners  ? 
Faith,  gallants,  board  with  faints,  and  bed  with  iinncrs. 

Well,  if  our  Author  in  the  Wife  oiTends,  25 

He  has  a  Hufband  that  will  make  amends  : 
He  draws  him  gentle,   tender,   and  forgiving, 
And  fure  fuch  kind  good  creatures  may  be  living. 
In  days  of  old,  they  pardon'd  breach  of  vows, 
Stern  Cato's  felf  was  no  relentlefs  fpoufe  :  30 

Plu Plutarch,  what's  his  name,  that  writes  his  life  ? 

Tells  us,  that  Cato  dearly  lov'd  his  wife  : 

Yet  if  a  friend,  a  night  or  fo,  fhould  need  her, 

He'd  recommend  her,  as  a  fpecial  breeder. 

To  lend  a  wife,  few  here  would  fcruple  make,  35 

But  pray  which  of  you  all  would  take  her  back  ? 

Tho'  with  the  Stoic  Chief  our  ftage  may  ring. 

The  Stoic  Hufband  was  the  glorious  thing. 

The  man  had  courage,  was  a  fage,  'tis  true. 

And  lov'd  his  country — but  what's  that  to  you  ?  40 

Thofe  ftrange  examples  ne'er  were  made  to  fit  ye, 

But  the  kind  cuckold  might  inftruft  the  City  ; 

There,  many  an  honeft  man  may  copy  Cato, 

Who  ne'er  faw  naked  fword,  or  look'd  in  Plato. 

If,  after  all,  you  think  it  a  difgrace,  45 

That  Edward's  Mifs  tlius  perks  it  in  your  face  ; 
To  fee  a  piece  of  failing  flcfh  and  blood. 
In  all  the  reft  fo  impudently  good  ; 
Faith,  let  the  modeft  Matrons  of  the  town. 
Come  here  in  crouds,  and  Hare  the  llrumpet  down.         50 
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SAY,  lovely  youth,  that  do'ft  my  heart  command. 
Can  Phaon's  eyes  forget  his  Sappho's  hand  ? 
Muft  then  her  Name  the  wretched  writer  prove. 
To  thy  remembrance  loft,  as  to  thy  love  ? 
Aik  not  the  caufe  that  I  new  numbers  chufe,  ^ 

The  Lute  neglcfted,  and  the  Lyric  mufe  ; 
Love  taught  my  tears  in  faddcr  notes  to  flow, 
And  tun'd  my  heart  to  Elegies  of  woe. 
I  burn,  I  burn,  as  when  thro'  ripen'd  corn 
By  driving  winds  the  tpreading  flames  arc  born  !  lo 

Phaon  to  ^Etna's  Icorching  fields  retires, 
While  I  confume  with  more  than  ^Etna's  fires  ! 
No  more  my  foul  a  charm  in  mufic  finds, 
Mufic  has  charms  alone  for  peaceful  minds. 
Soft  fcenes  of  folitude  no  more  can  pleafc,  I^ 

Love  enters  there,  and  I'm  my  own  difcafe. 
No  more  the  Leibian  dames  my  paflion  move, 
Once  the  dear  objefts  of  my  guilty  love  ; 
All  other  loves  are  loft  in  only  thine, 
Ah  youth  ungrateful  to  a  flame  like  mine  !  20 

\Vhom  would  not  all  thofe  blooming  charms  furprizc, 
Thofe  heav'nly  looks,  and  dear,  deluding  eyes  ? 
The  harp  and  bow  would  you  like  Phoebus  bear, 
A  brighter  Phoebus,   Phaon  might  appear  ; 

R  2  \S'ouU 
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Would  yon  with  ivy  wreath  your  flowing  hair,-  25 

Not  Bacchus'  ielf  with  Phaon  could  compare  : 

Yet  Phoebus  lov'd,  and  Bacchus  felt  the  flame, 

One  Daphne  warm'd,  and  one  the  Cretan  dame. 

Nymphs  that  in  verfe  no  more  could  rival  me. 

Than  ev'n  thole  Gods  contend  in  charms  with  thee.       30 

The  Mufes  teach  me  all  their  fofteft  lays. 

And  the  wide  world  refounds  with  Sappho's  praiTe. 

Tho'  great  Alcsus  more  fublimely  lings, 

And  ftrikes  Avith  bolder  rage  the  founding  ftrings, 

No  lefs  renown  attends  the  moving  lyre,  3^ 

Which  Venus  tunes,  and  all  her  loves  infpire. 

To  me  what  nature  has  in  charms  deny'd, 

Is  wtU  by  wit's  m.ore  lafting  charms  fupply'd. 

Tho'  fliort  my  ftature,  yet  my  name  extends- 

To  heav'n  itfelf,  and  earth's  remoteft  ends.  40- 

Brown  as  I  am,  an  Ethiopian  dame 

Infpir'd  young  Perfeus  with  a  gen'rous  flame* 

Turtles  and  doves  of  dift'ring  hues,  unite, 

And  gloffy  jett  is  pair'd  with  fhining  white. 

If  to  no  charms  thou  wilt  thy  heart  relign,  4-5- 

But  fuch  as  merit,  fuch  as  equal  thine. 

By  none  alas !  by  none  thou  can'fl:  be  mov'd,. 

phaon  alone  by  Phaon  muft  be  lov'd  ! 

Yet  once  thy  Sappho  could  thy  cares  employ. 

Once  in  her  arms  you  center'd  all  your  joy  :  50 

Still  all  thofe  joys  to  my  remembrance  move^ 

For  oh  !  how  vaft  a  memory  has  Love  ? 

My  mufic,  then,  you  could  for  ever  hear, 

And  all  my  words  were  mufic  to  your  ear. 

You  ftop'd  with  kilies  my  inchanting  tongue,  55, 

And  found  my  killcs  fweeter  than  my  fong. 

In  all  I  pleas'd,  but  moft  in  what  was  befb^ 

And  the  lafl:  joy  was  dearer  than  the  reft. 

Then  with  each  word,  each  glance,  each  motion  flr'd. 

You  ftill  enjoy'd,  and  yet  you  ftill  deiir'd,  &a 

Till  all  diflolving  in  the  trance  we  lay. 

And  in  tumultuous  raptures  dy'd  aw:iy. 

The 
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The  fair  Sicilians  now  thy  ibul  inflame  ; 

Wliy  was  I  horn,  ye  GoJs,  a  Lcibiaa  tiame  ? 

But  ah  beware,  Sicilian  nYn^j>hs !  aor  boalt  65 

That  wanJ'ring  heart  which  1  10  lately  loll ; 

Nor  be  with  ail  thole  tcnipting  worJj  abus'd, 

Thofc  tempting  worJs  were  all  to  Sapjriia  us'd. 

And  vou  that  rule  Sicilia's  happy  plains. 

Have  pity,  Venus,  on  your  Poet's  j>ains  !  70 

Shall  fortune  lllU  in  one  laJ  tenor  run. 

And  ftill  increail-  the  woes  io  foon  begun? 

Enur'd  to  forrow  from  my  tender  years. 

My  parent's  albcs  drank  my  early  tears-: 

My  brother  next,  neglcfting  wealth  and  fame,  75 

Ignobly  burn'd  in  a  dellrudl;ve  tiame  : 

An  infant  daughter  late  my  griefs  in:-rcas'd. 

And  all  a  mother's  cares  diftra6\  my  hrjull. 

Alas,  what  more  could  fate  itfclf  impofc. 

But  thee,  the  laft  and  greateft  of  my  woes  >  80 

No  more  my  robes  in  waving  purple  How, 

Nor  on  my  hand  the  fparkling  diamonds  glow; 

No  more  my  locks  in  ringlets  curlM  diifufc 

The  coftly  fweetnefs  of  Arabian  dcwi. 

Nor  braids  of  gold  the  vary'd  trefl'es  bind,  85 

That  fly  diforder'd  vnth  the  wanton  wind  : 

For  whom  Ibould  Sappho  ufe  fuch  arts  as  thcfe^? 

He's  gone,  whom  only  flie  dciu'd  to  plcal"::  ! 

Cupid's  light  darts  my  tender  bofom  move. 

Still  is  there  caufe  for  Sappho  ftill  to  love  :  90 

So  from  my  birth  the  Sifters  fix'd  my  doom> 

And  gave  to  Venus  all  my  life  to  come; 

Or  while  my  Muic  in  melting  notes  complains. 

My  yielding  heart  keeps  meafure  to  my  ftrains. 

By  charms  like  thine  which  all  my  foul  have  won,  95 

Who  might  not — ah  I  who  would  not  be  undone  ? 

f'or  thofe  Aurora  Cephalus  might  fcorn. 

And  with  frelh  blufhts  paint  the  conlcious  morn. 

For  thofe  might  Cynthia  lengthen  Phaon's  lleep, 

And  bid  Endymion  nightly  tend  his  flicep.  100 
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Venus  for  thofe  had  rapt  tliee  to  the  Iklcs, 

But  Mars  on  thee  might  look  with  Venus'  eyes. 

O  fcarce  a  youth,  yet  fcarce  a  tender  boy  ! 

O  ufeful  time  for  lovers  to  employ  ! 

Pride  of  thy  age,  and  glory  of  thy  race,    '  105 

Come  to  thefe  amis,  and  melt  in  this  embrace  ! 

The  vows  you  never  v/ill  return,  receive ; 

And  take  at  leaft  the  love  you  will  not  give. 

See,  while  I  write,  my  words  are  loft  in  tears ; 

The  lefs  my  fenfe,  the  more  my  love  appears.  1 10 

Sure  'twas  not  much  to  bid  one  kind  adieu, 

(At  leaft  to  feign  was  never  hard  to  you) 

Farewel  my  Lelbian  love,  you  might  have  faid, 

Or  coldly  thus,  farewel  oh  Lefbian  maid  ! 

No  tear  did  you,  no  parting  kifs  receive,  1 15 

Nor  knew  I  then  how  much  I  was  to  grieve. 

No  lover's  gift  your  Sappho  coukl  confer, 

And  wrongs  and  woes  were  all  you  left  with  her. 

No  charge  I  gave  you,  and  no  charge  could  give, 

But  this,  be  mindful  of  our  loves,  and  live.  120 

Now  by  the  Nine,  thofe  pow'rs  ador'd  by  me, 

And  Love,  the  God  that  ever  waits  on  thee. 

When  firft  I  heard  (from  whom  I  hardly  knew) 

That  you  were  fled,  and  all  my  joys  with  you. 

Like  fome  fad  ftatue,  fpeechlefs,  pale,  I  flood,  125 

Grief  chill'd  my  breaft,  and  ftopp'd  my  freezing  blood, 

No  ligh  to  rife,  no  tear  had  pow'r  to  flow, 

Fix'd  in  a  ftupid  lethargy  of  woe  : 

But  when  its  way  tli'  impetuous  paffion  found, 

I  rend  my  treffes,  and  my  breaft  I  wound,  13* 

I  rave,  then  weep,  I  curfe,  and  then  complain. 

Now  fwell  to  rage,  now  melt  in  tears  again. 

Not  fiercer  pangs  diftraft  the  mournful  dame, 

Whofe  firft-born  infant  feeds  the  fun'ral  flame. 

My  fcornful  brother  with  a  fmile  appears,  135 

Infults  my  woes,  and  triumphs  in  my  tears. 

His  hated  image  ever  haunts  my  eyes, 

And  why  this  grief?  thy  daughter  lives,  he  cries. 

Stunj 
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Stung  with  my  love,  and  furious  witli  dcfpair, 

All  torn  my  garments,  and  my  bofoni  bare,  140 

My  woes,  thy  crimes,  I  to  tlic  world  proclaim ; 

Such  inconfiilent  things  are  love  and  lliamc  ! 

'Tis  thou  art  all  my  care  and  my  delight, 

My  daily  longing,  and  aiy  dream  by  night : 

Oh  night  more  plcaling  than  the  brighteil  day,  14c 

When  fancy  gives  what  abfcnce  takes  away, 

And  drels'd  in  all  its  vil'.onary  charms, 

Rcftores  my  fair  deferter  to  my  arms  ! 

Then  round  your  neck  in  wanton  wreaths  I  twine, 

Then  you,  mjtiiinks,  as  fondly  circle  mine  :  150 

A  thoufand  tender  words  I  hear  and  fpcak  ; 

A  thoufand  melting  kilTcs,  give,  and  take  : 

Then  fiercer  joys — I  blufh  to  mention  thefe. 

Yet  while  I  blulh,  confefs  how  much  they  pleafe. 

But  when,  with  day,  the  fwcct  delufions  liy,  i  rj 

And  all  things  wake  to  life,  and  joy,  but  I, 

As  if  once  more  forfaken,  I  complain, 

And  clofe  my  eyes,  to  dream  of  you  again  : 

Then  frantic  rife,  and  like  fome  Fury  rove 

Thro'  lonely  plains,  and  thro'  the  lilent  grove,  160 

As  if  the  filent  grove,  and  lonely  plains 

That  knew  my  pleafu.^s,  could  relieve  my  pains. 

I  view  the  Grotto,  once  the  fcene  of  love. 

The  rocks  around,  the  hanging  roofs  above. 

That  charm'd  me  more,  witli  native  mofs  o'ergrown. 

Than  Phrygian  marble,  or  the  Parian  {lone.  166 

I  find  the  fliai^s  that  veil'd  our  joys  before. 

But,  Phaongone,  thofc  fliades  delight  no  more. 

Here  the  prefs'd  herbs  with  bending  tops  betray 

Where  oft'  entwin'd  in  am'rous  folds  we  lay  ;  170 

1  kiis  that  earth  which  once  was  prefs'd  by  you. 

And  all  with  tears  the  with'ring  herbs  bedew. 

for  ihee  the  fading  trees  appear  to  mourn, 

And  birds  defer  their  fongs  till  thy  return  : 

Night  lliadcs  the  groves,  and  all  in  lilence  lie,  175 

All,  but  the  mournful  Philomel  and  I  : 

With 
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With  mourni'ul  Philomel  I  join  my  ftrain. 
Of  Tereus  fhc,  of  Pliaon  I  complain. 

A  fpring  there  is,   whofe  filver  waters  fhow 
Clear  as  a  glafs,  the  fining  fancls  below  ;  iS^ 

A  flow'ry  Lotos  fpreads  its  arms  above, 
Shades  all  the  banks,  and  feems  itfelf  a  grove  ; 
Eternal  greens  the  moffy  margin  grace, 
Watch'd  by  the  fyivan  Genius  of  the  place. 
Here  as  I  lay,  and  fwell'd  with  tears  the  flood,  iZ^ 

Before  my  fight  a  wat'ry  Virgin  flood, 
She  flood  and  cry'd,  "  O  you  that  love  In  vain  ! 
«'  Fly  hence,  and  feek  the  fair  Leucadian  main ; 
*'  There  Hands  a  rock  from  whofc  impending  fteep 
<*  Apollo's  fane  furveys  the  rolling  deep  ;  icjO 

"  There  injur'd  lovers  leaping  from  above, 
<*  Their  flames  extinguifh,  and  forget  to  love. 
<«  Deucalion  once  with  hopelels  fury  burn'd, 
<*  In  vain  he  lov'd,  relentlefs  Pyrrha  fcorn'd  ; 
<'  But  when  from  hence  he  plung'd  into  the  main,        195 
<'  Deucalion  fcorn'd,  and  Pyrrha  lov'd  in  vain. 
•*  Hafte  Sappho,  hafl:e,  from  high  Leucadia  throw 
**  Thy  wretched  weight,  nor  dread  the  deeps  below  !'* 
She  fpoke,  and  vanilh'd  with  the  voice — I  rife, 
And  fllent  tears  fall  trickling  from  my  eyes.  zo9 

I  o-o,  ye  Nymphs  !  thofe  rocks  and  feas  to  prove  ; 
How  much  I  fear,  but  ah,  how  much  I  love  ! 
I  o-o,  ye  Nymphs  !  where  furious  love  infpires ; 
J^et  female  fears  fubmit  to  female  fires. 
To  rocks  and  feas  I  fly  from  Phaon's  hate^  205 

And  hope  from  feas  and  rocks  a  milder  fate. 
Ye  gentle  gales,  beneath  my  body  blow. 
And  foftly  lay  me  on  the  waves  below  ! 
And  thou,  kind  Love,  my  finking  limbs  fufliain. 
Spread  thy  foft  wings,  and  waft  me  o'er  the  main,    210 
Nor  let  a  Lover's  death  the  guiltlefs  flood  profane  ! 
On  Phoebus'  fhrine  my  harp  Fll  then  bellow. 
And  this  infcription  fliall  be  plac'd  below, 

*«  Here 
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*<  Here  Hie  who  fuh^,'  to  Kim  tliat  di'<i  ihfpire, 
*'  Sappho  to  Phoebus  confecrates  her  Lyre  ;  215 

"  What  fuits  v/ith  Sappho,  Phoebus,  fults  with  thee  ; 
**  The  gift,  the  giver,  and  the  God  agree." 

But  why,   alas,  relentlefs  youth,  ah  why 
To  diftant  feas  muft  tender  Sappho  fly  ? 
Thy  charms  than  thofe  may  far  more  pow'rful  be,        223 
And  Phoebus'  fclf  is  Icfs  a  God  to  me. 
Ah  !  can'fl  thou  doom  me  to  the  rocks  and  lea, 
O  far  more  faithlels  and  more  hard  than  thev  ? 
Ah  I   can'ft  thou  rather  fee  this  tender  bieaft 
Dafli'd  on  thofe  rocks,  than  to  thy  bofom  preft  ?         225 
This  breaft  which  once,  in  vain  !  you  lik'd  lb  well ; 
Where  the  Loves  play'd,  and  where  the  Mufes  dwell. 
Alas  !  the  Mufes  now  no  more  inlpirc, 
Untun'd  my  lute,  and  filent  is  my  lyre, 
My  languid  numbers  have  forgot  to  flow,  230 

And  fancy  links  beneath  a  weight  of  woe. 
Ve  Leibian  virgins,  and  ye  Lclbian  dames, 
Thc.Tics  of  my  verlc,  and  objci^s  of  mv  flames, 
No  more  your  groves  with  my  glad  longs  ihali  ring, 
No  more  thefe  hands  Ihall  touch  the  trcmblin<T  ftrino- : 
My  Phaon's  fled,  and  I  thofe  arts  rclign.  236 

{Wretch  that  I  am,  to  call  that  Phaon  mine  !) 
Return,  fair  youth,  return,  and  bring  along 
Joy  to  my  foul,  and  vigour  to  my  fong  : 
Abfent  from  thee,  the  Poet's  flame  expires,  240 

But  ah  !  how  fiercely  burn  the  Lover's  fires  ? 
Gods  I  can  no  pray'rs,  no  fighs,  no  numbers  move 
One  favage  heart,  or  .teach  it  how  to  love  ? 
The  winds  ray  pray'rs,  my  fighs,  my  numbers  bear, 
The  flying  vvinds  have  loft  them  all  in  air  !  245 

Oh  when,  alas  !  fhall  more  aufpicious  gales 
To  thefe  f^d  eyes  reftore  thy  welcome  fails  ? 
If  you  return — ah  why  thefe  long  delays  ? 
Poor  Sappho  dies,  while  carelefs  Phaon  ftays. 
O  launch  thy  bark,  nor  fear  the  wat'ry  plain  ;  253 

Venus  for  thee  iliall  fmooth  her  native  main. 
Vol.  L  S  O  launc'a 
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O  launch  thy  bark,  lecurc  of  profp'rous  gales; 

Cupid  for  thee  fhall  fpread  the  fwelling  fails. 

If  you  will  fly — (yet  ah  !  what  caufe  can  be. 

Too  cruel  youth,  that  you  fhould  fly  from  mc  ?)       255 

If  not  from  Phaon  I  muft  hope  for  eafe. 

Ah  let  me  feek  ic  from  the  raging  feas : 

To  raging  feas  unpity'd  I'll  x-emove, 

And  either  ceafe  to  live,  or  ceafe  to  love  I 
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The     ARGUMENT. 


ABEL  ARD  and  Elolfa  flouriflied  in  the  twelfth  cen- 
tury ;  they-wcre  two  of  the  moll  diftinguilned  per- 
fons  of  their  age  in  learning  and"  beauty,  but  for  nothing 
more  famous  than  for  their  unfortunate  paffion.  After 
a  long  courfe  of  calamities,  they  retired  each  to  a  fe- 
veral^convent,  and  confecrated  the  remainder  of  their 
days  to  religion.  It  was  many  years  after  this  fepavation, 
that  a  letter  of  Abelard's  to  a  friend,  which  contained 
the  hiftory  of  his  misfortune,  fell  into  the  hands  of 
Eloifa.  This  awakening  all  her  tendernefs,  occafioned 
thofe  celebrated  letters  \ont  of  which  the  following  is 
partly  extraaed)  which  give  fo  lively  a  pifture  of  the 
<lruf  gl€s  of  grace  and  nature,  yirtue  and  paffion. 
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IN  thcle  deep  foUtudes  and  awful  cells, 
Where  her.v'nly-penilve,  contemplation  dwells, 
And  ever-muling  melancholy  reigns ; 
What  means  this  tumult  in  a  Veftal's  veins  ? 
Why  rove  my  thoughts  bcvond  this  laft  retreat  ?  5 

Why  feels  my  heart  its  long-forgotten  heat  ? 
Yet,  yet  I  love  ! — From  Abclard  it  came. 
And  Eloifa  yet  muft  kifs  the  name. 

Dear  fatal  name  !  reft  ever  unreveal'd. 
Nor  pafs  thefe  lips  in  holy  filence  fcalM  :  19 

Hide  it,  my  heart,  »vlthin  that  clofe  diigulfc, 
Wliere  mix'd  with  God's,  his  lov'd  Idea  lies : 
Oh  write  it  not,  my  hand — the  nanv"!  appears 
Already  written — wafli  it  out,  my  tears  ! 
In  vain  loft  Eloifa  weeps  and  prays,  i^ 

Her  heart  ftill  diftates,  and  her  hand  obeys. 

Relentlefs  walls  !  whofe  darkfomc  round  contains 
Repentant  fighs,  and  voluntary  pains  : 
Ye  rugged  rocks  !  which  holy  knees  have  worn; 
Ye  grots  and  caverns  fhagg'd  with  horrid  thorn  !  »0 

Shrines !  where  their  vigils  pale-cy'd  virgins  keep, 
And  pitying  faints,  whole  ftatucs  learn  to  weep  ! 
Tho'  cold  like  you,  unmovM  and  filcnt  grown, 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  myfelf  to  ftonc. 
All  is  not  Hcav'n's,  while  Abclard  has  part,  25 

Still  rebel  nature  holds  out  hajf  my  heart ; 

Nor 
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Nor  pray'rs  nor  falis  its  ftubborn  pulfe  reftrain. 
Nor  tears,   for  ages,   tauglit  to  flow  in  vain. 

Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclofe, 
That  v.cll -known  name  awakens  all  my  woes.  30 

Oh  name  for  ever  fad  !   for  ever  dear  ! 
Still  breath'd  in  fighs,  flill  ufher'd  with  a  tear. 
I  tremble  too  where'er  my  own  I  find, 
Some  dire  misfortune  follows  clofe  behind. 
Line  after  line  my  gufliing  eyes  o'erflow,  35 

Led  thi"o'  a  fad  variety  of  woe  : 
Now  warm  in  love,  now  Vv^ith'ring  in  my  bloom. 
Loft  in  a  convent's  folitary  gloom  ! 
Tiiere  ftern  religion  quench'd  th'  ■unwilling  flame, 
There  dy'd  the  b6ft  of  pafiions,  love  and  fame.  40 

Yet  write,  oh  write  me  all,  that  Lmay  join 
Griefs  to  thy  griefs,  and  echo  fighs  to  thin^. 
Nor  foes  nor  fortune  take  this  pow'r  away  ; 
And  is  my  Abelard  lefs  kind  than  they  ? 
Tears  ftill  are  mine,  and  thofe  I  need  not  fpare,  45 

Love  but  demands  what  elfe  were  fhed  in  pray'r  ; 
No  happier  tafK.  thefe  fa^ded  eyes  purfue  ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  they  now  can  do. 

Then  (hare  thy  pain,   allow  that  fad  relief; 
Ah,  more  than  Ihare  it !  give  me  all  thy  grief.  50 

Heav'n  firft  taught  letters  for  forae  wretch's  aid. 
Some  banifli'd  lover,  or  fome  captive  maid  ; 
They  live,  they  fpeak,  they  breathe  what  love  infpires, 
Warm  from  the  foul,  and  faithful  to  its  fires, 
The  virgin's  wifh  without  her  fears  impart,  55 

Excufe  the  blufli,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart, 
Speed  the  foft  intercourfe  from  foul  to  foul. 
And  waft  a  figh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

Thou  know'ft  how  guiltlcfs  firft  I  met  thy  flame, 
When  Love  approach'd  me  under  Fricndfliip's  name;  60 
jMy  fancy  form'd  thee  of  angelic  kind, 
Some  emanation  of  th'  all-beauteous  mind, 
'i'hofe  fmiling  eyes,  attei^ip'rlng  ev'ry  ray, 
Shone  fweetly  lambcct  with  cckilial  day. 

Guiltlcfs 
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Gulltlefs  I  gaz.\l ;  hcav'n  lillcnM  while  you  i'l.ng  ;         65 
And  truths  *  divine  came  mended  from  that  tona:ue. 
From  lips  like  tiiole  what  precept  fail'd  to  move  ? 
Too  foon  they  taught  me  'twas  no  fm  to  love  ; 
Back  thro'  the  paths  of  ploaftng  fcnle  I  ran, 
Nor  wifliM  an  Angel  whom  I  lov'd  a  man.  70 

Dim  and  remote  the  joys  of  faints  I  fee  ; 
Nor  envy  them  that  hcav'n  I  lolc  for  thei.-. 

How  oft',  when  prcft  to  marriage,  have  I  faid, 
Curfe  on  all  laws  but  thofc  which  love  has  made  ? 
Love,  free  as  air,  at  light  of  human  tics,  7^ 

Spreads  his  light  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies. 
Let  wealth,  let  honour,  wait  the  wedded  dame, 
Augi.ft  her  deed,   and  facred  be  her  fame  ; 
Before  true  paiflon  all  thoi'e  views  remove, 
Fame,  wealth,  and  honour  !  what  are  you  to  love  ?     80 
The  jealous  God,  when  wc  profane  his  tires, 
Thofc  reftlefs  paflions  in  revenge  inipires. 
And  bids  them  make  miftakcn  mortals  groan. 
Who  feek  in  love  for  ought  but  love  alone. 
Should  at  my  feet  the  world's  great  mafter  Hill,  85 

Himfelf,  his  throne,  his  world,  I'd  fcorn  em  all : 
Not  Caefar's  emprefs  wou'd  I  deign  to  prove ; 
No,  make  nie  miftrcis  to  the  man  I  love ; 
If  there  be  yet  another  name,  more  free, 
More  fond  than  Miftrefs,  make  me  that  to  thee  !  50 

Oh  happy  ftate  !  when  fouls  each  other  draw, 
When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature,  law  : 
All  then  is 'full,  palicHmg,  and  poflcfs'd, 
No  craving  void  left  aking  in  the  breift  : 
Ev'n  thought  meets  thougiu,  e'er  from  the  lips  it  part,    95 
And  each  warm  wilh  iprings  mutual  from  the  heart. 
This  fure  is  biifs  (if  blifs  on  earth  there  be) 
And  once  the  lot  of  Abelard  and  mc. 

Alas  how  chang'd  !  what  fudden  horrors  rife  ? 
A  naked  loyer  bound  and  bleeding  lies  !  lOfi 

Where,  where  was  Eloife  ?  her  voice,  her  hand, 
^icr  poniard,  had  oppos'd  the  dire  ccmmand. 

^  He  N^as  her  Frcce^tor  ia  Pi.iio.-.phy  and  L  jviaity. 
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Barbarian  ftay  !  that  bloody  ftroke  reftrain  : 

The  crime  was  common,  common  be  the  pain. 

I  can  no  more;  by  ihame,  by  rage  fupprefsM,  165 

Let  tears,  and  burning  blufhes  fpcak  the  reft. 

Canft  thou  forget  that  fad,  that  folemn  day, 
Wlicn  victims  at  yon'  altar's  foot  we  lay  ? 
Canft  tliou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell, 
^V'hcn,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  ?   no 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kiib'd  the  facred  veil, 
The  fhrines  all  trembled,  and  the  lamps  grew  pale  : 
Heav'n  fcarce  l>eliev'd  the  conqueft  it  furvcy'd. 
And  foints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 
Yet  then,  to  thofe  dread  altars  as  I  drew,  115 

Not  on  the  crols  my  eyes  were  fix'd,  but  you  : 
Not  grace,  or  zeal,  love  only  was  my  call, 
And  if  I  lofe  thy  love,  I  lofe  my  all. 
Cornel  with  thy  looks,  thy  words,  relieve  my  woe; 
Thofe  ftill  at  leaft  are  left  thee  to  beftow.  iiQ 

Still  on  that  breaft  enamour'd  let  me  lie. 
Still  drink  delicious  poifon  from  thy  eye, 
Pant  on  thy  lip,  and  to  thy  heart  be  prefs'd  ; 
Cnvc  all  thou  canft — and  let  me  dream  the  reft. 
Ah  no  !  inftruft  me  other  joys  to  prize,  125 

With  other  beauties  charm  my  partial  eyes. 
Full  in  my  viewfet  all  the  bright  abode, 
And  make  my  foul  quit  Abelard  for  God, 

Ah  think  at  leaft  thy  flock  dcfervesthy  care, 
Plants  of  thy  hand,  and  childj-en  of  thy  pray'r,  13O 

From  the  falfe  world  in  early  youth  they  lied. 
By  thee  to  mountains,  wilds,  and  deferts  led. 
You  *  rais'd  thefe  hallow'd  walls  ;  the  defcrt  fmil'd. 
And  Paradife  was  open'd  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  faw  his  father's  ftores  135 

Our  fluines  irradiate,  or  emblaze  the  floors  j 
Ko  ftlver  faints,  by  dying  mifers  given, 
Here  brilvd  the  rage  of  ill-requited  heav'n  : 
But  fuch  plain  roofs  as  piety  could  raife, 
And  only  vocal  with  the  maker's  praile.  340 

•  He  founded  the  Monaltciy. 
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In  thefe  lone  walls  (their  day's  eternal  bound) 
Thefe  mofs-grown  domes  with  Ipiry  turrets  crown'd, 
VVheic  awful  arches  make  a  noon-day  night, 
And  the  dim  windows  fhcd  a  iblcmn  light ;  ' 
Thy  eyes  diffus'd  a  reconciling  rav,     °     '  ,, - 

And  gleams  of  glory  brightcnM  all  the  day.  ^ 

Ijut  now  no  face  divine  contentment  wear's, 
Tis  all  blank  fadnefs,  or  continual  tears.  * 
S^  c  how  the  force  of  others  pray'rs  I  try, 
(Oh  pious  fraud  of  am'rous  charity  !)        '  ,  -q 

l>ut  why  fliouid  I  on  others  pray'rs  depend  > 
Come  thou,  my  father,   brother,  hulband,' friend  » 
\h  let  thy  handmaid,  lifter,  daughter  move, 
And  all  thofe  tender  names  in  one,  thy  love  ' 
The  darkfome  pines  that  o'er  yon'  rocks  reclin'd,        icc 
^  avc  high,  and  murmur  to  the  hollow  wind 
i  he  wand'rin-  ftreams  that  fhine  between  the  hills 
rhe  grots  th2t  echo  to  the  tinkling  rills,  * 

The  dying  gales  that  pant  upon  the  trees, 
I    The  lakes  that  quiver  to  the  curling  breeze  ;  160 

No  more  thefe  fcenes  my  meditation  aid. 
Or  lull  to  reft  the  vifionary  maid. 
But  o'er  the  t^vilight  groves,  and  dufky  caves, 
Long-founding  iiles,   and  intermingled  graves 
•Black  melancholy  fits,  and  round  her  throws'  i6< 

A  death-hke  filence,  and  a  dread  repofe  : 
Her  gloomy  prefcnce  faddens  all  the  fcene. 
Shades  cv'ry  ^ow'r,  and  darkens  ev'ry  green, 
,  Deepens  the  murmur  of  the  falling  floods, 
;  And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods.  170 

1  ct  here  for  ever,  ever  muft  1  ftay ; 
Sad  proof  how  well  a  lover  can  obey  !* 
Death,  only  death,  can  break  the  laftina  cLnin  • 
And  here  cv'n  then,  Ihallmy  cold  duft  remai.a' 
Here  all  its  frailties,  all  its  flames  rcfi^n  „- 

And  wait,  'till  'tis  no  fin  to  mix  with  diine 

Ah  wretch  !  bdiev'd  the  fpoufe  of  God  in  vain, 
Confeis'd  within  the  llnve  of  love  and  man. 
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Affift  mc  heav'n  !  bnt  whence  arofc  that  pray'r  ? 

Sprung  it  from  piety,  or  from  defpair  ?  i8o 

Ev'nhere,  where  frozen  chaftity  retires. 

Love  finds  an  altar  for  forbidden  fires. 

I  ought  to  grieve,  but  cannot  what  I  ought ; 

1  mourn  the  lo>er,  not  lament  the  fault ; 

I  view  my  crime,  but  kindle  at  the  view,  JS5 

Repent  old  plcalures  and  follicit  new; 

Now^turn'd  to  heav'n,  I  weep  my  paft  offence. 

Now  think  of  thee,  andcurfe  my  innocence. 

Of  all  affliftion  taught  a  lover  yet, 

'Tis  furc  the  hardeft  fcience  to  forget !  19O 

How  lliall  I  lofc  the  fin,  yet  keep  the  fenfe. 

And  love  th'  offender,  yet  deteft  th'  offence  ? 

How  the  dear  objeft  from  the  crime  remove, 

Pr  how  diftingulfh  penitence  from  love  ? 

Unequal  taft:  I  a  paffion  to  refign,  1 95  ' 

For  hearts  fo  touch'd,  fo  pierc'd,  foloft  as  mine. 

E'er  fuch  a  foul  regains  its  peaceful  ftate. 

How  often  muft  it  love,  how  often  hate  ! 

How  often  hope,  defpair,  refent,  regret, 

Conceal,  difdain — do  all  things  but  foiget.  ZOO 

But  let  heav'n  fci/.c  it,  all  at  once  'tis  fir'd. 

Not  touch'd,  but  rapt :  not  waken'd,  but  infpir'd  ! 

Oh  come  !  oh  teach  me  nature  to  fubdue, 

Kenounce  my  love,  my  life,  my  felf— and  you. 

Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he  205 

Alone,  can  rival,  can  fucceed  to  thee. 

How  happy  is  the  blamelefs  veftal's  lot  ? 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot : 
Eternal  fun-fliine  of  the  fpotlefs  mind  !  j 

Each  pray'r  accepted,  ami  each  wifli  refign'd  ;  21^ 

Labour  and  reft,  that  equal  periods  keep  ;  ^ 

«'  Obedient  flumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep;" 
Defires  compbs'd,   affeftions  ever  even  ; 
^ears  that  delight,  and  fighs  that  waft  to  heav'n. 
Grace' flilnes  around  her  with  fereneft  beams, 
,,  And  whifp'ring  An'gels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 
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For  her  the  Spoufc  prepares  the  bridal  ring, 

lor  her  white  virgins  Hymcnxak  fxng, 

For  her  th'  unfading  rofc  of  Eden  blooms, 

And  wings  of  Seraphs  Hied  divine  perfumes,  220 

I'o  founds  of  hcav'nly  harps  flic  dies  away. 

And  melts  in  vifions  of  eternal  day. 

Far  other  dreams  my  erring  foul  employ. 
Far  other  raptures,  of  unholy  joy  : 

When  at  the  clofe  of  each  fad,  forrowing  day,  225 

I  ancy  reflores  what  vengeance  fnatch'd  away. 
Then  confcience  flecps,  and  leaving  nature  free. 
All  my  loofe  foul  unbounded  fprings  to  thee. 

0  curft,  dear  horrors  of  all-conlcious  night  ! 

How  r'lowing guilt  exalts  the  keen  deliirht  !  2^0 

Provoking  Demons  all  reftraint  remove. 
And  ftir  within  me  ev'ry  fource  of  love. 

1  hear  thee,  view  thee,  gaze  o'er  all  thy  charm;. 
And  round  thy  phantom  glue  my  clafping  arms. 

I  wake  : — no  more  I  hear,  no  more  I  view,  235 

The  phantom  fiies  mc,  as  unkind  as  you. 

I  call  aloud  ;  it  hears  not  what  I  fay  ; 

1  ftretch  my  empty  arms;  it  glides  away. 

To  dream  once  more  I  clofe  my  willing  eyes  ; 

Ye  foft  illufion'!,  dear  deceits,  arife  !  240 

Alas,  no  more  ! — methinks  we  wand'ring  go 

Thro'  dreary  waftes,  and  weep  each  other's  woe. 

Where  round  fome  mould'ring  tow'r  pale  ivy  creeps. 

And  low-brow'd  rocks  hang  nodding  o'er  the  deeps. 

Sudden  you  mount,  you  beckon  from  the  flcies ;         245 

Clouds  interpofe,  waves  roar,  and  winds  arife. 

I  fliriek,  ftart  up,   the  fame  fad  profpecl  iiiu!. 

And  wake  to  all  the  griefs  I  left  behind. 

For  thee  the  fates,  feverely  kind,  ordain 
A  cool  fufpenfe  from  pleafurc  and  from  pain  ;  250 

Thy  life  a  long,  dead  calm  of  fix'd  repoic  ; 
No  pulfe  that  riots,  and  no  blood  that  glows. 
S:ill  as  the  fea,  e'er  winds  were  taught  to  blow. 
Or  moving  fpirit  bade  the  waters  flow ; 

T  2  Soft 
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Soft  as  the  flumbers  of  a  faint  forgiv'n,  255 

And  mild  as  opening  gleams  of  promis'd  heav'n. 

Come  Abelard  !  for  what  hafl  thou  to  dread  ? 
The  torch  of  Venus  burns  not  for  the  dead. 
Nature  flands  check'd  ;  Religion  difapproves; 

Ev'n  thou  art  cold.> yet  Eloifa  loves.  260 

Ah  hopelefsj  lailing  flames  !  like  thole  that  burn 
To  light  the  dead,  and  warm  th'  unfruitful  urn. 

Wliat  fccnes  appear,  where-e'er  1  turn  my  view. 
The  dear  ideas  where  I  fly,  purfue. 

Rife  in  the  grove,  before  the  altar  rife,  263 

Stain  all  my  foul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes, 
I  wafte  the  matin  lamp  in  figh?  for  thee, 
Thy  Image  fteals  between  my  God  and  mc^ 
Thy  voice  I  feem  in  ev'ry  hymn  to  hear, 
With  ev'ry  bead  I  drop  too  foft,  a  tear,  270 

When  from  the  cenfer  clouds  of  fragrance  roll, 
And  fwelling  orcrans  lift  the  rifinsi;  foul. 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  flight, 
Priefts,  tapers,  temples,  fwim  before  my  flght : 
Infeas  of  flame  my  plunging  foul  is  drown'd,  275 

While  Altars  blaze,  and  An«rels  tremble  round. 

While  proftratehere  in  humble  grief  I  lie, 
Kind,  virtuous  drops  juft  gathering  in  my  eye, 
While  praying,  trembling,  in  the  dufl  I  roll. 
And  dawning  grace  is  opening  on  my  foul  :  280 

Come,   if  thou  dar'ft,  all  charming  as  thou  art ! 
Oppofe  thy  fclf  to  heav'n  ;  difpute  my  heart ; 
Come,  with  one  glance  of  thofe  deluding  eyes 
Blot  out  each  bright  idea  of  the  fl-iics ; 
Take  back  that  grace,  thofe  forrows,  and  thofe  tears  j  285 
Take  back  my  fruitlefs  penitence  and  pray'rs  ; 
Snatch  me,  juft  mounting,  from  the  bleft  abode  ; 
AiTift  the  fiends,  and  tear  me  from  my  God  ! 

No,   fly  mc,   fly  me  !   far  as  Pole  from  Pole  ; 
Rife  Alps  between  us  !  and  whole  oceans  roll !  290 

Ah  come  not,  write  nor,  think  not  once  of  m.e, 
Nor  fliare  one  pang  of  all  I  felt  for  thee. 
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Thy  oaths  I  quit,  tliy  memory  refigij ; 

Forget,  renounce  me,  hale  whate'er  was  mine. 

Fair  eyes,  and  tempting  looks  (which  yet  I  view  1}  295 

Long  lov*d,  ador'd  ideas,  all  adieu  ! 

O  g^race  lerene  !  oh  virtue  hrav'nly  fair  ! 

Divine  oblivion  of  low-thoughted  care  ! 

Frefh  blooming  hope,  gny  daughter  of  the  fky  ! 

And  faith,  our  early  immortality  I  oq^ 

Enter,  eacli  mild,  each  amica'>le  guefl ; 

Receive,  and  wrap  me  in  eternal  rtft  ! 

See  in  her  cell  fad  Eloifa  fpread, 
Propt  on  fome  tomb,  a  neighbour  of  the  dead  I 
In  each  low  wind  mcthinks  a  fpirit  calls,  305 

And  more  than  Echoes  talk,  along  the  walls. 
Here,  as  I  watch'd  the  dying  lamps  around. 
From  yonder  fhrine  I  heard  a  hollow  found. 

*  Come,  lifter,  come  !   (it  faid,  or  feem'd  to  fay) 

*  Thy  place  is  here,  fad  fifter,  come  away  !  310 

*  Once  like  thy  fclf,  I  trembled,  wept,  and  pray*d, 

*  Love's  viftim  then,  tho'  now  a  fainted  maid  ; 

*  But  all  is  calm  in  this  eternal  Hcep ; 

*  Here  grief  forgets  to  groan,  and  love  to  weep, 

*  Ev*n  fuperftition  lofes  ev'ry  fear  :  315 

*  For  God,  not  man,  ^bfolves  our  frailties  here/ 
I  come,  I  come  !  prepare  your  rofcate  bow'rs, 

Celeftial  palms,  and  ever-blooming  llow'rs. 
Thither,  where  fmners  may  have  reft,  I  go. 
Where  flames  refin'd  in  breafts  feraphic  glow  :  3:0 

Thou,   Abclard  !  the  laft  fad  office  pay, 
And  fmooth  my  paftage  to  the  realms  of  day  ; 
See  my  lips  tremble,  and  my  eye-balls  roll. 
Suck  my  laft  breath,  and  catch  my  flying  foul! 
Ah  no— —in  facred  veftments  may'ft  thou  ftand,        325 
i  he  hallow'd  taper  trembling  in  thy  hand, 
Prefent  the  Crofs  before  my  lifted  eye, 
Teach  me  at  once,  and  leam  of  me  to  die. 
Ah  then,  thy  once  lov'd  Eloifa  fee  ! 
It  vrill  be  then  no  crime  to  gaze  on  me.  330 

Sec 
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See  from  my  cheek  the  traniient  rofes  fly  ! 

See  the  laft  fparkle  languilh  in  my  eye  ! 

'Till  ev'ry  motion,  pulfe,  and  breath,  be  o'er  ; 

And  ev'n  my  Abelard  be  lov'd  no  more. 

O  Death  all-eloquent  !  you  only  prove  335 

What  duft  we  doat  on,  when  'tis  man  we  love. 

Then  too,  when  fate  (hall  thy  fair  frame  deftroy, 
(That  caufe  of  all  my  guilt,  and  all  my  joy) 
In  trance  extatic  may  thy  pangs  be  drown'd. 
Bright  clouds  defcend,  and  Angels  watch  thee  round,  340 
From  opening  Ikies  may  ftreaming  glories  flilne. 
And  Saints  embrace  thee  with  a  love  like  mine. 

May  *  one  kind  grave  unite  each  haplefs  name. 
And  graft  my  love  immortal  on  thy  fame  I 
Then,  ages  hence,  when  all  my  woes  are  o'er,  345 

When  this  rebellious  heart  fliall  beat  no  more  ; 
If  ever  chance  two  wand'ring  lovers  brings 
To  Paraclete's  white  walls  a..d  lilver  fprings, 
O'er  the  pale  marble  fliall  they  join  their  heads, 
And  drink  the  falling  tears  each  other  fheds ;  350 

Then  fadly  fay,  with  m.utual  pity  mov'd, 
*'  Oh  may  we  never  love  as  thefe  have  lov'd  !'* 
From  the  full  choir  when  loud  Hofanna's  rife, 
And  fwell  the  pomp  of  dreadful  facrifice. 
Amid  that  fcene,  if  fome  relenting  eye 
Glance  on  the  flone  where  our  cold  rellcks  lie. 
Devotion's  felf  fhall  fleal  a  thought  from  heav'n, 
One  human  tear  fliall  drop,  and  be  forgiv'n. 
And  fure  if  fate  fome  future  bard  fhall  join 
In  fad  limiiitude   of  griefs  to   mine,  360 

Condemn'd  whole  years  in  abfence  to  deplore, 
And  image  charms  he  m'ufl  behold  no  more  ; 
Such  if  there  be,  who  loves  fo  long,  fo  well; 
Let  him  our  fad,  our  tender  flory  tell ; 
The  well-fung  woes  will  footh  my  penfive  ghoft ;       ■^^S 
He  befl  can  paint  'em,  who  ffiall  feel  'em  moft. 

*   Abelard  and  Eloifa  were  interred  in  the  fame  grave,  or  in  moniiTifnts  ad- 
joining, in  the  Monaflcry  oithc  I'araclctc  :  H;divd  in  1141,  lie  in  1163. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  hint  cf  the  following  piece  was  taken  from 
Chaucer's  Houfe  of  Fame.  The  dcfign  is  in  a 
manner  entirely  altered,  the  defcriptions  and  moft  of  the 
particular  thoughts  my  own:  .yet  I  could  not  fuffer  it 
to  be  printed  without' this  acknowledgment.  The  reader 
who  would  compare  this  with  Chaucer,  may  begin  witli 
his  third  book  of  Fame,  there  bein^j  nothinir  in  the  two 
firfl:  books  that  anfv.'-ers  to  their  title  :  wherever  any  hint 
is  taken  from  him,  the  paffagc  itfelf  13  fct  down  in  the 
marginal  note:. 
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IN  that  foi't  feafon  when  defcending  fhow'rs 
Call  forth  the  greens,  and  wake  the  rilmg  flow'rs ; 
When  opening  buds  falute  the  welcome  dav. 
And  earth  relenting  feels  the  genial  rav  ; 
As  balmy  fieep  had  charm'd  my  cares  to  reft,  C 

And  love  itfelf  was  banifh'd  from  my  breaft, 
(What  time  the  morn  myfterious  vifions  brings, 
While  purer  llumLrs  fpread  their  golden  wings) 
A  train  of  phantoms  in  wild  order  rofe. 
And,  join'd,  this  intclleftual  fccne  compofe.  lO 

1  *  ftood,  methought,  betwixt  earth,  feas  and  Ikies  ; 
The  whole  creation  open  to  my  eyes : 
In  ?ir  k-lf-balanc'd  huna;  the  o-lobe  below. 
Where  mountains  rife,  and  circling  oceans  flow  ; 
Here  naked  rocks,  and  empty  waftcs  were  fcen,  IC 

There  tow'ry  cities,  and  the  forefts  green  : 

•  Th:fc  vfrt'rs  arr  h-.ntf  d  iroTi  I'ne  following  of  Chaucer,  Back  i, 
Tho  hihfid  I  fields  and  plains, 
Kow  lulls,  and  now  moactaini, 
Kow  valeis,  and   now  foreflri, 
And  no.v    unncth  grcjt  bcltrs. 
Now  rivers,  now  cirecs. 
Now  lo'.vns,  now  great  :r«s. 
Now  ll)ippM  I'avling  in  the  ic<. 

Vol.  I.  ■    U  Here 
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Here  failing  fliips  delight  ihe  wand'ring  eyes  : 

There  trees,  and  intermingl'd  temples  rife  ; 

Now  a  clear  fun  the  fhining  fcene  difplays, 

The  traniient  landfcape  now  in  clouds  decays.  19 

O'er  the  wide  m-ofpe£l  as  I  gaz'd  around. 
Sudden  I  heard  a  wild  proinifcuous  found. 
Like  broken  thunders  that  at  diftance  roar. 
Or  billows  murm'ring  on  the  hollow  fhore  : 
Then  g^xing  up,  a  glorious  pile  beheld,  25, 

Whofc  tow'ring  fummit  ambient  clouds  conceal'd. 
High  on  a  rock  of  ice  the  flrufture  lay,  * 
Steep  its  afcent,  and  ilipp'ry  was  the  way  ; 
The  wond'rous  rock  like  Parian  marble  flione. 
And  feem'd,  to  difta.nt  ilght,  of  folid  ftone.  30 

Infcriptions  here  of  various  names  I  view'd,  f 
The  greater  part  by  hollile  time  fubdu'd  ; 
Yet  wide  was  fpread  their  fame  in  ages  paft, 
And  poets  once  had  promis'd  chey  fhould  laft. 
Some  frefli  engrav'd  appear'd  of  wits  renown'd  ;  35. 

look'd  again,  nor  could  their  trace  be  found, 

Chaucer's  third  book  of  Fame, 

It  (lood  upon  fo  high  a  rock, 

Higher  ftandsih  none  in  Spayne— 

What  manner  ftone  this  rock  was, 

For  it  was  like  a  lymrd  glafs, 

But  tliat  it  fhone  full  more  clcre  ; 

But  of  what  congeled  matere 

It  was,  T  nifle  redily ; 
.  Knt  at  ihc  laft  efpicd  I, 

And  found  that  it  was  every  dele, 

A  rock  of  ife,  and  not  of  ftele. 
f   Infcriplionb  here,  &c. 

Tho  iil  v  I  rII  the  hill  y-grave 

With  famous  folkes  names  fele. 

That  had  been  in  much  wele 

And  her  fames  w  ide  y-blow  ; 

But  well  unneth  miglit  1  kno\v. 

Any  kttcis  for  to  rede 
,  Tlicr  names  by,  for  outof  drede 

T  lu-y  wtron  almoft  ofT-thawcn  fo, 

')"hat  of  the  letters  one  or  two 

Were  moltc  away  of  every  name, 

£o  nnfarrc'iS  was  woxe  her  fame  ; 

jiut  men  .'aid,  wliat  rr.ay  ever  lalf. 

Critics 
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Critics  I  faw,  that  other  names  deface, 
And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  their  place  : 
Their  own,  like  others,  foon  their  place  rclign'd. 
Or  difappear'd,  and  left  the  firft  behind.  40 

Nor  was  the  work  impair'd  *  by  ftorms  alone. 
But  felt  th'  approaches  of  too  warm  a  fun  ; 
For  fame,  impatient  of  extremes,  decays 
Not  more  by  envy  than  excefs  of  praife. 
Yet  part  no  injuries  f  of  heav'n  could  feel,  45 

Like  cryftal  faithful  to  the  graving  ftccl  : 
The  rock's  iiigh  fummit,  in  the  temple's  fliade. 
Nor  heat  could  melt,  nor  beating  llorm  invade. 
There  names  infcrib'd  unnumber'd  ages  pail 
From  time's  firfl  birth,  with  time  itfelf  fliall  lafl ;        53 
Thefe  ever  new,   nor  fubjc£l  to  decays, 
Spread,  and  grow  brighter  with  the  length  of  days. 
So  Zembla's  rocks  (the  beauteous  work  of  froft) 
Rife  white  in  air,  and  glitter  o'er  the  coaft  ; 
Pale  funs,  unfelt,  at  diftance  roll  away,  55 

Add  on  th'  impaflivc  ice  the  lightnings  play  ; 
Eternal  fnows  the  growing  mals  fupply, 
■"Till  the  bright  mountains  prop  th'incumbent  fky  : 
As  Atlas  fix'd,  each  hoary  pile  appears. 
The  gather'd. "'inter  of  a  thoufanJ  year-;.  6» 

*  Nor  was  the  work  impair'd,  (Sec. 

Tho'  gan  I  ii  myne  harte  cart, 

That  they  were moite  away  for  lieatr. 

And  not  away  with  fiormcs  beat:, 
f  Ya  part  no  injuries,  Sec. 

For  on  that  other  fiJc  I  fey 

Of  that  hiil  which  north^^ard  lev, 

How  it  was  written  full  of  names 

Of  folic,  that  had  afore  great  farces, 

Of  old  lime,  and  yet  they  were 

As  frtfh,  as  men  had  written  hem  there 

The  felf  day,  or  that  hourc 

That  I  on  hem  gan  to  pourc  : 

But  well  I  wifle  what  it  made ; 

It  was  confer^•ed  with  the  (hz.'.z 

(All  the  writing  that  I  fye) 

Of  the  caflle  that  rteodc  oa  higli ; 

And  flood  eke  in  fo  cold  a  pl-'ce, 

Thai  hcate  might  it  not  deface. 

U2  Ol\ 
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On  t].is  fQundation  Fame's  high  temple  {lands; 
btupendous  pile  !  not  rear'd  by  mortal  hands. 
Whate'er  proud  Rome,  or  artful  Greece  beheklj 
Or  elder  Babylon,  its  frame  exceli'd. 
Four  faces  had  the  dome  *,  and  ev'ry  face  6< 

Of  various  ftruaure,  but  of  equal  grace  : 
Four  brazen  gates,  bn  columns  lifted  high. 
Salute  the  different  quarters  of  the  Iky. 
Here  fabled  chiefs  in  darker  ages  born 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adorn,  7© 

Who  cities  rais'd,  or  tam'd  a  monftrous  race  • 
The  \yalls  in  venerable  order  >rrace  ;  ' 

Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown 
Antl  legiflators  feem  to  think  in  ftone. 
Weft  ward,  a  fumptuous  frcntifpiece  appear'd,  7. 

On  Done  pillars  of  while  marble  rear'd, 
Crovm'd  with  an  architrave  of  anticjue  mold 
And  fculpture  rifingon  the  roughen'd  gold.  ^ 
in  fhaggy  fpoils  here  Thefeus  Wa.  behdd,  * 
And  Perfeus  dreadful  with  Minerva's  fhield  :  80 

There  great  Alcides  ftoqping  with  his  toil, 
Refts  on  his  club,  and  holds  th'  Refperian  fpoil. 
Here  Orpheus  fings ;  trees  moving  to  the  found 
Start  from  their  roots,  and  form  a  fliade  around  : 
Aniphion  there  the  loud  creating  lyre  g^ 

S^trikes,  and  behold  a  fudden  Thebes  afpire  !  ' 

Cythairon's  echoes  anfwer  to  his  call, 
And  half  the  mountain  roils  into  a  wall  : 
There  might  you  fee  the  length'ningfpires  afcend. 
The  domes  fwell  up,  the  widening  arches  bend,  qo 

Thegrowmg  tow'rs  like  exhalations  rife,  '  ■ 

And  the  huge  columns  heave  into  the  Iki'es. 

,  *  '^'V'^'^''  i^  dcfcribcd  to  bcfqinre,  the  four  fron's  with  open  «te, 
facng  the  Afferent  quarters  of  the  worl.!,  a.  .n  intimation  ih.t  all  nafons  of 
Me  c.rth  may  aUe  be  received  into  it.     The  weftorn  front  is  of  Grcecian 

1  hofe  whofe  ftatues  are  after  mentioned,  were  the  iirft  names  cf  old  Greece 
in  arm;  and  arts,  ' 

?  The 
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The  eaflern  front  was  glorious  to  behold. 
With  diamon''  rlamins",  and  Barbaric  ffold. 
There  Ninui  ihone,  who  Iprcad  th'  Airyrian  fame,     95 
And  the  great  founder  of  the  Pcrfian  name  *  : 
'J'herc  in  long  robes  tlic  royal  Magi  ftand, 
Grave  Zoroaftcr  waves  the  circling  waad. 
The  fi'^je  Chald jeans  robed  in  white  appear'd. 
And  Brachmans,  deep  in  dei'art  woods  rever'd.  lOO 

Thefc  ftopM  the  moon,  and  callM  th'  unbody'd  fhades 
To  midnight  banquets  in  the  glimmering  glades ; 
Made  vifionary  fabricks  round  them  rife, 
And  airy  fpeftrcs  Ikim  before  their  eyes ; 
Of  Talifmans  and  Sigils  knew  tlie  pow'r,  105 

And  careful  watch'd  the  planetary  hour, 
Superior,  and  alone,  Confucius  Hood, 
Who  taught  that  ufeful  fcience  to  be  good. 

But  on  the  fouth,  a  long,  majeftic  race 
Of  Egypt's  priells  tlie  gilded  niches  grace,  IIO 

Who  meafur'd  earth,  defcrib'd  the  ftarry  fpheres. 
And  trac'd  the  long  records  of  lunar  years. 
High  on  his  car  Sefoftris  ^  ftruck  my  view, 
Whom  fcepter'd  flaves  in  golden  harnefs  drew  : 
His  hands  a  bow  and  pointed  javelin  hold  ;  I15 

His  giant  limbs  are  arm'd  in  fcalcs  of  gold. 
Between  the  ftatues  obelifks  were  plac'd, 
And  the  Icarn'd  walls  with  hieroglyphics  grac'd. 

Of  Gotliic  flrufture  was  the  iwDrthcrn  lide, 
O'er-wrought  with  ornaments  of  barb'rous  pride.        120 
There  huge  coloiTes  rofe,  with  trophies  crown'd. 
And  Runic  charailers  were  jrrav'd  around. 


•  Cyras  fouTided  the  Perfian  asNinuidid  the  AfTyrian  monarchy.  The 
Magi  and  Chaldeans  (the  chief  of  whom  was  Zoroafter)  employed  their 
thidcs  upon  magic  and  aerology,  which  was  in  a  manner  almoH  all  the 
learning  of  the  ancient  Afian  people.  We  have  fcarcc  any  account  of  a  mo- 
ral philofophcr  except  Confucius,  ihc  great  law-giver  of  ihc  Chinefc,  who 
lived  uHout  two  thoufand  years  ago. 

§  The  aftions  and  con^udli  0/  ihii  .flEgypiian  hero  may  be  fccn  at  large 
in  Diodorus,  #:c. 

The 
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There  fate  Zamolxis  *  with  erected  eyes, 

And  Odin  ^  here  in  mimic  trances  dies. 

There  on  rude  iron  columns  fmear'd  with  blood,  125  • 

The  horrid  forms  of  Scythian  heroes  flood, 

Druids  and  bards  {their  once  loud  harps  unftrung) 

And  youths  that  dy'd  to  be  by  poets  fung. 

Thefe  and  a  thoufand  more  of  doubtful  fame, 

To  whom  old  fables  gave  a  lafting  name,  130 

la  ranics  adorn'd  the  temples  outward  face ; 

The  wall  in  luftre  f  and  efteft  like  glals. 

Which  o'er  each  objeft  calling  various  dyes. 

Enlarges  fome,  and  others  multiplies  j 

Nor  void  of  emblem  was  the  myftic  wall,  135 

For  thus  romantic  fame  inereafes  all. 

The  Temple  fnak.es,  the  founding  gates  unfold. 
Wide  vaults  appear,  and  roofs  of  fretted  gold  : 
Rais'd  on  a  thoufand  pillars,  wreath'd  around 
With  laurel-foliage,  and  wi'-h  eagles  crown'd  :  140 

Of  bright,  tranfparent  bervl  were  the  walls. 
The  freezes  gold,  and  gold  the  capitals  : 
As  heav'n  v/iih  liars,  the  roof  vrith  jewels  glows, 
And  ever-living  lamps  depend  in  rows. 
Full  in  the  paflage  of  each  fpacious  gate,  145 

The  farje  hiflorians  in  w^hite  varments  wait : 
Grav'd  o'er  their  feats  the  form  of  time  was  found. 
His  fcytlie  revers'd,  and  both  his  pinions  bound. 
Within,  flood  heroes  who  thro'  loud  alarms 
In  bloody  fields  purfu'd  renown  in  arms.  153 

High  on  a  throne  with  trophies  charg'd,  I  view'd 
The  youth  that  all  things  but  himfelf  fubdu'd  ;j  ; 
His  feet  on  fceptres  and  tiaras  trod. 
And  his  hornM  head  bely'd  the  Lyblan  god. 

•  ZajBoIiis  wa<  the  difciple  of  Pythagoras,  who  taught  the  immortality  of 
tUc  (bul  to  th>:  Soyrhians. 

^  Odin,  or  Woden,  was  the  great  legiflator  and  hero  of  the  Goths. 
■}■  The  wall  in  luftre,  &c. 

It  fh one  lighter  than  a  glafs. 

And  made  vveii  inorc  than  it  was, 

As  kind  thing  of  fjme  is, 
i  Alexander  the  Gr;a:, 

There 
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There  Caefar,  gric'd  with  both  Minervas,  ihone  ;      155 

Cffar,  the  world's  great  mafter,  and  his  own  ; 

Unmcv'd,  fuperior  ftill  in  ev'ry  ftate, 

And   fcarce  detelled  in  his  country's  fate. 

But  chief  were  thofe,  who  not  for  empire  fouf^ht, 

Bat  with  their  toils  their  people's  fafety  bougiit :        lOo 

High  o'er  the  reft  Epaminondas  ftood  ; 

Timoleon,  glorious  in  his  brother's  bloo<l ; 

Bold  Scipio,  faviour  of  the  Roman  ftaie, 

(ireat  in  his  triumphs,  in  retirement  great ; 

And  wife  Aurelius,  in  whofe  well-taught  mind,       16c 

With  boundlefs  pow'r  unbounded  virtue  join'd,  / 

His  own  ft  rift  judge,  and  patron  of  mankind.  \ 

Much-fuff 'ring  heroes  next  their  honours  claim 
Thofe  of  lefs  noify,  and  lefs  guilty  fame, 
Fair  virtue's  lilent  train  :  fupreme  of  thclc  lyo 

Here  ever  fliines  the  godlike  Socrates : 
He  whom  uugrateful  Athens  could  expel. 
At  all  times  juft,  but  when  he  lign'd  tne  ihell  *  : 
Here  his  abode  the  martyr'd  Phocian  claims, 
With  Agi>,  not  the  laft  of  Sparian  names :  17^ 

Unconquer'd  Cato  fhews  the  wound  he  lore, 
And  Brutus  his  ill  genius  meets  no  more. 

But  in  the  centre  of  the  hallow'd  quire, 
Six  pompous  columns  f  o'er  the  reft  afpire  ; 

•  Ari<Vitlr$,  »ho  for  his  jrfat  integrity  was  diu'.ngiiii'h^d  by  the  appff}!t- 
t'.:.n  cf  ihe  juft.  When  his  country.-nia  would  hive  taniihtd  him  oy  tb- 
Ollracifm,  where  it  was  the  cuftom  for  every  man  to  fign  the  name  cf  the 
ptrfon  he  rotfd  to  exiie  in  an  oyftcr-fhell.  a  peatant,  who  could  not  nritc, 
catDc  to  Aritiidci  to  doit  for  hiai,  who  icadiJy  ligned  his  oun  name. 

♦  Six  pompous  columns,    &c. 

From  ihe  drcs  many  a  pillere, 

Of  metal  that  fton;  not  full  clerr,  &c 

I'pon  a  pillers  faw  I  fioadc 

That  was  cf  lede  and  iron  fine. 

Him  of  the  fzCi  Satumiivr, 

Thr  ELraicke  Jofcpha*  the  old,  &c. 

Upon  an  iron  pillcr  ftrong, 
1  Jiat  painied  was  all  erdlonf, 
With  ty^cr's  blood  in  evtry  place. 
The  Tlio'oan  that  hight  Stare, 
Ihat  bare  of  Thebes  up  the  same,  &c. 

Arourid 
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Around  the  fhrine  itfelf  of  Fame  they  Hand,  i8cf 

Hold  the  chief  honours,  and  the  fane  coramandi 

High  on  the  firft,  the  mighty  Homer  flione  ;  '" 

Eternal  adamant  compos'd  his  throne  ; 

Father  of  verfe  !  in  holy  fillets  dreft. 

His  filver  bea/d  wav'd  gently  o'er  his  brcaft  ;  185 

Tho'  blind,  a  boldncfs  in  his  looks  appears ; 

In  years  he  Iccm'd,  but  not  impair'd  by  years^ 

The  wars  of  Troy  were  round  the  pillar  feen  : 

Here  fierce  Tydides  wounds  the  Cyprian  queen  ; 

Here  Heftor  gloiious  from  Patroclus'  fall,  196 

Here  dragg'd  in  triumph  round  the  Ti'ojan  wall. 

Motion  and  life  did  ev'ry  part  infpire, 

Bold  was  the  work,  and  prov'd  the  mafher's  fire  ; 

A  ftrong  expreffion  moft  he  feem'd  t'  afFefl, 

And  here  and  there  difclos'd  a  brave  negleft*  195 

A  golden  column  next  in  rank  appear'd,  f 
On  which  a  flirine  of  pur^ft  gold  was  rear'd  5 
Finiflvd  the  whole,  and  labour'd  ev'ry  part. 
With  patient  toxiches  of  unweavy'd  art : 
The  Mantuan  there  in  fober  triumph  fate,  2OO' 

Compos'd  his  pofturc,  and  his  look  fedate  } 

•  Full  wonder  hye  on  a  pillerc 
Of  iron,  he  ihe  great  Omer, 
And  vvitli  him  Dares  andTidis,  5rc. 

f  There  Hiw  1  (}and  on  a  pillere 
That  was  of  tinned  iron  clcre, 
Tl.o  Latin  poet  Virgylc, 
That  hath  bore  up  a  great  while 
The  fame  of  pius  Eneas  ; 

And  next  him  on  a  pillere  was 
Of  copper,  Venus  cltrke  Ovidc, 
That  hath  fown  wondrous  wide 
Tiie  great  God  of  love's  fame— 

Tho  faw  I  on  a  pillere  by 
Of  iron  wrought  full  ftemly. 
The  great  poet  Dan  Lucan, 
7  Iiat  on  Ills  fhoulders  bore  up  lhc» 
As  hye  as  that  I  might  fee. 
The  fame  of  Julius  and  Pompf-e, 

And  next  him  on  a  pillere  (lode 
Of  fulphur,  like  as  he  were  wodc, 
Dan  Claudian,  fothe  for  10  tell. 
That  bare  up  all  the  fame  0/  bcil,  &c. 

On 
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On  Homer  flill  he  fixM  a  rev' rend  eye. 

Great  without  priJc,  in  modcll  majcfty. 

In  living  fculpturc  on  the  iides  were  fprcad 

The  Latian  wars,  and  haughty  Turnus.  dead  ;  205 

Eliza  ftrctch'd  upon  the  funVal  pyre, 

-i^neas  bending  witli  his  aged  Sire  : 

Troy  flam'd  in  burnifh'd  gold,  and  o'er  the  throne 

Arms  and  tlie  man  in  golden  cyphers  flione. 

Four  fvvans  :uftain  a  car  of  lllyer  bright,  2I0 

With  heads  advanc'd,  and  pinions  ftrctdi'd  for  flight  : 
Here,  like  fomc  furious  prophet,   Pindar  *  rode, 
And  leem'd  to  labour  with  th'  infpiring  god. 
Acrofs  the  harp  a  carelels  hand  he  flings'^ 
And  boldly  finks  into  the  founding  firings.  21- 

The  figur'd  games  of  Greece  the  columirgracc, 
Neptune  and  Jove  furvey  the  rapid  race  : 
The  youths  hang  o'er  tlicir  chariots  as  they  run  ; 
The  fiery  ftecd.  fccm  ftaning  from  the  ftone  ; 
Tiie  champions  in  diHortcd  pofturcs  threat ;  ' 
And  all  appeared  irregularly  great. 

^  Here  happy  Horace  tun'd  th'  Aufonian  lyre 
To  fweeter  founds,  and  tempcr'd  Pindar's  fire  : 
Plcas'd  with  Alcaus'  maiily  rage  t'infufc 
The  fofter  fpirit  of  the  Sapphic  mufe. 
The  polilli'd  pillar  different  fculpturcs  grace  ; 
A  work  outlawing  monumental  brafs. 
Here  frailing  Loves  and  Bacchanals  appear. 
The  Julian  ftar  and  great  Auguflus  here. 
The  doves  that  round  the  infant  poet  fpread 
Myrtles  and  bays,  hang  hov'ring  o'er  his  head. 

Here  in  a  fhrine  that  caft  a  daz/ling  light, 
Sate  fix'd  in  thought  the  mighty  Stagyritc ;' 
His  facred  head  a  radiant  zodiac  crown'd 
And  various  animals  his  fides  furround  ;  '  235 

•  Pindar's  being  featcd  in  a  chariot,  alludes  to  the  chariot-races  he  rrlc 
bratedm  the  Greccian  games.  The  fwans  arc  emblems  of  roctrv,  ehe.r 
foanng  pofture  mt.matcs  the  fublimity  and  a.'livity  of  hi,  g.nius.  Neptune 
prefidcd  over  the  mhmian,  and  Jupiter  over  the  Olympun  wmes. 

Vol.  L  X  lj„ 
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His  piercing  eyes,  eredl,  appear  to  view 
Superior  worlds,  and  look  all  nature  thro'. 

With  equal  rays  immortal  TuUy  fhone, 
The  Roman  Roftra  deck'd  the  conlul's  throne  : 
Gath'ring  his  flovying  robe,  he  feem'd  to  ftand  240 

In  aft  to  fpeak,  and  graceful  ftretgh'd  his  hand. 
Behind,  Rome's  genius  waits  with  civic  crowns. 
And  the  great  father  of  his  country  owns. 

Thefe  mafly  columns  in  a  circle  rife, 
O'er  which  a  pompous  dome  invades  the  ficies :  245 

Scarce  to  the  top  I  ftretch'd  my  aking  fight, 
So  large  it  fpread,  and  fwell'd  to  fuch  a  height. 
Full  in  the  midft  proud  Fame's  imperial  feat 
With  jewels  blaz'd,  magnificently  great ; 
The  vivid  em'ralds  there  revive  the  eye,  250 

The  flaming  rubies  fhew  their  fanguine  dye, 
Bright  azure  rays  from  lively  fapphires  ftream. 
And  lucid  amber  cafts  a  golvlcn  gleam. 
With  various-colour'd  light  the  pavement  flione, 
And  all  on  fire  appeared  the  glowing  throne;  255 

The  dome's  high  arch  refiefts  the  mingled  blaze. 
And  forms  a  rainbow  of  alternate  ravs. 
When  on  the  goddefs  firft  I  cafi:  my  figh.t, 
Scarce  feem'd  her  ftature  of  a  cubit's  hcijrht:  * 
But  fwell'd  to  larger  fize,  the  more  I  gaz'd,  260 

'Till  to  the  roof  her  tow'rinof  front  The  rais'd. 
With  her,  the  Temple  ev'ry  moment  grew, 
And  ampler  Viftas  open'd  to  my  view  : 
Upvt-ard  the  columns  faoot,  the  roofs  afcend. 
And  arches  widen,  and  long  illes  extend.  265 

Such  was  her  form,  as  anticnt  bards  have  told. 
Wings  raife  her  arms,  and  wings  her  feet  infold  ; 

•  Scarce  ftcm'd  her  (lature,  &c. 

Mi-thought  ihat  flic  was  Co  life, 

1  liat  tile  length  of  a  Ciibite, 

Was  longer  than  (he  feemfd  be; 

But  til  us  foone  in  a  while  llic, 

llcr  ftlfc  tho  uonderJy  llraight. 

That  with  her  feet  fbe  tli'  earth  reight. 

And  with  her  head  Ibc  touchyd  heaven— 

A  tho.u-^. 
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A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  the  goddcls  bears. 

And  thouland  open  eyes,  and  thoufand  lifl'ning  ears. 

Beneath,   in  order  rang'd,  *  the  tuneful  nine  270 

(Her  virgin  handmaids)  ftill  attend  the  flirine  : 

With  eyes  on  Fame  for  ever  hx'd,  they  ling  ; 

For  Fame  they  raife  the  voice,  and  tune  the  llring  ; 

With  Time's  firft  birth  began  the  heav'nly  lays. 

And  laft  eternal,  tliro'  the  length  of  days.  27S 

Around  thefe  wonders  f  as  I  caft  a  look, 
The  trumpet  founded,  and  the  Temple  fliook, 
And  all  the  nations  fummon'd  at  the  call. 
From  dift'rent  quarters  fill  the  crouded  hall : 
Of  various  tongues  the  mingled  founds  were  heard  ;  280 
In  various  garbs  promifcuous  throngs  appear'd  ; 
'ihick  as  the  bees,  that  with  the  fpring  renew 
Their  flow'ry  toils,  and  fip  the  fragrant  dew. 
When  the  wing'd  colonies  firft  tempt  the  Iky, 
O'er  dufky  fields  and  fhadcd  waters  fly,  285 

Or  fettling,  felze  the  fweets  the  blolToma  yield. 
And  a  low  murmur  runs  along  the  field. 
Millions  of  fuppliant  crouds  the  flirine  attend. 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddefs  bend  : 
The  poor,  the  rich,  the  valiant,  and  the  fage,  290 

i\nd  boafting  youth,  a.^d  narrative  old-age. 

•  Bciflklh,  in  order  rang'd,  &c. 

1  heard  about  her  throne  y-fung 

1  hat  all  the  palays  walls  rung. 

So  fiiD^  the  might  y  mufc,  Ihe 

1  hat  cltpfd  is  Calliope. 

And  her  Uvea  fillers  eke  — 
f  Arcund  thefe  wonders,  &c. 

I  h:ard  a  noii'e  approcben  blive, 

That  far'd  as  bccs  done  in  a  hive, 

Agdif\fl  her  time  of  out  flying  ; 

Right  fuch  a  niancrc  murmurng. 

For  all  the  world  it  feemed  me. 

Tho  gan  I  look  about  and  fee 

That  th:rr  c^mc  encring  into  th'  ball, 

A  ri&ht  gieat  company  withal  j 

And  that  of  'ondry  regions, 

Of  all  kind  of  conJitiuns, &c. 

X  2  Their 
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Their  pleas  were  difF'rent,  their  requeft  the  fame  ; 

For  good  and  bad  alike  are  fond  of  Fame. 

Some  llie  difgrac'd,  *  and  fome  with  honours  crown'd  ; 

Unlike  fucceffes  equal  merits  found.  295 

Thus  her  blind  li/ler,  fickle  Fortune  reigns. 

And  undifcerning,  fcatters  crowns  and  chains, 

Firft  at  the  Ihrine  the  learned  w"orld  appear. 
And  to  the  goddefs  thus  prefer  their  pray'r. 
Long  have  we  fought  t'  inftruft  and  pleafe  mankind,  300 
With  ftudies  pale,  with  midnight  vigils  blind  ; 
But  thank'd  by  few,  rewarded  yet  by  none. 
We  hear  appeal  to  thy  fuperior  throne  : 
On  wit  and  learning  the  juft  prize  bellow. 
For  Fame  is  all  we  muft  expc£l  below.  305 

The  goddefs  heard,  and  bade  the  mufes  raife 
The  golden  trumpet  of  eternal  praife  : 
From  pole  to  pole  the  winds  difFufe  the  found. 
That  fills  the  circuit  of  the  world  around  ; 
Not  all  at  once,  as  tiiunder  breaks  the  cloud  ;  3^*^ 

The  notes  at  firft  were  rather  fweet  than  loud  : 
By  juft  degrees  they  ev'ry  moment  rife, 
Fill  the  wide  earth,  and  gain  upon  the  Ikies. 
At  ev'ry  breath  were  balmy  odours  flied, 
Which  ftill  grew  fweeter  as  they  wider  fpread  :  31 5 

Lefs  fragrant  fcents  th'  unfolding  rofe  exhales, 
Or  fpices  breathing  in  Arabian  gales. 

Next  thefe  the  good  and  juft,   f  an  awful  train, 
Thus  on  their  knees- addrefs'd  the  facred  fane. 

Since 

•  Some  (he  d'Tgiac'd,  Sec. 

And  fome  of  rhem  file  granted  Tone, 

And  fome  flie  warned  well  and  fair, 

And  fome  (he  granted  the  contrair— — 

Right  as  her  fiftcr  dame  fortune 

Is  wont  to  ftrvc  in  commune. 
f  The  good  and  juft,  &c. 

Tho  cimethe  third companye, 

And  gan  up  the  decs  to  hyc. 

And  down  on  knucs  they  fell  anone. 

And  faidcn  :  \Vc  ben  wvcrkhonc 

Folkft 
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Since  living  virtue  is  with  envy  curb'J,  320 

And  the  bcft  men  arc  treated  like  the  word. 

Do  thou,  juft  goddefs,  call  our  merits  forth. 

And  give  each  deed  th'  exad,  intrlniic  worth. 

Not  with  bare  juftice  fliall  your  a*^  be  crown'd, 

(Said  Fame)  but  high  above  defcrt  renownM  :  325 

Let  fuller  notes  th'  applauding  world  amaze, 

And  the  loud  clarion  labour  in  your  praife. 

This  band  difmifs'd,  behold  another  croud 
Prefcrr'd  the  fame  rcquef.,  and  lowly  bow'd  ; 
The  conftant  tenour  of  whofe  well-fpent  days  330 

No  lefs  deferv'd  a  juft  return  of  praife. 
But  ftraitthc  direful  trump  of  llander  founds ; 
Thro'  the  big  dome  the  doubling  thunder  bound'^ ; 
Loud  as  the  burft  of  cannon  rends  the  Ikies, 
The  dire  report  thro'  ev'ry  region  flies  :  335 

In  ev'ry  ear  inceffant  rumours  rung. 
And  gath'ring  fcandals  grew  on  ev'ry  tongue. 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufty  *  concave  broke 
Sulphureous  flames,  and  clouds  of  rolling  fmokc  : 

The 


Foike  that  han  full  trurly 
Del'crvcd  fame  riglu-fully, 
And  prayen  yon  it  miglit  be  knowe 
Right  as  it  is,  and  forth  blowe. 

]  grant,  quoth  (he,  for  now  we  ilft 
That  your  good  works  (hall  be  witl. 
And  yet  yc  (hall  have  better  loos, 
Right  in  dcfptte  of  all  your  foes. 
Than  woithy  is,  and  that  anone. 
Let  now,  (quoth  (he)  thy  trump  gone— 
And  ccrtes  all  the  breath  that  went 
Out  of  his  trump's  mouth  fmcl'd 
As  men  a  pot  of  baumc  held 
Among  a  bafket  full  of  rofct  — — 
From  the  black  trumpet's  rufly,  &c. 

Therewithal  tiiere  came  ar.oDO 

Another  huge  companye 

Of  gooJe  folke 

What  did  this  Eolns,   but  lie 

Tooke  dut  his  tmmp  of  brafs, 

That  fouler  thau  thcderil  wu  : 
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The  pois'nous  vapour  blots  the  purple  Ikies,  340 

And  withers  all  before  it  as  it  flies. 

A  troop  came  next,  who  crowns  and  armour  Wore, 
And  proud  defiance  in  their  looks  they  bore  : 
For  thee  (they  cry'd)  amidft  alarms  and  ftrife, 
We  fail'd  in  temp-efts  down  the  ftream  of  life  ;  345 

For  thee  whole  nations  fill'd  with  flames  and  blood. 
And  fwam  to  empire  thro'  the  purple  flood, 
Thofe  ills  we  dar'd,  thy  infpiration  own, 
What  virtue  feem'd,  was  done  for  thee  alone. 
Ambitious  fools  !   (the  queen  reply'd  and  frown'd)     350 
Be  all  your  afts  in  dark  oblivion  drown'd  ; 
There  fleep  forgot,  with  mighty  tyrants  gone, 
Your  ftatues  mouldcr'd,  and  your  names  unknown  ! 
A  fuddcn  cloud  ftrait  fnatch'd  them  from  my  fight, 
And  each  majeftic  phantom  funk  in  night,  35^ 

Then  came  the  finallcft:  *  tribe  I  yet  had  feen  ; 
Plain  was  their  drefs,  and  modeft  was  their  mien. 

Great 

And  gan  his  trump  for  toblowc, 
As  all  tlu-  world  fnould  overtlnowe. 
Throughout  every  regione 
Went  tills  foiil  trumpet's  foune, 
Switt  as  a  jieilet  ou:  of  a  giimie 
When  fire  is  in  tlie  powder  runne. 
And  fiichc  a  fmoke  gan  out  wende. 
Out  of  the  foul  trumpes  eiidc,  — &c, 
■f  Then  came  ;l)e  fmallell,   &c. 

1  ("aw  ar.one  the  fifth  route 
That  to  tiiis  lady  gan  loute. 
And  downe  on  knees  anon  to  fall, 
And  to  her  they  befougliten  all,      * 
To  hidcn  their  good  workcs  eke  ; 
And  faid,  they  yeve  not  a  Ickc 
For  no  fame  ne  iiich  renownc  ; 
For  they  for  con'emplacyoune. 
And  Goddes  love  had  it  wrought, 
Ne  of  fame  would  they  ought. 

What,  quoth  fhe,  and  be  he  wood    r 
And  ween  ye  for  to  do  good, 
And  for  to  have  of  it  no  fame  ? 
Have  ye  dcfpitc  to  have  my  name  ? 
Nay  ye  fliall  lien  cvcrichonc  : 
Blowe  thy  trump,  and  that  anonc 

(Quotk 
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Great  idol  of  mankind  !  we  neither  claim 

The  praife  of  merit,  nor  alpirc  to  fame  ! 

But  fafe  in  delarts  from  th'  applaufe  of  men,  360 

Would  die  unheard  of,  as  we  liv'd  unleen. 

'Tis  all  we  beg  thee,  to  conceal  from  fight 

Thofe  a6ls  of  goodnefs,  which  thcmfelves  requite. 

O  let  us  ftill  the  fecret  joy  partake, 

To  follow  virtue  ev'n  for  virtue's  fake.  365 

And  live  there  men  who  llight  immortal  fame  ? 

Who  then  with  inccnfe  fliall  adore  our  name  ? 

But  mortals !  know,  'tis  ftill  our  greateft  pride 

To  blaze  thofe  virtues  which  t]ie  good  would  hide. 

Rife  !  mufes,  rife,  add  all  your  tuneful  breath,  370 

Thefe  muft  not  fleep  in  darknefs  and  in  death. 

She  faid  :  in  air  the  trembling  mufic  floats, 

And  on  the  winds  triumphant  Iwell  the  notes  ; 

So  foft,  tho'  high,  fo  loud,  and  yet  fo  clear, 

Ev'n  lift'ning  angels  lean'd  from  heav'n  to  hear  :        375 

To  fartheft  Ihores  th'  ambrofial  fpirit  flies, 

Sweet  to  the  world,  and  grateful  to  the  ikies. 

*  Next  thefe  a  youthful  train  their  vows  cxprefs'd. 
With  feathers  crown'd,  with  gay  embroidery  drefs'd  ; 
Hither,  they  cry'd,  direft  your  eyes,  and  fee  380 

The  men  of  pleafure,  (?:>fs,    and  gallantry  ; 
Ours  is  the  place  at  banquets,  balls,  and  plays. 
Sprightly  our  nights,  polite  are  all  our  days  ; 
Courts  we  frequent,  where  'tis  our  pleaiing  care 
To  pay  due  viflts,  and  addrefs  the  fair  :  385 

In  faft,  'tis  true,  no  nymph  we  could  perfuade, 
But  ftill  in  fancy  vanquifh'd  ev'ry  made  ; 

(Qnoth  fhe)   thou  Eolus,   I  hote, 
And  ring  thefe  folkcs  workes  by  rote, 
That  all  the  world  may  of  it  hcarc ; 
And  he  gan  blow  their  loos  fo  cleais, 
Is  his  golden  clarioiinc. 
Through  the  world  went  the  founc. 
All  fc  kind'y,  and  eke  fo  foft. 
That  their  fame  was  blown  aloft. 
•  The  following  twcnty-ciglit  lines  contain  the  fame  matt:r  Aim  eighty- 
four  of  ChiUcer  j  it  would  be  loo  prolix  to  infcrt  them  here. 

Of 
z 
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Of  unknown  ducheflcs  lewd  tales  we  tell, 

Yet  would  the  world  believe  us,  all  were  well. 

The  joy  let  others  have,  and  we  the  name,  39© 

And  what  we  want  in  pleafure,  grant  in  fame. 

The  queen  afTents,  the  trumpet  rends  the  fkles, 
And  at  each  blafl  a  lady's  honour  dies. 

Pleas'd  with  the  ftrangc  fuccefs,  vaft  numbers  preft 
Around  the  fhrine,  and  made  the  fame  requell:         395 
What  you  ( (lie  cry 'd)   unlearn'd  in  arts  to  pleafe. 
Slaves  to  yourfelves,  and  ev'n  fatigu'd  with  eafe. 
Who  lofe  a  length  of  undeferving  days. 
Would  you  ufurp  the  lover's  dear-bought  praife  ? 
To  juft  contempt,  ye  vain  pretenders,  fall,  4CO 

The  people's  fable,  and  the  fcorn  of  all. 
Strait  the  black  clarion  lends  a  horrid  found, 
Loud  laughs  burft  out,  and  bitter  feoffs  fly  round, 
Whifpers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  fcornful  hllTes  run  thro'  all  the  croud.  405 

Laft,  thofe  who  boaft  of  mighty  *  mifchiefs  done, 
Enflave  their  country,  or  ufurp  a  throne; 
Or  who  their  glory's  dire  foundation  lay'd 
On  fov'reigns  ruin'd,  or  on  friends  betray'd  ; 
Calm,  thinking  villains,  whom  no  faith  could  fix,       410 
Of  crooked  counfeis  and  dark  politics ; 
Of  thcfe,  a  gloomy  tribe  furround  the  throne, 
And  beg  to  make  th'  immortal  treafons  known. 
The  trumpet  roars,  long  flaky  flames  expire. 
With  fparks,  that  feem'd  to  fet  the  world  on  fire.       415 
At  the  dread  found,  pale  mortals  flood  aghail. 
And  flartled  nature  trembled  with  the  blaft. 

This  having  heard  and  feen,  fome  pow'r  unknown 
Strait  chang'd  the  fccne  f ,  and  fnatch'd  me  from  the  throne. 

Before 

*  Lift,  thofe  who  boafl  of  mighty,  ^c. 

TI10  rame  anoiluT  comjunye, 
'lliat  harl  y-clonc  tlio  iri';.chery,  Sec. 
f  T!ic  fcenc  here  changes  from  tlic  temple  of  Tame  to  tliat  of  Rumcur, 
which  is  almoJ  ciuirely  Chaucer's.     '1  he  particulars  fol.'ow. 

Tho 
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Before  my  view  appcar'd  a  ftru6\ure  fair,  42O 

Itb  fite  uncertain,  if  in  earth  or  air; 

With  rapid  motion  turn'd  the  manfion  round; 

With  ceardefs  noife  the  ringing  walls  relbund  : 

Not  lefs  in  number  were  the  fpacious  doors, 

Than  leaves  on  trees,  or  fands  upon  the  fliorcs  ;         425 

Which  ftill  unfolded  (land,  by  night,  by  day. 

Pervious  to  winds,  and  open  every  way. 

As  flames  by  nature  to  the  flcies  afccnd, 

As  weighty  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 

As  to  the  lea  returning  rivers  roll,  43O 

And  the  touc-h'd  needle  trembles  to  the  pole  ; 

Hither,  as  to  their  proper  place,  arife 

All  various  founds  from  earth,  and  fea<:,   and  fklcs, 

Or  fpoke  aloud,  or  whifper'd  in  the  ear; 

Nor  ever  filence,  reft,  or  peace  is  here.  435 

As  on  the  fmooth  expanfe  of  cryftal  lakes. 

The  finking  ftone  at  tirft  a  circle  makes ; 

The  trembling  furface,  by  the  motion  ftir'd, 

Spreruis  in  a  fecond  circle,  then  a  third  ; 

Wide,  and  more  wide,  the  floating  rings  advance,     44s 

1  ill  all  the  wat'ry  plain,  and  to  the  margin  dance. 

Tho  law  I  ^onde  in  a  valcy, 
I  nucr  the  caflle  faft  by 
A  houfc,   that  Doinus  Urdali 
That  Labytlnthu<:  cicpcd  is, 
Na<  made  lio  wondorly,  I  wis, 
Nc  halt"  I'o  qucirrly  y- wrought  ; 
And  cvcrmf»,  as   fMift  as  thought, 
This  qu«inc  houfc  abvu;  went, 
That  n.vcrmcrc  it  Hill  ll-nt  — 
And  eke  this  houlc  hath  of  cmrees 
At  many  as  icavcsarc  on  trees. 
In  fummcr,   when  they  ben  grc«e  ; 
And  in  the  roof  yet  mtn  may  fcnc 
A  tiioufand  boles  and  well  mo, 
I'o  Icttcn  the  founc  out  oq  ; 
And  by  day  in  every  tiu: 
Ben  all  ihc  d>  or»  open  wide. 
And  hyiiTglit  each  one  uii(htc; 
No  porter  is  ther?  one  to  let, 
No  nianer  :ydings  in  to  pite; 
Xe  never  reft  is  in  ilia:  place. 

Vol.  I.  Y  Thus 
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Thus  ev'ry  voice  and  found,  when  firft  they  break, 

On  neighb'rlng  air  a  foft  impreffion  make  ; 

Another  ambient  circle  then  they  move  ; 

That,  in  its  turn,  impels  the  next  above  ;  445 

Thro*  undulating  air  the  founds  are  fent. 

And  fpread  o'er  uil  the  fluid  element. 

There  various  news  I  heard,  *  of  love  and  ftrifc. 
Of  peace  and  war,  health,  licknefs,  death,  and  life. 
Of  lofs  and  gain,  of  famine  and  of  flore,  450 

Of  ftorms  at  fea,  and  travels  on  the  fliorc, 
Of  prodigies,  and  portents  feen  in  air. 
Of  fires  and  plagues,  and  ftars  with  blazing  hair, 
Of  turns  of  fortune,  changes  in  the  ftate. 
The  falls  of  fav'rites,  projefts  of  th^  great,  455 

Of  old  mifmanagements,  taxations  new  : 
All  neither  wholly  falfe,  nor  wholly  true. 

Above,  below,  without,  v^'ithin,   f  around, 
Confus'd,  unnumber'd  mu]«^>tudes  are  found. 
Who  pafs,  repafs,  advance,  and  glide  away  ;  460 

Hods  rais'd  by  fear,  and  phantoms  of  a  day  : 

Allrolo- 

*  Tlicre  various  news  I  heard,  &c. 

Of  wcrrics,  of  pcac?,  of  marriages. 

Of  reft,  of  labour,  of  voyaj;cs. 

Of  abode,   of  dethe,  and  of  lif:?, 

Of  love  and  hate,  accord  ami  (Irifc, 

Of  lofs,  of  lore,  and  of  winnings, 

Of  hclc,  of  lickneCs,  and  Idlings, 

Of  divers  tranfimitations 

Of  cftates  and  eke  of  rcRior.s, 

Of  truft,  of  dr«de,  ofjcalouly. 

Of  witt,   of  winning,  and  of  folly, 

Of  good,  or  bad  government. 

Of  tire,  and  of  divers  accident. 
I  Above,  "below,  without,  within,  &c. 

But  fuch  a  grete  congrega'ion' 

Of  folke  as  I  faw  rorav-  about. 

Some  within  and  fomc  wichout, 

Wae  never  Iccn,  ne  Oiall  h-:  eft  — 
And  every  wicht  tliat  I  law  there 

Rowned  cverich  in  others  ear 

A  new  tyding  privily, 

Orelfe  he   lold  it  openly 

lii^ht  thus,  arjd  fr.id,  Knowft  not  tliou 

'ilu:  ii  bviiJc  to  ni^bt  now  ? 
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Aftrologers,  tliat  future  fates  forcfh'ew, 
Projcftors,  quacks,  and  lawyers  not  a  few  ; 
And  prlefts,  and  party-zealots,  niini'rous  bands 
With  home-born  lyes,  or  tales  fron^  foreign  lands;   465 
Each  talk'd  aloud,  or  in  fome  fecret  place. 
And  wild  impatience  ftar'd  in  ev'ry  face. 
The  flying  rumours  gather'd  as  they  roll'd, 
Scarce  any  tale  was  fooner  heard  than  told  ; 
And  all  who  told  it,  added  ibmetliing  new,  47'^} 

And  all  who  heard  it,   made  enlargements  too,  > 

In  ev'ry  ear  it  fpread,  on  ev'ry  tongue  it  grew.  ^ 

Thus  flying  eaft  and  weft,   and  north  and  ibuth. 
News  travcU'd  with  encreafe  from  mouth  to  mouth. 
So  from  a  fpark,  that  kindled  firft  by  chance,  475 

With  gath'ring  force  the  quick'ning  flames  advance  ; 
Till  to  the  clouds  their  curling  heads  afpire. 
And  tow'rs  and  temples  flnk  in  floods  of  Are. 
When  thus  ripe  lies  are  to  pcrfc£lion  fprung, 
Full  grown,   and  fit  to  grace  a  mortal  tongue,  480 

Thro'  thoufand  vents,  impatient  forth  they  flow, 
And  rufh  in  millions  on  the  world  below. 
Fame  fits  aloft,  and  points  them  out  their  courfe, 
Their  date  determines,  and  prcfcribcs  their  force  : 
Some  to  remain,  and  fome  to  perifli  Ibon  ;  485 

.Or  wane  and  wax  alternate  like  the  moon. 
Around,  a  thoufand  winged  wonders  fly. 
Born  by  the  trumpet's  blaft,  and  fcatter'd  thro  the  fky. 
There,  at  one  palFage,  *  oft'  you  miglit  furvey 
A  lye  and  truth  contending  for  the  way  ;  490 

Y  2  And 

No,  quoth  lie,  :dl  mc  whal  ' 

And  then  he  told  liim  chiii  and  tiiat,  &c. 

—Thus  north  aad  fouth 
Wcntcwry  tiding  fro  mouth  to  mouth, 
And  that  cncrcafmg  rvrrmo, 
^s  fire  is  wont  to  quicken  and  go 
From  a  fparkle  fprong  amifs, 
Tiil  all  thecitcc  Urcnt  up  is. 
•  Thire  at  one  pafTagc,  &c. 

A  fill  fometime  I  faw  there  at  once, 
A  tiling  and  a  fad  footh  favv 

T!ut 
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And  long 'twas  doubtful,  both  fo  clofely  pent, 

Which  firft  fhould  iffue  thro'  the  narrow  vent : 

At  laft  agreed,  together  out  they  fly, 

Infeparable  now,  the  truth  and  lie  ; 

1'he  {lri6l  companions  are  for  ever  join'd,  495 

And  this  or  that  unmix'd,  no  mortal  e'er  fliall  find. 

While  thus  1  flood,  intent  to  fee  and  hear, 
One  came,  methoughl,  and  whifper'd  in  my  ear  : 
What  could  thus  high  thy  rafli  ambition  raife  ? 
Art  thou,   fond  youth,  a  candidate  for  praife  ?  500 

'Tis  true,  faid  I,   not  void  of  hopes  I  came, 
For  who  fo  fond  as  youthful  bards  of  fame  ? 
But  few,  alas  !  the  cafual  blefllng  boaft, 
iio  hard  to  gain,  fo  eafy  to  be  loft. 

How  vain  that  fecond  life  in  others  breath,  505 

Th'  eftate  which  wits  inherit  after  death  ! 
Eafe,  health,  and  life,   for  this  they  mull  refign, 
(Unfure  the  tenure,  but  how  vaft  the  fine!) 
The  great  man's  curfe,  vv'lthout  the  gains,  endure. 
Be  envy'd,  wretched,  and  be  flatter'd,  poor  ;  510 

All  lucldefs  wits  their  enemies  pvofeft, 
And  all  fuccefsful,  jealous  friends  at  bcft. 
Nor  fame  I  flight,  nor  for  her  favours  call ; 
She  comes  unlook'd  for,  if  fhe  comes  at  all. 
But  if  the  purchafe  cofts  fo  dear  a  price,  515 

As  foothing  folly,  or  exalting  vice  : 
Oh  !  if  the  mufe  muft  flatter  lawlefs  fway. 
And  follow  ftill  where  fortune  leads  the  way ; 
Or  if  no  bafis  bear  my  rifing  name, 

But  the  fall'n  ruins  of  another's  fame  :  510 

Then  teach  me,  heav'n  !   to  fcorn  the  guilty  bays. 
Drive  from  my  breaft  that  wretched  luft  of  praife, 
Unblemifli'd  let  me  live,  or  die  unknown  ; 
Oh  grant  an  honeft  fame,  or  grant  me  none  ! 

That  gonnen  at  adventurr  draw 
Out  of  a  v.indow  forth  to  pace  — 
And  no  man,  be  he  ever  fo  wrotlis. 
Shall  have  one  of  thcl'c  two,  but  both.  Sec 
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M  A  Y. 

THERE  llv'd  in  LoiTibardy,  as  authors  write. 
In  days  of  old,  a  wile  and  worthy  knight ; 
Of  ncntle  manners,  as  of  gen'rous  race, 
BlclsM  with  much  fcnfe,  more  riches,  and  feme  grace. 
Yet  led  aftray  by  Venus'  foft  delights,  5 

lie  fcarce  could  rule  fome  idle  appetites  : 
For  long  ago,  let  pricfts  fay  what  they  couM, 
Weak  finful  laymen  were  but  fielh  and  blood. 

But  in  due  time,  when  fixty  years  were  o'er, 
He  vow'd  tOklcad  this  vicious  life  no  more  ;  lO 

Whether  pure  holincls  infpir'd  his  mind, 
Or  dota'^e  turn'd  his  brain,  is  hard  to  find  ; 
But  his  high  courage  prickM  him  forth  to  wed, 
And  try  the  pleafures  of  a  lawful  bed. 
This  was  his  nightly  dream,  his  daily  care, 
And  to  the  hcavn'ly  powr's  his  conftant  pray*r, 
Once,  e'er  he  dy'd,  to  tafte  the  blisful  life 
Of  a  kind  hufband  and  a  loving  wife. 

Thefc  thoughts  he  fortify'd  with  reafons  ftill, 
(For  none  want  reafons  to  confirm  their  will)  2Q 

Grave  authors  fay,  and  witty  poets  fing, 
That  honeft  wedlock  is  a  glorious  thing  : 
But  depth  of  judgment  moft  in  him  appears, 
"N^'ho  wifely  weds  in  his  maturer  years. 

•  -i  l.si  Talc,  which  ii  tikcn  from  Chaucer,  was  done  at  Cxteca  or  f.r.n- 
tccn  years  of  a-e,  _,, 

2  Then 
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Then  let  him  chufc  a  damfel  young  and  fair,  zi 

To  blefs  his  age,  and  bring  a  worthy  heir; 

To  Iboth  his  cares,  and  free  from  noife  and'ftrifc  ' 

Condiift  him  gently  to  the  verge  of  life. 

f.et  linful  bachelors  their  woes  deplore 

Full  well  they  merk  all  they  feel,  and  more :  ^o 

Unaw'd  by  precepts,  human  or  divine, 

Like  birds  and  beafts,  promifcuoufly  they  join  : 

Nor  know  to  make  the  prefcnt  bleffing  laft. 

To  liope  the  future,  or  efteem  the  p^aft ;  ' 

Put  valnfy  boaft  the  joys  they  never  try'd,  ^,- 

And  find  divulg'd  the  fecrets  they  would  hide. 

The  marry'd  man  may  bear  his  yoke  with  cafe. 

Secure  at  once  himfelf  and  heav'n  to  pleafe  ; 

And  pafs  his  inoffenfive  hours  away. 

In  blifs  all  night,  and  innocence  all  day  :  40  ' 

Tho'  fortune  change,  his  conftant  fpoufe  remains. 

Augments  his  joys,  or  mitiga-s  his  pains. 

But  what  fo  pure,  which  envious  tongues  will  fparc  ? 

5,o-„-  wicked  wits  have  libel'd  all  the  fair. 

%Vith  matchlefs  impudence  they  ftile  a  wife  4^ 

The  dear-bought  curfe,  and  lawful  plggue  of  life; 
A  bofom-ferpent,  a  domeftic  evil, 

A  night-invafion,  and  a  mid-day  devil. 

Let  not  the  wife  thefe  fland'rous  words  regard. 

But  curfe  the  bones  of  cvVy  lying  bard.     "^      '  ;;© 

All  other  goods  by  fortune's  hand  are  giv'n^ 
A  wife  is  the  peculiar  gift  of  heav'n  : 
Vain  fortune's  favours,  never  at  a  flay. 
Like  empty  fhadows,  pafs,   and  glide  aw'ay  ; 
One  folid  comfort,  our  eternal  wife,  '  te 

Abundantly  fupplies  us  all  our  life  : 
This  blefTmg  lafts,   (if  thofe  who  try,  fay  true) 
As  long  as  heart  can  wifh— and  longer  too. 

Our  grandfirc  Adam,  ere  of  Eve  polTefs'd, 
Alone,  and  ev'n  in  Paradifc  unblefs'd,  '  (,0 

With  mournful  looks  the  blifsful  fccncs  furvey'd, 
And  wander'd  in  the  folitary  fhade  ;     * 

The 
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The  Maker  faw,  took  pity,  and  bcftow'd 
Woman,   the  laft,   the  beft  rcfcrve  of  God. 

A  wife  !  ah  gentle  deities,  can  he  65 

That  has  a  wife,  e'er  feci  adveiTity  ? 
Would  men  but  follow  what  tlie  fex  advife. 
All  things  would  profpcr,  all  the  world  grow  wife. 
'Twas  by  Rebecca's  aid  that  Jacob  won 
His  father's  blcfling  from  an  elder  fon  :  7© 

Abufivc  Nabal  ow'd  his  forfeit  life 
To  the  wile  conduft  of  a  prudent  wife  : 
Heroic  Judith,  as  old  Hebrews  fhow, 
Preferv'd  the  Jews,  and  llew  th'  Aflyrian  foe  : 
At  Heller's  fuit,  the  per fecu ting  fword  75 

Was  Iheath'd,  and  IlVael  liv'd  to  blefs  the  Lord. 

Thefe  weighty  motives,  January  the  fage 
Maturely  ponder'd  in  his  riper  age  ; 
And  charm'd  witli  virtuous  joys,  and  foberlife. 
Would  try  that  chriflian  comfort,  call'd  a  wife.  8d 

His  friends  were  fummon'd  on  a  point  fo  nice, 
To  pafs  their  judgment,  and  to  give  advice  ; 
Bat  fix'd  before,  and  well  refolv'd  was  he  ; 
(As  men  that  aik  advice  are  wont  to  be.) 

My  friends,  he  cry'd,  (and  call  a  mournful  look       8^ 
Around  the  room,  and  figh'dbefore  he  fpokc  :) 
Beneath  the  weight  of  threefcore  years  I  bend. 
And  worn  with  cares,  am  haft'ning  to  my  end  ; 
How  I  have  liv'd,  alas  1  you  know  too  well. 
In  worldly  follies,  which  I  blufli  to  tell  ;  9« 

But  gracious  heav'n  has  ope'd  my  eyes  at  laft, 
With  due  regret  I  view  my  vices  paft. 
And  as  the  precept  of  the  church  decrees, 
Will  take  a  wife,  and  live  in  holy  eafe. 
But  fince  by  counfel  all  things  fhould  be  done, 
And  many  heads  are  wifer  flill  than  one  ; 
Chufe  you  forme,  who  beft  lliall  be  content 
When  my  dcfirc's  approv'd  by  your  confeut. 

One  caution  vet  is  needful  to  be  told, 
To  gvldc  your  choice  ;  this  wife  rauft  not  b;  old  ;      100 

'I  '-.ere 
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There  goes  a  faying,  and  'twas  fl\rewdly  faid. 

Old  fifli  at  table,  but  young  tiefli  in  bed. 

My  foul  abhors  the  tailelefs,  dry  embrace 

Of  a  ftale  virgin  with  a  winter  face  ; 

In  that  cold  feafon  Love  but  treats  his  gueft  I0,$ 

With  bean-flraw,  and  tough  forage  at  the  beft. 

No  crafty  widows  fliall  approach  my  bed  ; 

Thofe  are  too  wife  for  bachelors  to  wed ; 

As  fubtle  clerks  by  many  fchools  are  made, 

Twice-marry'd  dames  are  miftreffes  o'th'  trade  :  ii& 

But  young  and  tender  virgins,  rul'd  with  eafe. 

We  form  like  wax,  and  mould  them  as  we  pleafe. 
Conceive  me,  Sirs,  nor  take  my  fenfe  amifs ; 

*Tis  what  concerns  my  foul's  eternal  blifs ; 

Since  if  I  found  no  pleafure  in  my  fpoufe,  115 

As  flefh  is  frail,  and  who  (God  help  me)  knows  ? 

Then  flioukl  I  live  in  leud  adultery, 

And  fink  downright  to  Satar-  when  I  die. 
Or  were  I  curs'd  with  an  unfruitful  bed. 

The  righteous  end  were  loft,   for  which  I  wed  ;   -        1 20 

To  raife  up  feed  to  blefs  the  pow'rs  above. 

And  not  for  pleafure  only,  or  for  love. 

Think  not  I  doat ;  'tis  time  to  take  a  wife, 

When  vig'rous  blood  forbids  a  chafter  life  : 

Thofe  that  are  blefs'd  with  ftore  of  grace  divine,       125 

May  live  like  faints,  by  hcav'n's  confent,  and  mine. 

And  fince  .1  fpcak  of  wedlock,  let  me  fay, 
(As,  tliank  my  ftars,  in  modeft  truth  I  may) 
My  limbs  are  aftive,  ftill  I'm  found  at  heart. 
And  a  new  vigour  fprings  in  ev'ry  part.  130 

Think  not  my  virtue  loft,  tho'  time  has  ilied 
Thefc  rev'rcnd  honours  on  my  hoary  head ; 
Thus  trees  are  crown'd  with  blolfoms  white  as  fnow, 
The  vital  fap  then  rihng  from  below  : 
Old  as  I  am,  my  lufty  limbs  appear  135 

Like  winter  greens,  that  flouriih  all  the  year. 
Now,  Sirs,  you  know  to  what  I  ftand  inclin'd. 
Let  ev'ry  friend  with  freedom  fpeak  his  mind. 

He 
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He  faid  ;  the  reft  in  diff'rcnt  parts  divide, 
The  knotty  point  was  urg'd  on  either  fide  ;  140 

Marriage,  the  theme  on  which  they  all  declaim'd. 
Some  prais'd  with  wit,  and  Tome  with  rcafon  blam'd. 
Till,  what  with  proofs,  objcdions,  and  replies, 
Each  wond'rous  pofitivc,  and  wond'rous  wile, 
There  fell  between  his  brothers  a  debate,  145 

Placebo  this  was  call'd,  and  Juftln  that. 

Firft  to  the  knight  Placebo  thus  begun, 
(Mild  were  his  looks,  and  pleafmg  was  his  tone) 
Such  prudence.  Sir,  in  all  your  words  appears, 
As  plainly  proves,  experience  dwells  with  years  !       150 
Yet  you  purfue  fage  Solomon's  advice. 
To  work  by  counl'cl  when  affairs  are  nice  : 
But,  with  the  wife  man's  leave,  I  muft  proteft,  -i 

So  may  my  foul  arrive  at  eafe  and  reft,  > 

As  ftill  I  hold  your  own  advice  the  beft.  ^55^ 

Sir,  1  have  liv'd  a  courtier  all  my  days. 
And  ftudy'd  men,  their  manners,  and  their  wavs  : 
And  have  oblcrv'd  this  ufcful  maxim  ftill. 
To  let  my  belters  always  have  their  will. 
Nay,   if  my  lord  affirm'd  that  black  was  white,         160 
My  word  was  this.   Your  honour's  in  the  right. 
Th'  alfuming  wit,  who  deems  himlelf  fo  wife 
As  his  miftaken  patron  to  advifc. 
Let  him  not  dare  to  vent  his  dan^'rous  thought : 
A  noble  fool  was  never  in  a  fault.  165 

This,  Sir,   affe<5ls  not  you,  whofc  ev'ry  word 
Is  weigh'd  with  judgment,  and  bents  a  lord  : 
Your  will  is  mine  ;  and  is  (I  will  maintain) 
Pleafing  to  God,  and  Ihould  be  fo  to  man  ; 
At  leaft,  your  courage  all  the  world  muft  praifc,        170 
Who  dare  to  wed  in  your  declining  days. 
Indulge  the  vigour  of  your  mounting  blood, 
And  let  grey  fools  be  indolently  good, 
Who  paft  all  plcafare,  damn  the  joys  of  fcnfc, 
With  rev'rend  duUnefs,  and  grave  impotence.  175 

Juftin,  whofilent  fate,  and  heard  the  man, 
Thus,  with  a  philofophic  frown,   began. 

Vol.  I.  Z  Ahea- 
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A  heathen  autlior,  of  r!ic  iirfl:  degree, 
(Who,  tlio'  not  faith,  had  fenfe  as  well  as  we) 
Bids  us  be  certain  our  concerns  to  trull  180 

To  tliofe  of  rren'rous  principles,   and  juft. 
The  ventured  greater,   I'll  prciume  to  fay, 
To  give  your  perion,   than  your  goods-  away  : 
And  therefore,  Sir^  as  you  regard  your  reft, 
Firft  learn  your  Ladv's  (jualities  at  Icull  :  185 

"W'hctiier  ihe's  chafte  or  rampant,  }xoud  or  civil  i 
jSlcek  as  a  faint,   or  hauglitv  as  the  devil  ; 
Whether  an  eafv,   fonj^   fajiiiliar   ffx)!-, 
Or  fuch  a  wit  as  no  niaiv  e'er  can  rule  ; 
'Tis  true,  perfeftion  noiie  nuift  hope  to  ilnd  i<^ 

Jn  all  this  world,  much  Itfx  in  woman-kind  ; 
But  if  her  virtues  prove  the  larger  fhare, 
.B!c^'^  the  kind  fates,  and  think  your  fortune  rare. 
Ah,  gentle  Sir,  take  warning  of  a  fr'icnd, 
\V^ho  knows  too  well  the  ftatc  you  thus  commend  ;     loc 
Andj  fpight  of  all  its  praifc^,  muft  declare, 
All  he  can  iind  is  bondage,  coft,  and  care.. 
llrtiv'n  know^j   1  ilicd  full  uiaay  a  private  tear, 
And  ligh  in  iilencc,  left  the  world  fhould  hear  : 
While  all  my  fricTuis  applaud  my  bb'i-ful  liu-,  2C0 

And  iwear  no  mortal's)  happier  in  a  wife  ; 
Demure  and  cliafte  as  any  \<:i\,i\  nun. 
The  mcckeft  creature  that  beholds  tiic  fun  ! 
But,  by  the  immortal  ]H)w'rs,   I  feel  the  pain. 
And  he  thai  rm.iM>  has  reafon  to  complain..  205 

Do  what  Nou  lift,  for  mc  ;  you  muft  be  fugc^ 
And  cautious  hire  ;   for  wifdom  is  in  I'ue  ; 
But,  at  thele  years,  to  venture  on  the  fair  ! 
By  him,  who  made  the  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
To  plcafe  a  wife,  when  her  occaiions  call,  21a 

Would  bufy  the  moft  vig'rous  of  us  all. 
And  truft  mc.  Sir,   the  chaftcft  you  can  chufc 
AVill  alk  obfervance,  and  exact  her  dues. 
If  what  1  fpeak  my  noble  lord  offend, 
My  tedious  fermon  licrc  is  at  an  end.  215 

'Tis 
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"Tis  well,  'tis  woiurroiis  well,  the  knighr  replies, 
M<yft  worthy  kinrninn,   taith  you're  miahiy  wife  !  ' 
\\  f,  Sirs,   arc  fools ;  aKd  wuft  rcfic^n  tlfc  can fc 
lohcuta'ailh  author.,  proverbs,  ami  old  law,. 
lie  fpoke  with  korn,  and  tura'd  another  way  ;—       -  -j 
^V  hat  docs  my  friend,  my  dear  Placcho  Tay  ?'   ' 

Hay,  quoth  he,   by  hcav'n  the  man's'to'blnne, 
I  0  ilander  wives,  and  wedlock's  holv  name. 
At  thi;,,  thccounfcl  rofe,   without  delay  ; 
r.ach,  in  his  own  opinion,  went  his  wav';  Z"'- 

^V  iih  full  confcnt,   that  all  difputcs  appeal,!  "^ 

'IKc  knightlhouKI  marry,   ^yhcn  and  where  he  pic"s\i 

U  ho  now  but  January  exults  with  joy  i 
The  charms  of  wedlock  all  his  foul  cnij)Ioy  • 
Kach  nyniph  by  t«rns  hi.  wavVin-  mind  podlfl  2  3- 

And  rcinrn'd  the  ihort-liv'd  tyrant  of  his  brcaft  ■  ' 

^4'hlle  fancy  pl^ur'd  ev'ry  lively  part. 
And  each  brlv^ht  image  wander'd  o'er  his  heart 
I  hus,   m  lomc  public  Forum  fix'd  on  high, 
A  nurrour  lliows  the  figures  moving  by  •''  '  2  — 

Ntill  one  by  one,   in  fwift  fucccirion^paVs'  ^^ 

i-he  gliding  Ihadows  o'er  the  polilL'd  -la-;. 
Tins  lady's  charms  .thcfliceft  could  not  blaiuc 
«ut  vi!c  lulpicions  had  af]>ers'tl  her  fame  •        * 
1  hat  ^yas  with  lenfe,   but  not  with  virtue',  Meft  ;         ,40 
And  one  had  grace,  that  wanted  all  the  reft 
Kius  doubting  long  what  nymph  he  ll.ould'obcv 
He  ix\  d  at  laft  upon  the  youthful  May.  '  ' 

4Icr  fault,  he  knew  not,   Lov.  i.  always*  blind 
Uit  ey'ry  charm  revolvM  withm  his  mind  :     '  ,  ,  ^ 

Her  tender  age,  her  form  diyincly  fair 
Her  ealy  motion,  her  atlradivc  air 
Hvr  iweet  iKhaviour,  her  enchanting  face 
Her  moving  foftnels,  and  majeft.c  grace.  ' 

Much  m  his  prud-.nce  did  our   kilight  ivioicc,  250 

And  thougnt  no  mortal  could  difputc  his  choice  • 
>  Gnce  more  :nhartc  he  lumn^on'd  ev'ry  friend,  * 
-  And  told  them  all,  their  p.ins  were  at  ancnj. 

~  IJca\*n, 
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Hcav'n,   that  (laid  he)   infp'r'd  mc  iirft  to  wed, 
Provides  a  confort  woithy  of  my  bed  ;  255 

Let  none  oppofe  th' eleftion,  finceon  this 
Depends  my  quiet,  and  my  future  blifs. 

A  dame  there  is,  the  darling  of  my  eyes, 
Young,  beauteoif^,  artlefs,  innocent  and  wife  ; 
Challe,  tho'  not  rich,  and  tho'  not  nobly  born,         260 
Of  honsfl  parents,  and  may  ferve  my  turn. 
Her  will  I  wed,  if  gracious  heav'n  fo  pleafe  ; 
To  pafs  my  age  in  fandity  and  eafe  : 
And  thank  the  pow'rs,  I  may  pofTefs  alone 
The  lovely  prize,  and  fhare  my  blifs  with  none  !         265 
If  you,  my  friends,  this  virgin  can  procure. 
My  joys  are  full,   my  happinefs  is  fure. 

One  only  doubt  remains ;   full  oft'  I've  heard. 
By  cafuifls  grave,  and  deep  divines  averr'd; 
That  'tis  too  much  for  human  race  to  know  270 

The  blifs  of  heav'n  above,   r'nd  earth  below/ 
Now  fhould  the  nuptial  pleafures  prove  fo  great, 
To  match  the  bleffings  of  the  future  ftate, 
Thofe  cndlefs  joys  were  ill  exchang'd  for  thefe  ; 
Then  clear  this  doubt,  and  fet  my  mind  at  eafe.  275 

This  Juftin  heard,  nor  could  his  fpleen  controul, 

Touch'd  to  the  quick,   and  tickled  at  the  foul. 

Sir  knight,  he  cry'd,  if  this  be  all  you  dread, 

Heav'n  put  it  paft  your  doubt,  whene'er  you  wed  ; 

And  to  my  fervent  pray'rs  fo  far  confent,  280 

That  ere  the  rites  are  o'er,  you  may  repent  ! 

Good  heav'n  no  doubt  the  nuptial  ftate  approves. 

Since  it  chaftifes  ftill  what  beft  it  loves. 

Then  be  not,  Sir,  abandon'd  to  defpair  ;  ■* 

Seek,  and  perhaps  you'll  find,   among  the  fair,        285  > 

One,  that  may  do  your  bufinefs  to  a  hair  ;  J 

Not  even  in  wlfn,  your  happinefs  delay. 

But  prove  the  fcourge  to  lafh  you  on  your  way  : 

Then  to  the  fkics  your  mounting  foul  lliall  go, 

Swift  as  an  arrow  foaring  from  the  bow  !  9()0 

Provided  ftill,  you  moderate  your  joy, 

Nor  in  your  pleafures  all  your  might  employ, 

Let 
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Let  reafou's  rule  your  flrong  dcilrcs  abate, 

Nor  pleafc  too  lavillily  your  gentle  male. 

Old  wives  tli£re  arc,  of  judgment  moft  acute,  295 

Who  lolvc  thefc  qucftions  beyond  all  difpute; 

Confult  with  thole,  and  be  of  better  chcar; 

Marry,  do  penance,  and  difmii's  your  fear. 

So  faid,  they  rofc,  nor  more  the  work  delayed  ; 
The  match  Vv'as  ofFer'd,  the  propofals  made.  300 

The  parents,  you  may  think,  would  foon  comply  ; 
The  old  have  int' reft  ever  in  their  eye. 
Nor  was  it  hard  to  move  the  lady's  mind, 
When  fortune  favours,  ftill  the  fair  are  kind. 

I  pafs  each  previous  lettlement  and  deed,  505 

Too  long  for  me  to  write,  or  you  to  read  ; 
Nor  will  with  quaint  impertinence  dilplay 
The  pomp,  the  pageantry,  the  proud  array. 
The  time  approach'd,  to  church  the  parties  went. 
At  once  with  carnal  and  devout  intent  :  51O 

Fortli  eame  tlie  pricft,  and  bade  th'  obedient  wife 
Like  Sarah  or  Rebecca,  lead  her  life  : 
Then  pray'd  the  pow'rs  the  fruitful  bed  to  blefs, 
And  make  all  furc  enough  with  holinefs. 

And  now  the  palace-gates  are  open'd  wide,  3^5") 

The  gucfts  appear  in  order,  fide  by  fide,  > 

And  plac'd  in  flate,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride.        J 
The  breathing  tiutc's  foft  noies  are  heard  aronnd. 
And  the  flirill  trumpets  mix  their  lilver  found  ; 
The  vaulted  roofs  with  echoing  mufic  ring,  320 

Thefc  touch  the  vocal  ftops,  and  thofe  the  trembling  ft  ring. 
Not  thus  Amphion  tun'd  the  warbling  lyre, 
Nor  Joab  the  fouhding  clarion  could  infpire, 
Nor  tierce  Theodamas,  whofe  fprightly  ftrain  324 

Cou'd  fwell  the  foul  to  rage,  and  fire  the  martial  train. 

Bacchus  himfelf,  the  nuptial  feaft  to  grace, 
(So  poets  fing)  was  prefent  on  the  place  : 
And  lovely  Venus,  goddefs  of  delight. 
Shook  high  her  flaming  torch  in  open  fight, 
And  danc'd  around,  and  Imil'd  on  ev'ry  knight 
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PleaiM  liev  befl  fervant  wpu'd  his  courage  try. 

No  Ids  in  \vecllo;:k,  than  in  liberty. 

FiuU  many  an  age  old  Hymen  had  not  fpy'd 

So  kind  a  bridegroom,  or  lo  bright  a  bride. 

Y^e  bard^ !   renown'd  among  the  tuneful  throng  335 

For  gentle  lays,  and  joyous  nuptial  long; 

Think  not  your  fofteft  numbers  can  dil'play 

Tjie  matchlcfs  glories  of  this  blifsful  day  : 

'J'he  joys  are  fuch,  as  far  tranfcend  your  rage, 

When  tender  youth  has  wedded  {looping  age.  340 

The  beauteous  dame  fate  fmiling  at  tlie  board, 
And  darted  am'rous  glances  at  her  lord. 
Not  Hefter's  felf,  whofc  cliarms  the  Hebrews  fing, 
E'er  look'd  fo  lovelv  on  her  Perfian  kinp;: 
Bright  as  the  rifing  fun,  in  fummer's  day,  345 

And  frefti  and  blooming  as  tJic  month  of  May  ' 
The  joyful  knight  fuvvey'd  her  by  his  fide, 
Noi'  envy'd  Paris  with  the  Spurtan  bride  :  * 

Still  as  his  mind  revolv'd  with  yaft  delight 
Th'  enchanting  raptures  pf  th'  approaching  nigh.t  :     35Q 
Reftlefs  he  fate,  invokjag  ev'ry  pow'r. 
To  fpeed  his  blifs,  and  hafte  the  happy  hour- 
!Mcan  tirrie  the  vig'rous  dancers  beat  the  ground, 
.\\\i\  fongs  were  fung,   and  flowing  bowls  went  round, 
V\"ith  cd'rous  fpices  they  perfum'd  the  place,  355 

And  mirth  and  plcafurc  flione  \\\  ev'ry  face, 

Dainian  alone,  of  all  the  nienial  train, 
Sid  in  the  midft  of  triumphs,  ^jgli'd  for  pain  ; 
I)ami;in  alone,   the  knight's  obfccjuious  fquire, 
Confum'd  at  heart,   and  icX  a  fccrct  fire.  36Q 

His  lovely  miflrefs  all  his  foul  poflefs'd. 
He  look'd,  he  ianguifli'd,   and  cou'd  take  no  reft  : 
Hi>  talk  perform'd,  he  fadly  went  his  way, 
Fell  on  his  bed,  and  loath'd  the  light  of  day  : 
There  let  him  lie  ;  till  his  relenting  dame  36^ 

M  eep  in  her  turn,  and  wafte  in  equal  flame. 

The  weary  fun,  as  learned  poets  write, 
Foribok  th'  horizon,  and  roU'd  down  the  light; 
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While  glitt'ring  {Inrs  his  ahfent  beam'?  Tupply, 
And  night's  dark  mantle  overfprcad  the  Iky.  -■'C 

'i'hcn  role  the  guefts ;  and  as  the  tin>c  requii'J, 
Kach  paid  his  thanks,  and  decently  rctir'd. 

The  foe  once  gone,  otir  knight  prepar'd  t'uudrcls. 
So  keen  he  was,  and  eager  to  poilcfs  : 
But  tirll  thought  tit  th'  ainftance  to  receive, 
\\  hich  grave  pl.ylicians  Icruplc  not  to  give; 
Saiyrion  near,  with  hot  tringos  flood, 
Cantharidcs,  to  lire  the  la/y  blootl, 
W'hofe  ule  old  bards  defcribc  in  lufcioas  rhynn*. 
And  critics  learn'd  explain  to  modern  times.  og^ 

By  this  the  Ihects  were  Iprcad,  the  bride  uiHlrcrOd 
The  rv^om  was  fprinkled,  and  the  bed  was  blelVd. 
^^■hat  next  cnfu'd  bclcems  not  nic  to  fay; 
Tisfung,   he  laboured  till  the  dawning  dav. 
Then  brilkly  fprung  from  bed,  witli  heart Vo  li-ht    -g- 
As  ail  were  nothing  he  had  done  by  night ;       ^     '      ^l 
Andfipp'd  hii  cordial  a«>  he  fate  upright  :  J 

He  kifs'd  his  balmy  fpoufe  witli  wanton  plav 
And  feebly  fung  a  lufty  roundelav  : 

Tiien  on  the  couch  his  weary  limbs  he  cnrt  ;  -v^o 

I  or  every  labour  muft  have  reft  at  laft.         '  ^ 

But  anxious  cares  the  pcnfive  fqulrc  opprcN'd, 
Slcej)  tied  his  eyes,  and  peace  furfook  his  breafl ; 
The  raging  flames  that  in  lii^  bofom  dwell, 
He  wanted  art  to  hide,  and  means  to  tell.  «a- 

Yet  hoping  time  th'  occafion  might  betray,  ^  ^ 

Composed  a  fonnet  to  the  lovely  May; 
\Vhich  writ  and  folded  with  the  niceft  art- 
He  wrapp'd  in  filk,  and  laid  upon  his  heart.' 

When  now  the  fourth  revolving  day  was  run,         400 
C  Twas  June,  and  Cancer  iiad  receiv'd  the  fun) 
Forth  from  her  chamber  came  the  l>eauteaui  bride  • 
1  he  good  old  knight  muvM  llowlv  by  her  fide. 
High  maf.  wai  fung;  tJiey  fcaftcd  m  the  Iiall ; 
I  hu  lcrvant>  round  ftood  ready  at  their  call.     '  40? 

The  fquirc  alone  was  abfcnt  from  the  board, 
And  much  his  fickncU  gri.;\'d  hU  u,,ithy  lord, 

^  '  '         Who 
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Who  prayM  his  fpoufe,  attended  by  her  train. 

To  vifit  Damian,  and  divert  his  pain. 

Th'  obliging  damesobey'd  with  one  confent ;  410 

They  left  the  hall,  and  to  his  lodging  went. 

The  female  tribe  fm-round  him  as  he  lay, 

And  clofc  bciide  him  fate  the  gentle  May  : 

Where,  as  flic  tryM  his  pulfe,  he  foftly  drew 

A  heaving {igh,   and  cail  a  mournful  view;  415 

Then  gave  his  bill,  and  brib'd  the  pow'rs  divine 

With  fecret  vows  to  favour  his  defi^n. 

Who  fludies  novv^  but  difcontented  May  ? 
On  her  foft  couch  xmeaiily  flie  lay  : 

The  lumpifh  hufband  fnoar'd  away  the  night,  420 

Till  coughs  awak'dhim  near  the  mornin$r  lirrht. 
What  then  he  did,  I'll  not  prefume  to  tell, 
"Nor  if  file  thought  herillfia  heav'n  6r  hell  : 
Honeil  and  dull,  in  nuptial  bed  they  lay. 
Till  the  bell  toll'd,  and  all  arofe  to  pray.  41  ij 

Were  it  by  forceful  deftiny  decreed, 
Or  did  from  chance,  or  nature's  pow'r  proceed; 
Or  that  fome  ftar,  with  afped  kind  to  love, 
Shed  its  feletleft  mlluence  from  above  ; 
Whatever  was  the  caufe,  the  tender  dame  430 

Felt  the  firfl:  motions  of  an  infant  flame; 
Receiv'd  the  impreffions  of  the  love-lick  fquire, 
And  wafted  in  the  foft,  infeftious  fire. 

Ye  fair,  draw  near,  let  May's  example  move 
Your  gentle  minds  to  pity  thofe  who  love  !  435 

Had  fome  fierce  tyrant  in  her  ftead  been  found. 
The  poor  adorer  fure  had  hang'd,  or  drown'd  : 
But  file,  your  fex's4nirrour,   free  from  pride. 
Was  much  too  meek  to  ]>rove  a  homicide. 

But  to  my  tale  :  fome  fages  have  defin'd  44a 

Pleafure  the  Ibv'reign  blifs  of  human-kind  : 
Our  knight  (who  fludy'd  much,  we  may  fuppofe) 
Deriv'd  this  high  philofophy  from  thofe  ; 
For,  like  a  prince,  he  bore  the  vaft  expence 
Of  lavifli  pomp  and  proud  magnificence  ;  445 
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kis  houfe  was  ftately,  his  retinue  gay, 
Large  was  his  train,  and  gorgeous  his  array. 
His  Ipacious  garden  made  to  yield  to  none,' 
Was  compafs'd  round  with  walls  of  iblid  {lone  • 
Pnapus  cmild  not  half  defcribe  the  grace 
rrho'  god  of  gardens)  of  this  charming  place  • 
A  pla(^  to  tire  the  rambling  wits  of  France 
In  longdelcnptions  and  exceed  romance  • 
Enough  to  fliame  thegentlcft  bard  that  fma-s 
Of  pajntcd  meadows,  anc!  of  purling  fprlng.. 

Full  in  the  centre  of  the  flow'rv  o-round 
A  cryftal  fm^ntain  fprcad  its  ftreami  around  l 

The  fruitful  banks  with  verdant  iaurels  crowa'd  •  1 

About  th.s  fpring  (if  ancient  fame  fay  true) 
The  dapper  elves  their  moon-light  fports  purfuc  :       460 
Their  pigmy  kmg,  and  little  fairy  queen 
In  circling  dances  gambol'd  on  the  green' 
While  tuneful  fprites  a  merrv  confort  made 
And  airy  mufic  warbled  thro'  the  Hiad-       ' 

Hither  the  noble  knight  would  oft'  repair,  .r,. 

(Hw  fcene  of  pleafurc,  and  peculiar  care)  ' 

!■  or  this  he  held  it  dear,  and  always  bore 
1  he  lilvcr  key  that  lock'd  t1.e  garden-door. 
Fothis  fvveet  place,   in  fummcr's  fultry  heat. 
He  us  d  it^m  noifc  and  bus'nefs  to  retreat  • 
And  here  in  dalliance  fpehd  the  live  -lon^  da- 
S:tus  cum  fob,  with  his  fpnghtly  May.    "^       ' ' 
lor  whate'er  work  was  rndifdjav-'d  a-b-d 
The  duteous  knight  in  this  fair  garden  fpej. 
But  ah!  what  mortal  lives  of  blifs  fecurc, 
B<y^^  fliort  a  fpace  our  worldly  joys  endure  ? 
O  fortune,  fair,  h'ke  all  thy  treacherous  kind 
But  faithlc<.  ftiH,  .,d  ,,-,,i,;,^,  ,3  ,,^  ^^,-^;' 

O  painted  monfter,  form'd  mankind  to  cheat, 

With  pleafing  poifon,  and  with  fuft  deceit !  .80 

Thisr.ch,   thisam'r,  uerable  knight,  ^ 

Afuidfthiscale,  his  folace,  and  deliaht 

Struck,  blind  by  thee,"  reffgns  his  day"  tc^  crHcf 

And  calls  on  death,   the  wretch's  lafl  relief.    ' 

"^  ^  The 
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The  rage  of  jcaloufy  then  I'eix'd  his  mind,  4^ 

For  much  he  fear'd  the  faith  of  woman-kind. 
His  wife  not  fufFer'd  from  his  fide  to  ftray, 
Was  captive  kept,  he  watch'd  her  night  and  day, 
Ahridg'd  her  plfafures,  and  coniin'd  herfway. 
Full  oft*  in  tears  did  haplefs  May  complain,  49© 

And  figh'd  full  oft' ;  but  figh'd  and  wept  in  vain  ; 
She  look'd  on  Damian  with  a  lover's  eye, 
For  oh,  'twas  fix'd  ;  fhe  mufl  polfefs  or  die  ! 
Nor  lefs  impatience  vex'd  her  am'rous  fquire, 
Wild  with  delay,  and  burning  with  defn-e,  495 

W^atch'd  as  flie  was,  yet  could  he  not  refrain 
By  fecrct  writing  to  difclofe  his  pain  ; 
The  dame  by  ligns  rcveal'd  her  kind  intent. 
Till  both  were  confcious  what  each  other  meant. 

Ah,  gentle  knight,  what  would  thy  eyes  avail,         500 
Tho'  they  could  Ice  as  far  as  fliips  can  fail  ? 
'Tis  better  fure,  when  blind,  decclv'd  to  be, 
Than  be  deluded  when  a  man  can  fee  ! 

Argus  himfelf,  fo  cautious  and  fo  wife. 
Was  over-watch'd,   for  all  his  hundred  eyes  :  tc; 

So  many  an  honefl  hufband  may,   'tis  known, 
W1io,  wifely,  never  thinks  the  cafe  his  own. 

The  dame  at  lafl,  by  diligence  and  care, 
Procur'd  the  key  her  knight  was  wont  to  bear  • 
She  took  the  wards  in  wax  before  the  fire,  ciq 

And  gave  th'  impreflion  to  the  trufty  fquire. . 
By  means  of  this,  fome  wonder  lliall  appear. 
Which  in  due  place  and  feafon,  you  may  hear. 

Well  fung  fwect  Ovid  in  the  days  of  yore. 
What  ilight  is  that,  which  love  will  not  explore  ?       51  j; 
And  Py ramus  and  Thiibc  plainly  fliow 
The  feats  true  lovers,  when  they  lift,  can  do  : 
Tho'  watch'd  and  captive,  yet  in  fpitc  of  all, 
They  found  die  art  of  kifling  thro'  a  wall. 


But  now  no  longer  from  our  tale  to  ftray;  ^20 

happ'd,   that  once  upon  a  fummer's  day, 
Our  rcv'rcnd  knight  was  urg'd  to  am'rous  play  : 


It  happ'd,   that  once  upon  a  fummer's  day,  > 

He 
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Hcrals'd  his  fpoufe,  e*cr  m.itin-bcll  was  rung, 
And  thus  liis  mornin"- canticle  he  iuns:. 

Awake,  my  love,  dilllofe  thy  radiant  eyes ;  5:^5 

Arifc,  my  wife,  my  beauteous  lady,  rife  ! 
Hear  how  the  doves  with  pcnfivc  notes  complain, 
And  in  foft  murmurs  tell  the  trees  their  pain  ; 
The  winter's  paft  ;  the  clouds  and  tcmpcfts  fly  ; 
The  fun  adorns  the  fields,  and  brightens  all  the  Iky.  530 
Fair  without  fpot,  whofc  ev'ry  charming  part 
My  bofom  wounds,  and  captivates  my  heart ; 
Come,  and  in  mutual  plc^fures  let's  engage, 
Joy  of  my  life,  and  comfort  of  my  age. 

This  heard,  to  Damian  flrait  a  fip;n  flic  made,       53,5 
Tohaftc  before;  the  gentle  fquire  obey'd  : 
Secret,  and  undefcry'd,  he  took  his  way. 
And  ambufli'd  clofe  behind  an  arbour  lay. 

It  was  not  long  e'er  January  came. 
And  hand  in  hand  with  him  his  lovely  dame;  540 

Blind  as  he  was,  not  doubting  all  was  fure. 
He  turn'd  the  key,  and  made  the  gate  fecure. 

Here  let  us  walk,  he  faid,  obferv'd  by   none, 
Confcious  of  plcafurcs  to  the  world  unknown  : 
So  may  my  foul  have  joy,  as  thou,  my  wife,  545 

Art  far  the  dcarcft  folace  of  mv  life  : 
And  rather  wou'd  I  chufc,  by  heav'n  above. 
To  die  this  inftant,  than  to  lofe  thy  love. 
Refleft  what  truth  was  in  my  paHion  fliown,  -s 

When  un-endow'd,  I  took  thee  for  thy  own,  550  t 

And  fought  no  treafure  but  thy  heart  alone.  J 

Old  as  I  am,  and  now  denriv'd  of  fight,  •\ 

While  thou  art  faithful  to  tliy  own  true  knight,  C 

Nor  age,  nor  blindnefs,  rob  me  of  delight.  J 

Each  other  lofs  with  patience  I  can  bear,  555 

The  lofs  of  thee  is  what  I  only  fear. 
Conluler  then,  ray  lady,  and  my  wife. 
The  folid  comforts  of  a  virtuous  life. 
As  firft,  the  love  of  Chrift  himfclf  you  gain  ; 
Next,  yoiu-  own  honour  undcfil'd  maintain';  560 

A  a  2  And 
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And  laftlv,  that  whith  fure  yow  niind  fnuft  move. 

My  whole  eftate  fhall  gratify  your  love  : 

T'.lakc  your  own  terms,  and  e'qr.  to-morrow's  fua 

Dilplays  his  light,  by  heav'n  it  fliall  be  done.. 

I  Teal  the  contrail  with  a  holy  kiis,   .,     .  ^j.  /  565 

And  will  perfSrra,  by  this — my  dear,  and. 'this. — : 

Have  comfort,  fpoufe,  nor  think  thy  lord  unkind  ; 
'Tislove,  not  jealoufy  that  fires  my  mind. 
For  when  thy  charms  my  fober  thoughts  engage. 
And  join'd  to  them,  my  own  unequal  age;  570 

From  thy  dear  lide  I  have  no  pow'r  to  part, 
Such  fccret  tranfports  warm  my  melting  heart, 
For  who  that  once  polTefs'd  thofe  heav'nly  charms, 
Cou'd  live  one  moment  abCent  from  thy  arms  ? 

He  ceas'd,  and  May  with  modefl  grace  reply'd  ;     575 
(Weak  was  her  voice,  as  wlxile  flie  fpoke  file  cry'd.) 
Heav'n  knows  (with  that  a  tender  iigh  flie  drew) 
I  have  a  foul  to  fave  as  well  as  you  : 
And,  what  no  lefs  you  to  my  charge  commend, 
My  dearefl  honour,  Vv'ill  to  death  defend.  580 

To  you  in  holy  church  I  gave  my  hand. 
And  join'd  my  heart  in  wedlock's  facred  band: 
Yet  after  this,  if  you  diflruft  my  care. 
Then  hear,  my  Lord,  and  witnefs  what  I  fwear  : 

Firft  m.ay  the  yawning  earth  her  bofom  rend,  58^ 

And  let  mc  hence  to  hell  alive  defcend  ; 
Or  die  the  death  I  dread  no  lefs  than  hell, 
Sow'd  in  a  fack,  and  plung'd  into  a  well  : 
E'er  I  my  fame  by  one  lewd  aft  difgracc. 
Or  once  renounce  the  honour  of  my  race.  cfcjQ 

For  know,  Sir  knight,  of  gentle  blood  I  can;ic, 
I  loath  a  whore,  and  ftartle  at  the  nanic. 
I>ut  jealous  men  on  their  own  crimes  rafleft, 
And  learn  from  thence  their  ladies  to  fufpcft  : 
Eire  why  thcfc  ncedlefs  cautions,   Sir,  to  me  ?  595 

Thefe  doul-)ts  and  fears  of  female  conftancy  ? 
J'his  chime  ftill  rings  in  ev'ry  lady's  ear, 
n'he  only  llrain  a  v/ife  mull  hope  to  hear, 

.     Thu  s 
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Thus  while  file  Tpokc,  a  lulclong  glance  flic  cafl, 
Where  Damian,  kneeling,  woilhipM  as  fhc  pall.      6oa 
She  favv  him  watch  the  motions  of  her  eye. 
And  finglocl  out  a  pear-tree  planted  nigh  : 
'Twascharg'd  with  fruit,  that  maJc  a  goodly  fhow. 
And  hung  with  dangling  pears  was  cv'ry  bougli. 
Thither  th'  obfequious  fquire  addrels'd  his  pace,        605' 
And  climbing,  in  the  fummit  took,  his  place  ; 
The  knight  and  lady  waik'd  beneath  in  view, 
Where  let  us  leave  them,  and  our  talc  purfue. 

'Twas  now  the  feafon  when  the  glorious  fun 
His  heav'nly  progrefs  thro'  the  twins  had  run  ;  Cio 

And  Jove,  exalted,  his  mild  influence  yields. 
To  glad  the  glebe,  and  paint  the  fiow'ry  fields. 
Clear  was  the  day,  and  Phrebus  riling  bright. 
Had  ftreak'd  the  azure  firmament  with  light ; 
He  pierc'd  the  glltt'rlng  clouds  with  golden  ftreams,  615 
And  warm'd  the  womb  of  earth  with  genial  beams. 

It  fo  bcfcl,  in  that  fair  raorning-tide,  ■> 

The  fairies  fportcd  on  the  garden's  lule,  > 

And,  inthe  midft,  their  monarch  and  his  bride,  ■* 

So  featly  tripp'd  the  lightfoot  ladies  round,  620 

The  knights  lb  nimbly  o'er  the  greenfword  bound, 
That  fcarce  they  bent  the  flow'rs,  or  touch'd  the  ground. 
The  dances  ended,  all  the  fairy  train 
For  pinks  and  dailies  fearch'd  the  flovv'ry  plain  ; 
While  on  a  bank  reclin'd  of  riling  green,  625 

Thus,  with  a  frov/n,  the  king  bcl'pokc  his  queen. 

'Tis  too  apparent,  argue  what  you  can. 
The  treachery  you  women  ufe  to  man  : 
A  thoufand  authors  have  this  truth  made  out, 
And  fad  experience  leaves  no  room  for  doubt,  630 

Heav'n  reft  thy  fpirit,   noble  Solomon, 
A  wilcr  monarch  never  faw  the  fun: 
All  wealth,  all  honours,  the  fupreme  degree 
Of  earthly  blifs,  was  well  beftow'd  on  thee  ! 
For  fagely  haft  thou  faid;  of  all  mankind,  635 

One  cnlv 'lift,  ami  righteous,  hope  to  find  : 

But 
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But  fliould'ft  thou  fearch  the  fpaclous  world  arounJ, 
Yet  one  good  woman  is  not  to  be  found. 
I  Thus  fays  the  king  who  knew  your  wickednefs ; 

The  fon  of  Sirach  teftifies  no  lefs, 

So  nnay  fome  wildfire  on  your  bodies  fall,  640 

Or  fome  devouring  plague  confume  you  all ; 
.As  well  you  view  the  leacher  in  the  tree, 
And  well  this  honourable  knight  you  fee  : 
But  fince  he's  blind  and  old,   (a  helplefs  cafe) 
His  fquire  fhall  cuckold  him  before  your  face.  645 

Now  by  my  own  dread  majefty  I  fwear, 
And  by  this  awful  fceptre  which  I  bear, 
No  impious  wretch  fhall  'fcape  unpunifli'd  long, 
That  in  my  prefcnce  offers  fuch  a  wrong. 
I  will  this  inftant  undeceive  the  knight,  650 

And,  in  the  very  aft,  reftore  his  fight  : 
And  fet  the  llrumpet  here  in  open  view, 
A  warning  to  thefe  ladies,  and  to  you. 
And  all  the  faithlefs  fcx,  for  ever  to  be  true. 

And  will  you  fo,  rcply'd  the  queen,  indeed  ?       655  j 
Now,  by  my  mother's  foul,  it  is  decreed,  > 

She  fliall  not  want  an  anfwer  at  her  need.  3 

For  her,  and  for  her  daughters,  I'll  engage. 
And  all  the  fex  in  each  fucceeding  age; 
Art  fhall  be  theirs  to  varnifli  an  offence,  660 

And  fortify  their  crimes  with  confidence. 
Nay,  were  they  taken  in  a  ftnft  embrace. 
Seen  witli  both  eyes,  and  pinion'd  on  the  place  ; 
All  they  fliall  need  is  to  proteft,  and  fwear, 
Breath  a  foft  figh,  and  drop  a  tender  tear  ;  664 

'Till  their  wife  hufbands,  guU'd  by   arts  like  thefe, 
(jrpw  gentle,  tradable,  and  tame  as  gcefc. 

What  tho'  this  lland'rous  Jew,   this  Solomon, 
Call'd  women  fools,  and  knew  full  many  a  one  ? 
The  wifer  wits  of  later  times  declare,  670 

How  conllant,  chaftc,  and  virtuous,  women  are  : 
Witnefs  the  martyrs,  who  refign'd  their  breath, 
Serene  in  torments,  unconcern'd  in  death; 

And 


} 
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And  wltnefs  next  what  Roman  authors  icll, 

Mow  Arria,  Portia,  and  Lucrctia  fell.  67  c 

But  fince  the  facred  leaves  to  all  arc  free, 
And  men  interpret  texts,  why  fliou'd  not  we  ? 
By  tiiis  no  more  was  meant,  than  to  have  fliown,  -, 

That  fov'reign  goodncfs  dwells  in  kirn  alone  ( 

Who  only  Is,  aud  is  but  only  One.  OS::,) 

But  grant  the' worfl ;  fliall  women  then  be  welHi'd 
By  ev'ry  word  that  Solomon  has  faid  ? 
What  tho'  this  king  (as  ancient  (lory  boailb)  % 

Built  a  fair  temple  to  the  lord  of  hofts ; 
He  ceas'd  at  laft  his  Maker  to  adore,  (,8" 

And  did  as  much  for  idol  gods,  or  more. 
Beware  what  lavilh  praifcs  you  confer 
,  On  a  rank  Icachcr  and  idolater ; 
Whofc  reign  indulgent  God,  fays  lioly  writ, 
.  Did  but  for  David's  righteous  fake  permit ;  600 

David,  the  monarch  after  hcav'n's  own  mind. 
Who  lov'd  our  fcx,  and  honour'd  all  our  kind. 

Well,  I'm  a  woman,  and  as  fuch  mufl  fpcak  ; 
Silence  would  fwell  me,  and  my  heart  would  break. 
Know  then,  I  fcorn  your  dull  authorities,  61,5 

Your  idle  wits,  and  all  their  learned  lies. 
By  heav'n,  thofc  authori  arc  our  fcx's  foes. 
Whom,  in  our  right,   I  mufl,   and  will  oppofc. 

Nay  (quoth  the  king)  dear  Madam,  be  not  wrot.h; 
I  yield  it  up;  but  fmcc  I  give  my  oath,  ;o9 

That  this  much-injur'd  knight  again  fhou'd  fee; 
It  muft  be  donc—l  am  a  king,  faid  he. 
And  one,  whofe   faith  has  ever  facred  been. 

And  fo  has  mine,   (flic  faid) — I  am  a  queen ; 
Her  anfwer  flic  fhall  have,  I  undertake  ;  705 

And  thus  an  end  of  all  difpute  I  make  : 
Try  when  you  lift  ;  and  you  fhall  find,   my  Lord, 
It  is  not  in  ourfex  to  break  our  word. 

We  leave  them  here  in  this  heroic  ftr.iin. 
And  to  the  knight  our  ftory  turns  again  ;  710 

Who  in  the  garden,  with  his  lovely  May, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  cuckow  or  the  jay  :     ■ 

^  This 
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This  was  his  fong  ;   ^'  Oh  kind  and  conftant  be, 
'*  Conllant  and  kind  I'll  ever  prove  to  thee." 

Thus  finging  as  he  went,  at  laft  he  drew  7^5 

.By  eafy  fleps  to  where  the  pear-tree  greAV  : 
The  longing  dame  look'd  up,  and  I'py'd  her  love 
Full  fairly  perch'd  among  the  boughs  above. 
She  ftopp'dj  and  Ughing  :  Oh  good  gods,  fhe  cry'd, 
What  pangs,  what  fudden  flioots  diflend  my  Ude  ?     720 

0  for  that  tempting  fruit,  fo  frefli,  fo  green  ; 
Help,  for  the  love  of  heav'n's  immortal 'o'-ieen! 
Help,  deareft  lord,  and  fave  at  once  thfe  life 
Of  thy  poor  infant,  and  thy  longing  wife  ! 

Sore  iiga'd  the  knight  to  hear  his  lady's" cry,  725 

But  cou'd  not  climb,  and  had  no  fervant  nigli : 
Old  as  he  was,  and  void  of  eye-iight  too. 
What  cou'd,  alas  !   a  helplcfs  hufband  do  ? 
And  muft  I  langulfli  then,  fhe  laid,  and  die, 
Yet  view  the  lovely  fruit  before  my  eye  ?  730' 

At  leafl,  kind  Sir,  for  charity's  fwcet  fake, 
Vouchfafc  the  trunk  between  your  arms  to  take  ; 
Then  from  your  back  I  might  afcend  the  tree  ; 
Do  you  but  ftoop,   and  leave  the  reft  to  me. 

With  all  my  foul,  he  thus  reply'd  again,  73^ 

I'd  fpend  my   dearefl  blood  to  eafe  thy  pain  ; 
With  that,  his  back  againfl  the  trunk  he  bent, 
She  fciz'd  a  twig,  and  up  the  tree  fhe  went. 

Now  prove  your  patience,  gentle  ladies  all  ! 
Nor  let  on  me  your  heavy  anger  fall  :  740 

'Tis  truth  I  tell,  tho'  not  in  phrafc  relin'd  ; 
Tho'  blunt  my  tale,  yet  honefl  is  my  mind. 
What  feats  the  lady  in  the  tree  might  do, 

1  pafs,  as  gambols  never  known  to  you  ; 

But  fure  it  was  a  merrier  fit,  file  fwore,  745. 

Than  in  her  life  flie  ever  felt  before. 

In  that  nice  moment,  lo  !  the  wond'ring  knight 
Look'd  out,  and  flood  reftor'd  to  fudden  light, 
Strait  on  the  tree  his  eager  eyes  he  bent, 
As  one  whofe  thoughts  were  on  his  fpoufe  intent ;     750 

But 
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But  when  he  faw  his  bolbra-wifc  lb  drefs'd, 

Jhlis  rage  xs^as  fuch  as  cannot  be  exprcfsM  : 

Not  frantic  mothers  when  iheir  infants  die, 

^Vith  louder  clamours  renJ  the  vaulted  fkv  : 

He  cry'd,  he  roar'd,  he  ftorm'd,  he  tore  his  hair;      755 

Death  !  hcU  1  and  furies  !  what  doft  thou  do  there  ? 

What  ailb  my  lord  ?  the  trembling  dame  rcply'd  ; 
I  thought  your  patience  had  been  better  try'd  : 
i>  this  your  love,  ungrateful  and  unkind, 
This  my  reward,   for  having  cur'd  the  blind  ?  760 

Why  was  I  taught  to  make  my  huib;md  lee, 
By  rtruggling  with  a  man  upon  a  tree  ? 
Did  I,   for  this,  the  pow'r  of  magic  prove  ? 
Unhappy  wife,  whole  crime  wns  too  much  love! 

If  this  be  ftruggling,  by  this  holy  light,  765 

'Tis  ftruggling  with  a  vengeance,   (quoth  the  knight) 
So  heav'n  prelerve  the  light  it  has  reilor'd, 
As  with  thefe  eyes  I  plainly  law  thee  whor'd ; 
Whor'd  by  my  llave — perfidious  wretch  !  may  hell 
As  furely  Icizc  thcc,  as  I  law  too  well.  770 

Guard  me,  good  angels  I  cry'd  the  gentle  May, 
Pray  heav'n,  this  magic  work  tlie  proper  way  ! 
Alas,  my  love  !  'tis  certain,  could  you  lee. 
You  ne'er  had  us'd  thefe  killing  words  to  me  ! 
So  help  me  fates,  as  'tis  no  perfect  fight,  775 

But  fomc  faint  grunra'ring  of  a  doubtful  light. 

What  I  have  laid,   (quoth  he)  I  mult  maintain. 

For  by  th'  immortal  pow'rs,  \\.  jccrnd  too  plain 

By  all  thofe  pow'rs,  lome  frenzy  Iciz'd  your  mind,        ■\ 

(Rcply'd  the  dame)  arc  thclc  the  thanks  I  find  r     780  |- 

Wrctch  that  I  am,   that  e'er  I  was  {o  kind  !  J 

She  laid  ;  a  rifing  figh  cxprclb'd  her  woe, 

'^I'he  ready  tears  apace  began  to  flow. 

And  as  tliey  fell,  iLc  wip'd  from  cither  eye 

The  drops,   (for  women,  v.hcn  th-jy  lift,  can  cry.)    7S5 

The  knight  was  tci:ch'd,  and  in  iiis  looks  apprar'd 
§igns  of  remorfe,  while  thus  his  Ipoufe  he  ch-.-.r'd. 
Madam,  'tis  paft,  and  my  fiiort  anger  o'er  ; 
Come  dov/n,  and  vex  your  tender  heart  no  more  : 

Vol.  I.  B  b  Lx»>uie 


Hiades  of  night,  ^ 

•unk  with  iudden  light,         ( 
iround,    and    Ikim    before  f 
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Excufe  me,  dear,  if  aught  amifs  was  faid,  75P 

For,  on  my  foul,  amends  fhall  foon  be  made: 
Let  my  repentance  your  forgivenefs  draw, 
J^y  heav'n,  I  fwore  but  what  I  thought  I  faw. 

Ah  my  lov'd  lord  !  'twas  much  unkind  (flie  cry'd) 
On  bare  fufpicion  thus  to  treat  your  bride.  795 

But  till  your  fight's  eftabiifli'd,  for  a  while, 
Imperfe^  objeds  may  your  (ci\(q  beguile. 
Thus  when  from  fleep  we  iirft  our  eyes  difplay,  -^ 

The  balls  are  wounded  with  the  piercing  ray,  > 

And  dulky  vapours  rife,  and  intercept  the  day.       800  ■' 
So  jull  recov'ring  from  the  fliades  of  night. 
Your  fwimming  eyes  are  drunk 
Strange   phantoms    dance    ai 
your  fight. 

Then,  Sir,  be  cautious,   nor  too  rafhly  deem  ; 
Heav'n  knows  how  feldom  things  are  what  they  fcem !  805 
Confult  your  reafon,  ar.d  you  foon  fliall  find 
'Twas  you  were  jealous,  not  your  wife  unkind  : 
Jove  ne'er  fpoke  oracle  more  true  than  this, 
None  judge  fo  wrong  as  thofe  who  think  amifs. 

With  that,  file  leap'd  into  her  lord's  embrace,         810 
With  well -dillembled  virtue  in  her  face. 
He  hufj'd  her  clofe,  and  kifs'd  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
Diflurb'd  with  doubts  and  jcalounes  no  more*. 
Both  pleas'd  and  blefs'd,  rcnew'd  their  mutual  vows, 
A  fruitful  wife,  and  a  believing  fpoufe.  815 

Thus  ends  our  tale,  whofe  moral  next  to  make, 
Let  all  wife  hulbands  hence  example  take  ; 
And  pray,  to  crown  tlic  pleaiure  of  tlicir  lives. 
To  be  (o  well  deluded  by  their  wives. 
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BEHOLD  the  woes  of  matrimonial  life, 
And  hear  with  rcv'rence  an  experienc'd  wife  ! 
To  dear-bought  wil'dom  give  the  credit  due. 
And  think,  for  once,  a  woman  tells  you  true. 
In  all  ihefe  trials  I  have  born  a  part,  5 

I  v.'as  myfclf  the  I'courge  thatcaus'd  the  fmart ; 
For,  lince  fifteen,   in  triumph  have  I  led 
Five  captive  hulljands  from  the  church  to  bed. 

Clirift  faw  a  wedding  once,  the  fcripture  fays, 
And  faw  but  one,  'tis  thought,  in  all  his  days ;  10 

Whence  fomc  infer,  wliofc  confcience  is  too  nice. 
No  pious  chriftian  ought  to  marry  twice. 

But  let  them  read,  and  folve  me,  if  they  can, 
The  words  addrcfs'd  to  the  Samaritan  : 
Five  times  in  lawful  wedlock  flie  was  join'd  ;  15 

And  fure  the  certain  (lint  was  ne'er  defin'd. 

Emreafe  and  multiply  was  heav'n's  command, 
And  that's  a  text  I  clearly  underftand. 
This  too,   "  Let  men  their  fires  and  mothers  leave, 
"  And  to  their  dearer  v*-ives  for  ever  cleave."  20 

More  wives  than  one  by  Solomon  were  try'd, 
Or  elfc  tlie  wifcft  of  mankinds  bely'd. 
I've  had  myfclf  full  many  a  mcrrv  fit ; 
And  truft  in  heav'n  I  may  have  many  yet. 
For  when  my  tranfitory  fpoufc,  unkind,  25 

Shall  die,  and  leave  his  woeful  wife  behind,  I 

rU.take  the  next  good  chriftian  I  can  find,  3 

B  b  2  Paul, 
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Paul,  knowing  one  could  never  fervc  our  t.urn, 

Decl^v'cl  'twas  better  far  to  wed,  than  burn. 

There's  danger  in  affembling  fire  and  tow  ;  3^ 

I  grant  'em  that,  and  what  it  means  you  know. 

The  lame  apofxle  too  has  elfewhere  own'd, 

No  precept  for  virginity  he  found  : 

'Tis  but  a  counfcl — and  we  u'omen  flill 

Take  which  wc  like,  the  counfel,  or  our  will.  35 

I  envy  not  their  blifs,  if  he   or  flie 

Think  fit  to  live  in  perfect  chaftity  ; 

Pure  let  them  be,  and  free  from  taint  of  vice  ; 

I,  for  a  few  flight  fpots,  am  not  fo  nice. 

Heav'n  calls  us  difF'rent  ways,  on  thefe  beftows  40 

One  proper  gift,  another  grants  to  thofe  : 

Not  ev'ry  man's  oblig'd  to  fell  his  ftore, 

And  give  up  all  his  fublUnce  to  the  poor  ; 

Such  as  are  perfefV,  may,  I  can't  deny  ; 

But-,   by  your  leaves,  divines,  fo  am  not  I.  45 

Full  many  a  faint,  fince  firft  the  world  b'egan, 
Liv'd  an  unfpottcd  maid,   in  fpite  of  man  : 
Let  fuch  (aCJod's  name)   with  fine  wheat  be  fed, 
And  let  us  honeft  wives  eat  barley  bread. 
For  me,  FU  keep  the  poll  afiign'd  by  heav'n,  5© 

And  ufc  the  copious  talent  it  has  giv'n  : 
Let  my  good  fpoufc  pay  tribute,  do  me  right. 
And  keep  an  equal  reck'ning  ev'ry  night  : 
His  proper  body  is  not  his,   but  mine  ; 
For  fo  faid  Paul-,  and  Paul's  a  found  divine.  55 

Know  then,  of  thofe  five  hulbands  I  have  had. 
Three  were  juft  tolerable,  two  were  bad. 
The  three  were  old,  but  rich  and  fond  befide, 
And  toil'd  moft  piteoufly  to  pleafe  their  bride  : 
But  fince  their  wealth  (the  beft  they  had)  was  mine,    60 
The  reft,  without  much  lofs,  I  could  refign. 
Sure  to  be  lov'd,  1  took  no  pains  to  pleafe, 
Yet  had  more  pleafure  far  than  they  had  eafe. 

Prcfcnts  fiow'd  in  apace  :  with  fliow'rs  of  gold, 
They  made  their  court,  like  Jupiter  of  old.  65 
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If  I  hutfmiri!,  a  ludclcn  voutli  thcv  foiinJ, 
And  a  new  pally  feizM  tlicni  when  1  trown'J. 

Ye  rov'icign  wives  !  give  car,  and  undcrrtand  ; 
Thus  fliall  yc  I'pcak,  and  exercile  command. 
For  never  was  it  giv'n  to  mortal  man,  70 

To  lie  lb  boldly  as  we  women  can. 
Forfwear  the  fad,  tho'  fccn  with  both  his  eyes, 
And  call  your  maids  to  witncfs  how  he  lies. 

Hark,  old  Sir  Paul  !   ('twas  thus  I  usM  to  fav) 
Whence  is  Our  neighbour's  wife  fo  rich  and  gav  ?         75 

Treated,  carefs'd,  where'er  Ihe's  plcas'd  to  roam 

I  lit  in  tatters,  and  immurM  at  home. 

Why  to  her  houfe  doll  thou  fo  oft'  repair  ? 

Art  thou  fo  am'rous?  and  i'^  flie  fo  fair  ? 

If  I  but  fee  a  coufin,  or  a  friend,  ^^ 

Lord  !  how  you  fwell,  and  rage  like  any  fiend  ! 

But  you  reel  home,  a  drunken  beaftly  bear. 

Then  preach  till  midnight  in  your  eafy  chair. 

Cry,  wives  are  falfe,  and  cv'rywoman  evil, 

And  give  up  all  that's  female  to  the  devil.  85 

If  poor  (you  fay)  llie  drains  her  hufband'spurfe  ; 
If  rich,  fhe  keeps  her  prieft,  or  fomcthing  woifc  ; 
If  highly  born,  intolerably  vain. 
Vapours  and  pride  by  turns  poflefs  her  brain. 
Now  gayly  mad,   now  fourly  fplenetic,  90 

Frcakifli  when  well,  and  fretful  when  (he's  fick. 
If  fair,  then  chaftc  fhc  cannot  long  abide. 
By  prefljng  youth  artack'd  on  ev'ry  fide. 
If  foul,  her  wealth  the  lufty  lover  hires. 
Or  elfe  her  wit  forae  fool-gallant  procures,  ^5 

Or  elle  flie  dances  with  becoming  grace. 
Or  fliape  excufes  the  defects  of  face. 
There  fwims  no  goofe  fo  grey,  but,  foon  or  late, 
She  finds  feme  hontll  gander  for  her  mate. 

Horfcs  (thou  fay'll)  and  affcs,  men  may  try,  lOO 

And  ring  fufpeflcd  vcfll-ls  e'er  they  buy  : 
But  wives,  a  random  choice,  untryM  they  take, 
They  dream  in  courifhip,  but  in  wedlock  wake  : 

T^.en, 
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Then,  nor  till  then,  the  veil's  remov'd  away. 

And  all  the  woman  glares  in  open  day.  135 

You  tell  me,  to  preferve  your  wife's  good  grace, 
Your  eyes  muft  always  languifli  on  my  face, 
Your  tongue  with  conftant  flatt'ries  feed  my  ear, 
And  tag  each  fentence  with,  my  life  !  my  dear  ! 
If,  by  ft  range  chance,  a  modeft  blufh  be  rais'd,  no 

Be  fure  my  fine  complexion  muft  be  prais'd. 
My  garments  always  muft  be  new  and  gay. 
And  fcafts  ftill  kept  upon  my  wedding-day. 
Then  miift  my  nurfe  be  pleas'd,  and  fav'rite  maid; 
And  endlefs  treats,  and  endlefs  vifits  paid,  ir^ 

To  a  long  train  of  kindred,  friends,  aljies ; 
All  this  thou  fay'ft,  and  all  thou  fay'ft  are  lies. 

On  Jcnkin  too  you  caft  a  fquinting  eye  : 
What  ?  can  your  'prentice  raife  your  jealoufy  ? 
Frefh  are  his  ruddy  cheeks,  his  forehead  fair,  120 

And  like  the  burniih'd  gold  his  curling  hair. 
Eut  clear  thy  wrinkled  brow,  and  quit  thy  forrow,  ^'^ 

I'dfcorn  your  'prentice,  fliould  you  die  to-morrow. 

Why  are  thy  chcfts  all  lock'd  ?   on  whatdefign  ? 
Are  not  thy  worldly  goods  and  treafure  mine  ?  i2jf 

Sir,  I'm  no  fool  :  nor  fliall  you,  by  St.  John, 
Have  goods  and  body  to  yourfelf  alone. 
One  you  fhall  quit,  in  fpite  of  both  your  eyes — 
I  heed  not  I,  the  bolts,  the  locks,  the  fpies. 
If  you  had  wit,  you'd  fay,   "  Go  where  you  will,      130 
'*  Dear  fpoufe,  I  credit  not  the  talcs  they  tell : 
*'  Take  all  the  freedoms  of  a  married  life; 
*'  I  know  thee  for  a  virtuous,  faithful  wife." 

Lord  !  when  you  have  enough,  what  need  you  care 
How  merrily  foever  others  fare  ?  iq? 

Tho'  all  tjic  day  I  give  and  take  delight, 
I,>oubt  not,  fufficicnt  will  be  left  at  night, 
*Tii.but  a  juft  and  rational  defire, 
To  light  a  taper  at  a  nciglibour's  fire. 

There's  danger  too,   you  tl-.ink,  in  rich  array,         140 
Aad  nong  can  long  be  modeft  ih^it  are  gay  : 
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TUc  cat,  It"  you  but  ilnge  her  tabby  Ikin, 

The  chimney  keeps,  aiul  fits  content  within; 

But  once  grown  llcck,  will  from  her  corner  run, 

Sport  with  her  tall,  and  wanton  in  the  fun  ;  145 

S!ie  licks  her  fair  round  face,  and  frilks  abroad, 

To  lliow  her  furr,  and  to  be  cattcrwaw'd. 

Lo  thus,  my  friends,  1  wrought  to  my  delires 
Thelc  three  right  ancient  venerable  fires. 
I  told  'cm,  thus  you  fay,  and  thus  you  do —  159 

And  told  'cm  falfc,  but  Jenkin  fwore  'twas  true. 
I,  like  a  dog,  could  bite  as  well  as  whine, 
And  firft  complain'd,  whene'er  the  guilt  was  mine. 
I  tax'd  them  oft'  with  wenchinj^  and  amours. 
When  their  weak  legs  fcarce  dragg'd  'em  out  of  doors;  155 
And  fwore  the  rambles  that  I  took  by  night, 
^^'cre  all  to  fpy  what  damfels  they  bedight. 
That  colour  brought  me  many  hours  of  mirth  ; 
tor  all  this  wit  is  glv'n  us  from  our  birth. 
Heav'n  gave  to  woman  the  peculiar  grace  160 

To  Ipin,  to  weep,  and  cully  human  race. 
By  this  nice  condufl,  and  this  prudent  courfe, 
By  murm'ring,  wheedling,  ftratagcm,  and  force, 
I  flill  prevail'd,  and  would  be  in  the  right. 
Or  curtain -Icftures  made  a  reftlefs  niglit.  165 

If  once  my  huiband's  arm  was  o'er  my  fide. 
What!   fo  familiar  with  yourfpoufe?  I  cry'd  : 
I  levied  firft  a  tax  upon  his  need  ; 

Then  let  him 't.vas  a  nicety  indeed  ! 

Let  all  mankind  this  certain  maxim  hold,  170 

Marry  who  will,  our  fex  is  to  be  fold. 

With  empty  hands  no  tallcls  you  can  lure, 

But  fulfome  love  for  gain  we  can  endure  ; 

For  gold  we  love  the  impotent  and  old. 

And  heave,  and  pant,  and  kifs,  and  cling,  for  gold.  175 

Yet  with  embraces,  curfes  oft'  I  mixt, 

Then  kifs'd  again,  and  chid  and  rail'd  betwixt. 

Well,  I  may  make  my  will  in  peace,  and  die. 

For  not  one  word  in  man's  arrears  am  I. 

To 
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To  ciiop  a  dear  difpute  I  was  unable,  iSo 

Ev'n  tho'  the  pope  himfelf  had  let  at  table. 

But  when  my  point  was  galn'd,  then  thus  I  fpoke, 

**  Billy,  mv  dear,  how  iheepiflily  you  look  ? 

*'  Approach,\my  fpoufe,  and  let  me  kifs  thy  cheek  ; 

'^  Thou  flioukril  be  always  thus,  reiign'd  and  meek  I  185 

"  Of  Job's  great  patience  fince  lb  oft'  you  preach, 

**  Well  fliould  you  praflife,  who  fo  well  can  teach. 

«  'Tis  difficult  to  do,   I  muft  allow, 

*'  But  I,  my  deareft,  will  inftruft  you  how. 

*'  C^reat  is  the  blefiing  of  a  prudent  wife,  190 

*'  Who  puts  a  period  to  domeftic  fiirife. 

*'  One  of  us  two  muft  rule,  and  one  obey  ; 

*'  And  lincc  in  man  right  realon  bears  the  Iway, 

*'  Let  that  frail  thing,  weak  woman,  have  her  way, 

*'  The  wives  of  all  my  family  have  rul'd  195 

*'  Their  tender  hufbands,  and  their  palHons  cool'd. 

*'  Fyc,  'tis  unmanly  thus  to  ligh  and  groan  ; 

*'  What !  would  you  have  me  to  yourfelf  alone  ? 

"  Why  take  me,  love  !  take  all  and  ev'ry  part  ! 

*'  Here's  your  revenge  !   you  love  it  at  your  heart.      203 

^'  Would  I  vouclifafe  to  fell  what  nature  gave, 

*'  You  little  think  what  cuftom  I  could  have  ? 

*■'  But  fee!  I'm  all  your  own — nay  hold — -for  fname  ! 

''  What  means  my  dear — indeed — you  are  to  blame." 

Thus  with  my  iirft  three  lords  Ipaft  my  life  ;  205 

A  very  woman,  and  a  very  wife. 
What  fums  from  thefe  old  fpoufes  I  C9uld  raife, 
Procur'd  young  hulbands  in  my  riper  days. 
•  Tho'  paft  my  bloom,  not  yet  dccay'd  was  I, 
Wanton  and  wild,  and  chatter'd  like  a  pye.  210 

In  country  dances  ftill  I  bore  thi-  bc'.l. 
And  funa  as  fweet  as  evening  Philomel. 
To  clear  my  quail-pipe,  and  refrcfii  ray  foul. 
Full  oft'  I  drain'M  the  fpicy  nut-brown  bowl  ; 
Jlich  lufcious  wines,  that  youthful  blood  improve,     215 
And  warm  the  fwelling  veins  to  feats  of  love  : 
For  *tls  as  lure,  as  cold  ingendcrs  hail, 
A  liqu'rilh  mouth  mult  have  a  lech'rous  tail  ; 

Wine 
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Wine  lots  no  lover  unrcwardetl  go, 

As  all  true  gameftcrs  by  experience  know.  220 

But  oh  good  gods  !  whene'er  a  thought  I  caft 
On  all  the  joys  of  )outh  and  beauty  pafc, 
l^o  find  in  plcafurts  1  iiave  had  my  part. 
Still  warms  me  to  the  bottom  of  mv  heart. 
This  wicked  world  was  once  my  dear  dclicjht ;  22s 

Now  all  my  conquers  ^^  niy  charms,  gootl  night  ! 
The  fiour  confum'd,   thebcft'that  now  I  can. 
Is  e'en  to  make  my  market  of  the  bran. 

My   fourth  dear  fpoufe  was  not  exceeding  true  ; 
He  kept,  'twas  thought,  a  private  mifs  or  two  :         230 
But  all  that  fcorc  1  paid— as  how  >  you'll  fay, 
Xot  with  my  body,   in  a  iilthy  way  : 
But  I  fo  drefs'd,  and  danc'J,  and  drank,  and  din'd  ; 
And  view'd  a  friend,  with  eyes  fo  very  kind, 
As  flung  his  heart,  and  made  his  marrow  fry  235 

A\  ith  burning  rage,  and  frantic  jealoufy. 
His  foul,  I  hope,  enjoys  eternal  glory, 
For  here  on  earth  I  was  his  purgatory. 
Oft',  when  his  fhoe  the  moft  fevcrely  wrung. 
He  pur  on  carclefs  airs,  and  fat  and  fung.    "  243 

How  fore  I  gall'd  him,  only  heav'n  could  know, 

And  he  that  felt,  and  I  that  caus'd  the  w^oe. 

He  dy'd,  when  lall  from  pilgrimage  1  came. 

With  other  goffips,  from  Jeruialem  ; 

And  now  lies  buried  underneath  a  rood,  245 

Fair  to  be  feen,  and  rear'd  of  honcfl  wood. 

A  tomb,  indeed,  with  fewer  fculptures  grac'd, 

Than  that  Maufolus'  pious  widow  plac'd, 

Or  where  infhrin'd  the  great  Darius  lay  ; 

But  coft  on  graves  is  merely  thrown  awav. 

The  pit  fill'd  up,  with  turf  we  cover'd  o'er  j 

So  blcfs  the  good  man's  foul,  I  fay  no  more. 
Now  for  my  fifth  lov'd  lord,   the  laft  and  bell ; 

(Kind  heav'n  afford  him  cvcrlailine:  reft) 

Full  hearty  was  his  love,   and  I  can  fhcw  255 

The  tokens  on  my  rib<:,  in  black  and  blue; 

Vol.  I.  '  Cc  Y,t, 
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Yet,  with  a  knack,  my  heart  he  could  have  won. 

While  yet  the  fmart  was  fhooting  in  the  bone. 

How  quaint  an  appetite  in  women  rcigns  ! 

Free  gifts  we  Icorn,  and  love  what  cods  us  pains  :        260 

Let  men  avc^d  us,  and  on  them  we  leap  ; 

A  glutted  market  makes  provifion  cheap. 

In  pure  good  Vvill  I  took  this  jovial  fpark. 
Of  Oxford  he,   a  moil  egregious  clerk. 
He  boarded  with  a  widow  in  the  town,  26$ 

A  trufty  gofiip,  one  dame  Alifon. 
Full  well  the  fecrets  of  my  foul  fhe  knew, 
Better  than  e'er  our  parifh  prieft  could  do. 
To  her  I  told  whatever  could  befall ; 
Had  butmyhulband  pifs'd  agalnft  a  wall,  27© 

Or  done  a  thing  that  might  have  coft  his  li^c. 
She — and  my  niece — and  one  more  worthy,  w^ife. 
Had  known  it  all :  what  moft  he  would  conceal. 
To  thefc  I  made  no  fcruple  to  reveal. 
Oft'  has  he  blulh'd  from  ear  to  ear  for  fliame,  5,75 

That  e'er  he  told  a  fecrct  to  his  dame. 

It  fo  befel,  in  holy  time  of  Lent, 
That  oft'  a  day  I  to  this  goflip  went ; 
(My  hulband,  thank  my  ftars,  was  out  of  town) 
From  houfc  to  houfe  wc  rambled  up  and  down,  280 

This  clerk,  myfelf,  and  my  good  neighbour  Alfe, 
To  Ice,  be  fecn,  to  tell,  and  gather  tales. 
Vifits  to  ev'ry  church  we  daily  paid. 
And  march'd  in  ev'ry  holy  mafqucrade, 
The  Stations  duly,  and  the  Vigils  kept ;  285 

Not  much  we  faftcd,  but  fcarce  ever  ilept. 
At  fermons  too  I  fhone  in  fcarlet  gay  ; 
The  wafting  moth  ne'er  fpoll'd  my  beft  array, 
The  caufe  was  this,  I  wore  it  ev'ry  day. 

'Twas  when  frcfli  May  her  early  bloffoms  yields,    290 
This  clerk  and  I  were  walking  in  the  fields. 
Wc  grew  fo  intimate,  I  can't  tell  how, 
I  pawn'd  my  honour,  and  engag'd  my  vow. 
If  e'er  I  laid  my  hufband  in  his  urn, 
That  he,  and  only  he,  fliould  fcrve  my  turn.  295 
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Wc  ftrait  flruck  hands,  the  bargain  was  agreed: 
I  flill  have  fliifts  againft  a  time  of  need  : 
The  moule  that  always  trufts  to  one  poor  hole. 
Can  never  be  a  moufe  of  any  foul. 

I  vow'd  I  Icarcc  could  ilcep iincc  lirft  I  knew  liiin,     300 
And  durft  be  fworn  he  had  bewitch'd  me  to  him  ; 
If  e'er  I  llept,  I  dream'd  of  him  alone,  ■» 

And  dreams  foretel,  as  learned  men  have  fliown  ;  > 

All  this  I  faid  ;  but  dream,  firs,   I  had  none  :  J 

I  follow'd  but  my  crafty   cronev's  lore,  305 

Who  bid  mc  tell  this  lye — and  twenty  more. 

Thus  day  by  day,   and  month  by  monlli  we  paH:^ 
It  pleas'd  the  lord  to  take  my  Ipoufe  at  lall. 
I  tore  my  gown,   I  foil'd  my  locks  with  dufl. 
And  beat  my  breaft?,  as  wretched  widows — muft.      310 
Before  my  face  my  handkerchief  I  fpread, 

To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did not  ihed. 

Tlic  good  man's  coffin  to  the  church  was  born  ; 

Around,  tlie  neighbours,  rnd  my  clerk  too,  mourn. 

But  as  he  march'd,  good  gods  !  he  fliow'd  a  pair       315 

Of  legs  and  feet,  fo  clean,  fo  ftrong,  fo  fair  r 

Of  twenty  winters  age  lie  feem'd  to  be  ; 

I  (to  fay  truth)  was  twenty  more  than  he  ; 

But  vig'rous  flill,  a  lively  buxom  dame  ; 

And  had  a  vvond'rous  gift  to  quench  a  ilamc.  ^zo 

A  con'i'rcr  once,  that  deeply  could  divine, 

AfTur'd  me.  Mars  in  Taurus  was  my  fign. 

As  the  ftars  order'd,  fuch  my  life  has  been  : 

Alas,  alas,  that  ever  love  was  fin  ! 

Fair  Venus  gave  me  fire,  and  fprightly  grace,  325 

And  Mars  aliurance,  and  a  daunticfs  face.* 

By  virtue  of  this  pow'rful  conflellation, 

I  follow'd  always  my  own  ii^clination. 

But  to  my  tale  :  A  month  fcarcc  pafs'd  away, 
With  dance  and  fong  we  kept  the  nuptial  day.  33a 

AU'I  poflcls'd  I  gcve  to  his  comnand, 
My  goods  and  chattels,  money,  houl'c,  and  land  : 
But  oft'  repented,  and  repent  it  Hill ; 
i}e  prov'd  i.  rebel  to  my  fov'reign  will : 

C  c  ?.  Nay 
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Nay  oacc  by  hcav'n  he  ilnick  me  on  the  face  ;  335 

Hear  but  the  faft,  and  judge  yourfelves  the  cafe. 

Stubborn  as  any  lionefs  was  I  ; 
And  knew  full  well  to  raife  my  voice  on  high  ; 
As  true  a  rai^bler  as  I  was  before, 

And  would  be  fo,  in  fpite  of  all  he  fvvor^.  3455 

He,  againil  this  right  fagely  would  advife, 
And  old  examples  fet  before  my  eyes ; 
Tell  how  the  Roman  matrons  led  their  life, 
Of  Gracchus'  mother,  and  Duilius'   wife  ; 
And  clofe  the  fcrmon,   as  bcfcera'd  his  wit,  345 

With  fome  grave  fentence  out  of  holy  writ. 
Oft'  would  he  fay.  Who  builds  his  houfe  on  fands. 
Pricks  his  blind  horfc  acrofs  the  fallow  lands, 
Or  lets  his  wife  abroad  with  pilgrims  roam, 
Defcrves  a  fool's-cap  and  long  ears  at  home.  350 

-All  this  avail'd  not ;  for  whoe'er  he  be 
That  tells  my  faults,  1  hate  him  mortally  : 
And  fo  do  numbers  more,  I'll  boldly  fay, 
IVIen,  women,  clergy,  regular,  and  lay. 

My  fpoufe  (who  was,  you  know,  to  learning  bred)  355 
A  certain  treatife  oft'  at  evening  read, 
Where  divers  authors  (whom  the  devil  confound 
For  all  their  lies)  were  in  one  volume  bound. 
Valerius,  whole;  and  of  St.  Jerome,  part ; 
Cryfipp-'S  ^•'^<^^  Tertullian,  Ovid's  art,  360 

ISclomon's  proverbs,  Eloifa's  loves ; 
And  many  more  than  fure  the  church  approves. 
More  legends  were  there  here,  of  wicked  wives. 
Than  good,  in  all  the  bible  and  faints-lives. 
Who  drew  the  lion  vanquilli'd  ?  'Twas  a  man,  365 

But  cou'd  we  women  write  as  fcholars  can. 
Men  fliouid  ftand  mark'd  with  far  m.ore  v/ickcdnefs, 
Than  all  the  fons  of  Adam  coulcj  redrefs. 
Love  feldom  haunts  the  breafl  wheire  learning  lies. 
And  Venus  fets  e'er  Mercury  can  rife.  37® 

1"hofc  play  the  fcholars  who  can't  play  the  men, 
And  ufe  that  weapon  which  they  have,  their  pen  ; 
•■  •  When 
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When  old,  and  pad  the  rcllfn  of  delight, 

Then  down  they  fit,  and  in  their  dotage  write, 

Tint  not  one  \\om:in  keeps  her  n>arriagc-vo\v.  375 

(This  by  the  wiiv,  hut  to  my  purpolc  now.) 

It  chanc'd  ray  hulband,  oi)  a  winter's  niglit. 
Read  in  this  book,  aloud,  with  (Irange  delight. 
How  the  firft  female  (as  the  fcriptures  Ihow) 
Brought  her  own  Ipoule  and  all  his  race  to  woe.         380 
How  S?mpfon  fell ;  and  he  whom  Dcjanirc 
VV'rap'd  in  th'  envenom'd  Ihirt,  and  kt  on  fire. 
How  curs'd  Eryphile  her  lord  bctray'd, 
And  the  dire  ambidh  Clytemncilra  laid. 
r>ut  what  mod  pleas'd  him  was  the  Cretan  dame,         355 
And  hufijand-bull — oh  mouflrous  I  iie  for  fliame  ! 

He  had  by  heart,  die  whole  detail  of  woe 
Xantippe  made  her  good  man  undergo  ; 
How  oft'  fhe  fcolded  in  a  day,  he  knew. 
How  many  pifs-pots  on  the  fage  flie  threw  ;  39O 

Who  took  it  patiently,  and  wlp'd  his  head  ; 
Rain  follows  thunder,  tliat  was  all  he  f^  d. 

He  read,  how  Arius  to  his  frienil  complaiii'd, 
A  fatal  tree  was  growing  in  his  land. 
On  which  three  wives  luccefliively  had  twin'd  39^ 

A  fllding  noofc,  and  waver'd  in  the  wind. 
Where  grows  this  plant  (reply'd  the  friend)  oh  where  ? 
For  better  fruit  did  never  orchard  bear. 
'      CtIvc  me  fome  flip  of  this  moft  blii'sful  tree, 

And  in  my  garden  planted  fliall  it  be.  400 

Then  how  two  wives  their  lord's  deftruftlon  prove. 
Thro*  hatred  one,  and  one  thro'  too  much  love  ; 
That  for  her  hulband  mlx'd  a  pois'nous  draught. 
And  this  for  luft  an  am'rous  philtre  bought. 
The  nimble  juice  foon  feiz'd  his  giddy  head,  405 

Frantic  at  night,  and  in  the  morning  dead. 

How  fomc  with  fwords  their  llceplng  lords  have  ilaln, 
And  forac  have  hammcr'd  nails  into  their  brain. 
And  fome  have  drcnch'd  them  with  a  deadly  potion  ; 
AU  this  he  r-'id,  and  read  with  great  de\otlon.  410 

'*  3  Long 
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Long  time  I  heard,  and  fwell'd,  and  blufh'd,  and  frownM  5 
But  when  no  end  of  thefe  vile  tales  I  found, 
When  flill  he  read,  and  laugh'd,  and  read  again, 
And  half  the  night  was  thus  confum'd  in  vain  : 
Provok'd  to  vengeance,  three  large  leaves  I  tore,         415 
And  with  one  buffet  feli'd  him  on  the  floor. 
With  that,  my  hufband  in  a  fury  rofe. 
And  down  he  fettled  me  with  hearty  blows. 
I  groan'd,  and  lay  extended  on  my  flde  ; 
Oh  !  thou  haft  flain  me  for  my  wealth  (I  cry'd)  42O 

Yet  1  forgive  thee — take  my  laft  embrace — 
He  wept,  kind  foul  !  and  ftoop'd  to  kifs  my  face  ; 
1  took  him  fuch  a  box  as  turn'd  him  blue, 
Then  ligh'd  and  cry'd,  adieu,  my  dear  adieu  ! 

But  after  many  a  hearty  ftruggle  paft,  425 

I  condefcended  to  be  pleas'd  at  laTl. 
Soon  as  he  faid.  My  miftrefs  and  my  wife. 
Do  what  you  lift,  the  term  of  all  your  life  : 
I  took  to  heart  the  merits  of  the  caufe. 
And  ftood  content  to  rule  by  wholefome  laws;  430 

Recciv'd  the  reins  of  abfolute  command,  ^ 

With  all  the  government  of  lioufe  and  land,  > 

And  empire  o'er  his  tongue,  and  o'er  his  hand.  -» 

As  for  the  volume  that  revil'd  the  dames, 
'Twas  torn  to  fragments,  and  condemn'd  to  flames.      435 

Now  heav'n  on  ail  my  hufbandsgone,  beftow 
Pleafures  above,  for  tortures  felt  below  : 
That  reft  tliey  wifli'd  for,  grant  them  in  the  grave, 
An.tl  bicfs  thofc  fouls  my  condud  help'd  to  fave. 
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Tranflated   in   the    Year   1703. 


ARGUMENT, 

OEDIPUS  king  of  Thebes  having  by  miftake  (lain  hi^ 
father  Laius,  and  married  his  mother  Jocafta,  put 
Out  his  own  vxyes,  and  refigned  the  reahn  to  his  Ibns^' 
Eteoclcs  and  Polynices.  Being  neglefted  by  them,  he 
makes  his  prayer  to  the  fury  Tifiphone,  to  fow  debate 
betwixt  the  brothers.  They  agree  at  laft  to  reign  fingly, 
each  a  year  by  turns,  and  the  firft  lot  is  obtained  by 
Eteocles.  Jupiter,  in  a  council  of  the  gods,  declares 
his  refolution  of  puniflilng  the  Thebans,  and  Argivcs 
alfo,  by  means  of  a  marriage  betwixt  Polynices  and  one 
of  the  daughters  of  Adraftus,  king  of  Argos.  Juno  op- 
pofes,  but  to  no  efFeft  ;  and  Mercury  isfenton  a  meflage 
to  the  fhades,  to  the  ghod  of  Laius,  who  is  to  appear 
to  Eteocles,  and  provoke  him  to  break  the  agreement. 
Polynices,  in  the  mean  time,  departs  from  Thebes  by 
night,  is  overtaken  by  a  ftorm,  and  arrives  at  Argo^ ; 
where  he  meets  with  Tydeus,  who  had  fled  from  Calydon, 
having  killed  his  brother.  Adraftus  entertains  them, 
having  received  an  oracle  from  Apollo  that  his  daughters 
fhould  be  married  to  a  boar  and  a  lion,  which  he  under- 
ilands  to  be  meant  of  thefe  ftrangers  by  whom  the  hide* 
of  thofe  beafts  were  worn,  and  who  arrived  at  the  time 
%vhcn  he  kept  an  annual  feaft  in  honour  of  that  god. 
The  rife  of  this  folemnitv  he  relates  to  his  o\;efls,  the 
loves  of  Phoebus  and  Plamathe,  and  the  ftory  of  Choroe- 
bus.  He  enquires,  and  is  made  acquainted  with  their 
defcent  and  quality  :  the  facrifice  is  renewed,  and  the 
book  concludes  with  a  hymn  to  Apollo. 
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FRATERNAL  rage,  tlie  guilty  Thebes  alarms, 
Th'  alternate  reign  deflroy'd  by  impious  arnas 
lJeman«4.our  fong  ;  a  facred  fury  fires 
My  ravifh'cl  breaft,  and  all  the  mufc  inlpircs. 
O  Goddcfs,  fay,  fliall  I  deduce  my  rhimes  ^ 

Trom  the  dire  nation  in  its  early  times, 
Euroj)a's  rape,  Agcnor's  ftern  decree, 
And  Cadmus  I'carching  round  the  fpacious  fca  ? 
How  with  the  Icrpcnt's  teeth  he  i'owW  the  foil, 
And  rcap'd  an  iron  harVeftof  his  toil  ?  lO 

Or  how  from  joining  ftones  the  city  fpmng, 
While  to  his  harp  divine  Amphi6n  fung  ? 
Or  fhall  I  Juno's  hate  to  Thebes  refound, 
AVhofe  fatal  rage  th'  unhappy  monarch  found 
The  fire  againft  the  Ton  his  arrow  drew,  i^ 

O'er  the  wide  fields  the  furious  mother  tlcw, 
And  while  her  arms  her  fecond  hoj)c  contain, 
Sprung  from  the  rocks  and  plung'd  into  the  main. 

But  wave  whate'er  to  Cadmus  may  belong, 
And  fix,  O  mufc  !  the  barrier  of  thy  long  29 

At  Oedipus From  his  difailcrs  trace 

The  lonr  contufions  of  his  cruiltv  race  : 
Nor  yet  attempt  to  ftretch  thy  bolder  wing. 
And  miglity  Carlir'*  ct'ry].;'i Inj  "^^^'c*  fii^  J 

Vol.  1.  U  d  H.vf 
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How  twice  he  tam'd  proud  Ifter's  rapid  flood,  2^ 

While  Daclan  mountains  ftream'd  with  barb'rous  blood. 

Twice  taught  the  Rhine  beneath  his  laws  to  roll. 

And  ffretch'd  his  empire  to  the  frozen  pole. 

Or  long  before,  with  early  valour  ftrove 

In  youthful  arms  t'aflert  the  caufe  of  Jove.'  30 

And  Thou,  great  heir  of  all  tliy  father's  fame, 

Encreafe  of  glory  to  the  Latian  name  I 

Oh  Wei's  thy  Rome  with  an  eternal  reign. 

Nor  let  deiiring  w^orlds  intreat  in  vain. 

Whattho*  the  ftars  contraft  their  heav'nly  fpacc,        35 

And  croud  their  fliining  ranks  to  yield  thee  place  ; 

Tho'  all  the  ikies,  ambitious  of  thy  fway, 

Confpireto  court  thee  from  our  world  away  ; 

Tho'  Phoebus  longs  to  mix  his  rays  with  thine. 

And  in  thy  glories  more  ferenely  lliine  ;  4© 

Tho'  Jove  himielf  no  lefs  content  would  be. 

To  parthrs  throne  and  fliare  his  heav'n  with  thee"; 

Yet  ftay,  great  Caviar  !  and  vouchfafe  to  reign 

O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o'er  the  wa^try  main  ; 

Reiign  to  Jove  his  empire  of  the  fkies,  4^, 

And  people  heav'n  with  Roman  deities. 

The  time  will  come,  when  a  diviner  flame 
Shall  warm  my  breail  to  fmg  of  Csefar's  fame  : 
Meanwhile  permit,  that  my  preluding  mule 
In  Theban  wars  an  humbler  theme  may  chufe?  yy^ 

Of  furious  hate,  furviving  death,  (he  fings, 
A  fatal  rhrone  to-  two  contending  kings, 
And  lun'ral  flames,  that  parting  wide  in  air 
Exprcfs  the  difcord  of  the  fouls  they  bear  : 
.Of  towns  difpeopled,  and  the  Wand'ring  ghofls  55 

Of  kings  unbury'd  on  the  wafted  coafts ; 
Wlien  Dirce's  fountain  blufli'd  with  Grecian  blood. 
And  Thetis,  near  Ifmenos'  fwelling  flood. 
With  dread  bclield  the  rolling  furges  fwecp 
••  In  heaps,  his  flaughter'd  fons  into  the  deep'.  60 

Wiiathero,  Clio  I  wilt  thou  firft  relate  ? 
The  rage  of  Tvdcus,  or  the  prophet's  fate  ? 

Or 
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Or  how  with  hills  of  fl.iin  on  cv'ry  fide, 

Hippomeclon  repell'd  the  hoftilc  tide  ? 

(Or  how  the  youth  with  cv'ry  grace  adornM,  65 

Untimely  fell,  to  be  forever  mournM  ? 

Then  to  tierce  Capancus  thy  vcrfc  extend. 

And  fmg,  with  horror,  his  prodigious  end. 

Now  wretched  Oedipus,  dcpriv'd  of  fight, 
Led  a  long  death  in  evcrlafting  night ;  7^ 

But  while  he  dwells  where  not  a  chearful  ray 
Can  pierce  the  darkncfs,  and  abhors  the  day  ; 
The  clear,  refleftlng  mind,  prcfcntb  his  fin 
In  frightful  views,  and  makes  it  day  within  ; 
Returning  thoughts  in  endlefs  circles  roll,  75 

And  tlioufand  furies  haunt  his  guilty  foul. 
The  wretch  then  lifted  to  th'  unpitying  Ikies 
Thofe  empty  orbs  from  whence  he  tore  his  eyes, 
Whofe  wounds  yet  frefh,   with  bloody  hands  he  ftrook, 
^\'!^ile  from  his  brcaft  thefe  dreadful  accents  broke.       80 

Ye  gods  that  o'er  the  gloomy  regions  reign. 
Where  gulity  fpirits  feel  eternal  pain; 
,  Thou,  fable  Styx  !  whofe  livid  ftrcams  are  roll'd 
Thro'  dreary  coafts,  which  I  tho'  blind  behold  : 
Tifiphone,  that  oft'  hafl  heard  my  pray'r,  85 

Aflift,  if  Oedipus  dcfervc  thy  care  ! 
If  you  receiv'd  me  from  Jocafta's  womb, 
And  nurs'd  the  hope  cf  mifchiefs  yet  to  come  ; 
(f  leaving  Polybus,  I  took  my  way 

To  Cyrrha's  temple,  on  that  fatal  day,  90 

When  by  the  fon  the  trembling  father  dy'd, 
Where  the  three  roads  the  Phocian  fields  divide  ; 
If  I  the  Sphynx's  riddles  durft  explain. 
Taught  by  thyfelf  to  win  the  promis'd  reign  : 
If  wretched  I,  by  baleful  furies  led,  95 

With  monftrous  mixture  ftain'd  mv  mother's  bed, 
por  hell  and  thee  begot  an  impious  brooti, 
And  with  full  lufl  thofe  horrid  joys  rencw'd  ; 
Then  felf-condcmn'd  to  fhades  of  endlefs  night, 
J^orc'd  from  thefe  orbs  the  bleeding  balls  of  fight.        J  00 

D  d  2  Oh 
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Oh  hear,   and  aid  the  vengeance  I  require, 

If^worthy  thee,   and  what  thou  mighr'ft  infpire  ^ 

My  fons  their  old;,  unhappy  fire  defpife, 

Spoil'd  of  hi:s  kingdom,  and  depriv'd  of  eyes ; 

Guidclefs  I  wander,  unregarded  mourn,  lOj 

While  thcfe  exalt  their  fceptres  o'er  my  urn  ; 

Thefe  fons,  ye  gods !   v;ho  vrith  flagitious  pride, 

Infult  my  darknefs,  and  my  groans  deride. 

Art  thou  a  father,  imregarding  jove  ! 

And  fleeps  thy  thunder  in  the  realms  above  ?  iiO 

Thou  fury,  then,  fome  lading  curfe  entail, 

Which  o'er  their  children's  childi-en  fhall  prevail  :  , 

Place  on  their  heads  that  crown  diftain'd  with  gore, 

Which  thefe  dire  hands  from  my  flain  father  tore  ; 

Go,   and  a  parent's  heavy  curfes  bear ;  ^^5) 

Break  all  the  bonds  of  nature,  and  prepare  )> 

Their  kindred  fouls  to  mutual  hate  and  war.  •* 

Give  them  to  dare,  what  I  might  \yifii  to  fee 

Blind  as  I  am,  fome  glorious  villany  ! 

Soon  fhalt  thou  find,  if  thou  but  arm  their  hands,      12© 

Their  ready  guilt  preventing  thy  commands  : 

Could'ft  thou  fome  great,  proportion'd  mifchief  frarac, 

They'd  prove  the  father  from  whofe  loins  they  came. 

The  fury  heard,  wliilc  on  Cocytus'  brink 
Her  fnakes  unty'd,  fulpl'.ureous  waters  drink  ;  125 

But  at  the  fummons,  roll'd  her  eyes  around. 
And  fnatch'd  the  flarting  ferpents  from  the  ground. 
Not  half  fo  fv/iftly  fliocts  along  in  air. 
The  glidinglight'ning,  or  dcfcendlng  flar. 
Thro'  crouds  of  airy  fliades  flie  wing'd  her  flight,       130 
And  dark  dominions  of  the  filent  night ; 
Swift  as  flic  pafs'd,  the  flitting  ghofts  withdrew. 
And  the  pale  Ipcftres  trembled  at  her  view  : 
To  th'  iron  gates  of  Tenarus  flie  flies. 
There  fpr.cads  her  dulky  pinions  to  the  fkies.  J3«[ 

The  day  beheld,  and  lickning  at  the  fight, 
Veil'd  her  fair  glories  in  the  fliades  of  night. 
Affrighted  Atlas,  on  the  diftant  fliore. 
Trembled,  and  fliook  the  heav'ns  and  gods  he  bore. 

Now 
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Xow  from  beneath  Malea's  airy  height  140 

Aloft  flic  fprung,  r.ad  ilcer'd  to  TUcbc*  her  flight  ; 

With  eager  fpeed  the  well-known  journey  took, 

Nor  here  regrets  the  hell  Aic  late  jforfook, 

A  hundred  fnakes  her  gloomy  vifage  (hade, 

A  hundred  ferpcnts  guard  her  horrid  head,  I4J 

In  her  fuak  cycrbiUls  dreadful  meteors  glow, 

Such  rays  from  Phcebe's  bloody  circles  How, 

When  lab' ring  with  flrong  charms,  Ihc  Ihoots  from  high 

A  iiery  gleam,  and  reddens  all  the  flcy,  149 

Blood  AninM  her  cheeks,  and  from  her  mouth  there  came 

Blue  {learning  po'fous,  and  a  length  of  flame  ; 

From  ev'ry  blaft  of  her  contagious  breath, 

Famine  and  drought  proceed,  and  plagues  and  death  : 

A  robe  obfcene  Avas  o'er  her  fliouklcrs  thrown, 

A  drefs  by  fates  and  furies  won;  alone  :  J55 

She  tofs'd  her  meagre  arms ;  her  better  hand 

III  waving  circfes  whirl'd  a  fun'ral  brand; 

A  ferpent  from  her  left  was  feen  to  rear 

His  Jlaming  creft,  and  lalh  the  yielding  air.. 

But  when  the  fury  took  her  Hand  on  high,  iGo 

Where  vaft  Cythi-ron's  .top  falutes  the  Iky, 
A  hifs  from  all  the  fnaky  tire  went  round  :  •> 

The  dreadful  lignid  all  the  rocks  rebound,  > 

And  thro'  th'  Achaian  cities  fend  the  found.  ^ 

Oete,  with  high  Parnallus,  heard  the  voice;  165 

Eurota's  banks  remurmur'd  to  the  noife  ; 
Again  Leucothoe  fhook  at  thefe  alarms. 
And  prefi'd  Palcmon  clofer  in  her  arms. 
Headlong  from  thence  the  glowing  fury  fprlngs, 
And  o'er  the  Theban  palace  fpreads  her  wings,  17O 

Once  more  invades  the  guilty  dome,  and  flirouds 
Its  bright  pavillions  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 
Strait  with  the  rage  of  all  their  race  poffcfs'd,  ■» 

Slung  to  the  foul,  the  brotliers  flart  from  reft,  ^ 

AI^d  all  the  furies  wake  within  their  breuft.  i;  >' 

Their  tortur'd  minds  repining  envy  tears, 
Aiiil  hate,  cngender'd  by  fufpicious  fears  ; 
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And  facred  thlrft  of  fway ;  and  all  the  ties 

Of  nature  broke  ;  and  royal  perjuries  ; 

And  impotent  dcfire  to  reign  alone,  j8(5f 

That  fcorns  the  dull  reverlion  of  a  throne  ; 

Each  would  the  fweets  of  fov'reign  rule  devour, 

While  difcord  waits  upon  divided  pow'r. 

As  flubborn  fleers  by  brawny  plowmen  broke, 
And  join'd  reluftant  to  the  galling  yoke,  iS? 

Alike  difdain  with  fervile  necks  to  bear 
Th'  unwonted  weight,  or  drag  the  crooked  fhare, 
But  rend  the  reins,  and  bouhd  a  difF'rent  way. 
And  all  the  furrows  in  confufion  lay  : 
Such  was  the  difcord  of  the  royal  pair,  jq(i 

"Whom  fury  drove  precipitate  to  war. 
In  vain  the  chiefs  contriv'd  a  fpecious  way. 
To  govern  Thebes  by  their  alternate  fway  j 
Unjuft  decree  !  while  this  enjoys  the  ftate. 
That  mourns  in  exile  his  unequal  fate,  jc)4 

And  the  fhort  monarch  of  a  hafty  year 
Fprefeeswith  anguifh  his  returning  heir. 
Thus  did  the  league  their  impious  arms  reftrain, 
But  fcarce  fublifted  to  the  fecond  reign. 

Yet  then,  no  proud  afpiring  piles  were  rais'd,         2,0^ 
No  fretted  roof  with  polifli'd  metals  blaz'd, 
No  labour'd  columns  in  long  order  plac'd, 
No  Grecian  ftone  the  pompous  arches  grac'd  j 
No  nightly  bands  in  glitt'ring  armour  wait 
Before  the  fleeplefs  tyrant's  guarded  gate  :  2©^ 

No  chargers  then  were  wrought  in  burnifh'd  gold, 
Nor  filver  vafes  took  the  forming  mould, 
Nor  gems  on  bowls  embofsM  were  fecn  to  fliine. 
Blaze  on  the  brims,  and  fparkle  in  the  wine-^- 
Say,  wretched  ri\'^ls  !  what  provokes  your  rage  }      aia 
Say  to  what  end  your  impious  arms  engage  ? 
Not  all  bright  Phoebus  views  in  early  morn. 
Or  when  his  evening  beams  the  weft  adorn. 
When  the  fouth  glows  with  his  meridian  ray, 
And  the  cold  north  receives  a  fainter  day ;  &t^ 

For 
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For  crimps  like  thcfe,   not  all  tiiofc  realms  futfrce. 
Were  all  thole  realms  the  guilty  viftor's  prize  ! 

But  fortune  now  (the  lots  of  empire  tlirown) 
Decrees  to  piouJ  Etcocles  the  crown  : 
What  joys,  oh  tyrant  I  fwcUM  thy  foul  that  day,       220 
When  all  were  llaves  thou  cauld'il:  around  furvey, 
Plcas'd  to  behold  unbounded  pow'r  thy  own, 
And  fingly  till  a  fcar'd  and  envy'd  throne  ! 

But  ilie  vile  vulgar,  ever  difcontcnt, 
Tiuir  growing  fears  in  fecret  nuirmurs  vent  ;  Z2^ 

Still  prone  to  change,  tho'  ilill  the  llaves  of  ftate. 
And  fure  the  monarch  whom  th^y  have,  to  hate; 
Xcw  lords  they  madly  make,  then  tamely  bear. 
And  foftly  curfe  the  tyrants  whom  they  fear. 
And  one  of  ihole  who  groan  berieath  the  fway  23O 

Ot  kings  impos'd,  and  grudgingly  obey, 
(Whom  envy  to  the  great,  and  vulgar  fplght 
^^'ith  fcandal  arm'd,  th'  ignoble  mind's  delight,) 
ExclaimM — O  Thebes  !   for  thee  v,  hat  fates  remain. 
What  woes  attend  this  inaufpicious  reign  ?  2^ 

Mufl  we,  alas !  our  doubtful  necks  prepare. 
Each  haughty  mafter's  yoke  by  turns  to  bear, 
And  flill  to  change  whom  chang'd  we  flill  mufl  fear? 
Thefe  now  controul  a  wretched  people's  fate, 
Thefe  can  divide,  and  thefe  revcrfe  the  ftatc  :  249 

Ev'n  fortune  rules  no  more  : — O  fcrvile  land. 
Where  exll'd  tyrants  flill  by  turns  command  ! 
Thou  lire  of  gods  and  men,  imperial  Jove  ! 
Is  this  th'  eternal  doom  decreed  above  ? 
On  thy  own  ofTspring  hafl  thou  fix'd  this  fate,  240 

From  tlie  iirfl  birth  of  our  unhappy  (late  ; 
When  banifli'd  Cadmus  wand'ring  o'er  the  main. 
For  lofl  Europa  fearch'd  the  world  in  vain. 
And  fated  in  Biotian  fields  to  found 
A  rifing  empire  on  a  foreign  ground,  25* 

Firfl  rais'd  our  v^alls  on  that  ill-omcn'd  plain. 
Where  earth-born  brothers  were  by  brothers  llain  ? 
What  lofty  looks  tJi'  unrival'd  monarch  bears  ! 
How  all  the  tyrant  in  his  face  appears  ! 

What 
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What  fallen  fury  clouds  his  fcornful  brow  ?  255 

t?ods  \  how  his  eyes  with  threatninpj  ardour  glow  ! 

Can  this  imperious  lord  forget  to  reign, 

Quit  all  his  ftate/defcend  and  fcrve  again  ? 

Yet,  who,  before,  more  popularly  bow'd. 

Who  more  propitious  to  the  fuppliant  croud,  260 

Patient  of  right,  familiar  in  the  th'/one  ? 

What  wonder  then  ?  he  was  riot  then  alone. 

Oh  wretched  we,  a  vile,  fubmiilive  train. 

Fortune's  tame  fools,  and  Haves  in  ev'ry  reign  ! 

As  when  two  W'inds  with  rival  force  contend,  265 

This  v/ay  and  that,  the  wav'ring  fails  they  berid. 
While  freezing  Boreas  and  black  EurUs  blow. 
Now  here,  now  there,  the  reeling  vcfTcl  throw: 
Thus  on  each  iidc,  alas !  our  tott'ring  ilate 
Feels  all  the  fury  of  refifllefs  fate,  270 

And  doubtful  flill,  and  ftill  dillracled  ftand?, 
While  that  prince  threaten^-,  and  while  this  commands. 

And  now  tli*  almighty  father  of  the  gods 
Convenes  a  council  in  the  bleft  abodes : 
Far  in  the  bright  receffes  of  the  ikies,  275 

High  o'er  the  rolling  heav'ns,  a  manilon  lic', 
Whence,  far  below,  the  gods  at  once  furvey  -^ 

The  realms  of  riling  and  declining  day,  !• 

And  all  th' extended  fpacc  of  earth,  and  air,  and  fea.      ■> 
Full  in  the  midft,   and  on  a  ftarry  throne,  280 

The  majefty  of  heav'n  fuperior  Ihone  ; 
Serene  he  look'd,  and  gave  an  awful  nod, 
And  all  the  trembling  fphcres  confefs'd  the  god^ 
At  Jove's -allcnt,  the  deities  around 
In  folcmn  ftate  the  confiftory  crown'd  :  28 

Next  a  long  order  of  inferior  pow'rs 
Afcend  from  hills,  and  plains,   and  fhady  bowVs  ; 
Thofe  from  whofe  urns  the  rolling  rivers  flow; 
And  thofe  that  give  the  Wand'ring  v^'inds  to  blow  ; 
Here  all  their  rage,  and  ev'n  their  murmurs  csafe,      290 
And  facred  filence  reigns,  and  univerfal  peace, 
A  Ihining  fynod  of  majeftic  gods 
Gilds  with  new  lullre  the  divine  abodes, 

c  Heav'n 
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Heav'n  ft-ems  improvM  with  a  funcrior  ray, 

And  the  bright  arch  renews  a  double  day.  295 

The  monarch  then  his  folemn  iilcnce  broke, 

The  ftill  creation  liftcn'd  while  lie  Tpokcj 

Each  facrcd  accent  bears  eternal  weight, 

And  each  irrevocable  word  is  fate. 

How  long  fliall  man  the  wrath  of  heav'n  defy,        30C 
And  force  unwilling  vengeance  from  the  <ky  ! 
Oh  race  confecPrate  into  crimes,  that  prove 
Triumphant  o'er  th'  eluded  rage  of  Jove  ! 
This  weary'd  arm  can  fcarce  the  boltfuftain, 
And  unregarded  thunder  rolls  in  vain  :  305 

Th'  o'erlabour'd  Cyclops  from  hi-,  ra{k  retires ; 
Th*  ^olian  forge  e\hauftcd  of  its  fires. 
For  this,  I  fuffcr'd  PhcEbus'  deeds  to  ft  ray, 
7\nd  the  mad  ruler  to  mifauidc  the  dav, 
W'henriie  wide  earth  to  heaps  of  allies  turnM,  '3'^ 

And  heav'n  itfelf  the  wand'ring  chariot  burn'd. 
For  this,  my  brother  of  the  wat'ry  reign  -| 

Rclcas'd  th^  impetuous  lluices  of  the  main  :  > 

But  flames  confum'd,  and  billows  rag'd  in  vain.  J 

Two  races  now,  ally'd  to  Jove,   offend  ;  315 

Topunifli  thefe,  fee  Jove  himfclf  defcend  ! 
'I'he  Thc!)an  kings  their  line  from  Cadmus  trace, 
Trom  godlike  Pcrl'eus  thofe  of  Argive  race. 
Unhappy  Cadmus'   fate  who  does  not  kno<v  ? 
And  the  longferies  of  fuccceding  woe;  320 

How  01 1'  the  Furies,  from  the  deeps  of  night, 
Arofe,  and  mix'd  with  men  in  mortal  fi^ht  : 
Th'  exulting  mother,  HainM  with  filial  blood  ; 
The  favage  hunter,  and  the  haunted  wood  ; 
Tlic  direful  banquet  why  fliould  I  proclaim,  325 

And  crimes  that  grieve  the  trembling  gods  10  name  r 
E'er  I  recount  the  fm?  of  thefe  profane,  1 

The  fun  would  fink  into  the  weft^rn  main,  C 

And  rifing  g;ld  the  radiant  eafl  again.  J 

Have  we  not  fccn  (the  blood  of  Laius  fiicd)  330 

Ti»e  murd'ring  fon  afccnd  his  parent'^  bed, 

Vol.  I.  Ec  Thro' 
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Thro'  viplated  nature  force  his  wav, 

AntI  ftain  the  facred  womb  where  once  he  lav  ? 

Yet  now  in  darknefs  and  defpair  he  groans, 

And  for  the  crimes  of  guilty  fate  attones  ;  33^1 

His  ions  with  fcorn  their  eyelefs  father  view, 

Infult  his  wound?,  and  make  them  bleed  anew. 

Thy  curfe.  Oh  Oedipus,  juft  heav'n  alarms, 

And  fcts  th'  avenging  thunderer  in  arms. 

I  from  the  root  thv  guilty  race  will  tear,  J^Q 

And  give  the  nations  to  the  wafte  of  war. 

Adraftus  foon,  with  gods  averfe,  fhall  jorn^ 

In  dire  alliance  with  the  Theban  line  ; 

Hence  ftrife  (liall  rife,  and  mortal  war  fucceed  ; 

The  guilty  realms  of  T-antalus  fliall  bleed  ;  345. 

Fix'd  is  their  doom;  this  all-rcmembiing  bread 

Yet  harbours  vengeance  for  the  tyrant's  feaft. 
Hefaid  ;  and  thus  the  queen  of  heav'n  return'd  ; 

(^Vith  ludden  grief  her  lab'ring  bofom  burn'd) 

Muft  I  whofe  cares  Phofoneus'  tow'rs  defend,  35Q 

Muft  I,  Oh  Jove,  in  bloody  wars  contend  ? 

Thou  know'ft  thofe  regions  my  proteftion  claim,. 

(jlorious  in  arms,   in  riches,  and  in  fame  : 

Tho'  there  the  fair  Egyptian  heifer  fed. 

And  there  deluded  Argus .  llept,  and  bled";  355,' 

Tho'  there  the  braz'n  tow'r  was  ftorm'd  of  old. 

When  Tove  dcfcendod  in  ahnidatv.  frold. 

Yet  I  can  pardon  thofe  obfcurer  rapes, 

Thofe  balliful  crimes  difguis'd  in  borrovv'd  iliapes ; 

But  Thebes,  where  fllining  in  coeleftial  charms,  360 

1'hou  c:.m'ft  triumphant  to  a  mortal's  arms, 

Wlicn  all  my  glories  o'er  her  limbs  Vv'cre   Iprcad,. 

And  blazing  light'nings  danc'd  around  her  bed ; 

Curs'd  Thebes  the  vengeance  it  defervcs,   may  prove — 

Ah  vvhv  fliould  ArfTOs  feel  the  raec  of  Tove  ?  qGi?. 

Yet  fmce  tlioii  wilt  thy  fifter-quecn  ccmiroul. 

Since  Hill  the  luu  of  difcord  fires  thy  foul, 

Go,  raife  my  Samos,  let  Myccne  fall. 

And  level  Vy-ith  the  duft  the  Spartan  wall  ;• 

No-- 
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No  more  let  mortals  Juno's  pow'r  invoke,  370 

Her  fanes  no  more  with  cailcrn  inccnlc  fmokc, 

"Nor  victims  link  beneath  the  facrcd  ftrokc ; 

liut  to  your  His  all  my  right';  transfer,      ^ 

Let  altars  hla/e  and  temples  fmoke  for  her  ; 

•lor  her,  thro'  A'gypt's  fruitful  clime  renown'd,  375 

I.ct  weeping  Nilus  hear  the  timbrel  found. 

r>ut  if  thou  mull  reform  the  (lubl)orn  times, 

Avcn;^ing  on  the  fons  the  father's  crimes. 

And  from  the  lon^r  records  of  Jillaat  acre 

])erive  incitements  to  renew  thy  rage  ;  380 

Say,  from  what  period  then  has  Jove  defign'd 

To  date  his  vengeance  ;  to  what  bounds  confin'd  ? 

Begin  from  thence,  where Jirft  Alpheus  hides  <* 

His  wandrrag  ftream,  and  thro'  the  briny  titles  > 

Unmix'd,  to  his  Sicilian  river  glides.  385  ' 

Thv  own  Arcadians  there  the  thunder  claiir.. 

Whole  impious  rites  difgrace  thy  mightv  name  ; 

Who  raife  thv  temples  where  the  cliariot  i\'^"d 

'Of  fierce  Oenomaus,  defil'd  with  blood  ; 

"Where  once  his  Heeds  their  favagc  banquet  found,      390 

And  human  bones  yet  whiten  all  the  ground. 

Sny,  can  thofe  honours  plcafe  ?  and  canft  thou  love 

?refumptuous  Crete,  that  boafts  the  tomb  of  Jove  ? 

And  fhall  not  Tantalus  his  kingdoms  lliare 

Thy  wife  and  fifter's  tutelary  care  ?  393 

Reverfc,  O  Jove,  thy  too  fcvcre  decree, 

Nor  doom  to  war  a  race  deriv'd  from  thee  ; 

On  impious  realms,  and  barb'rous  kings,   impofe 

Thy  plagues,  and  curfc  'em  with  fuch  fons  as  thofe. 

Thus,  in  reproach  aud  pray'r,  the  queen  exprcfs'd  400 
The  rage  and  grief  contending  in  her  breaft  ; 
Unmov'd  remain'd  the  ruler  of  the  (ky. 
And  from  his  throne  return'd  this  ftern  reply. 
'Twas  thus  I  deem'd  thy  haughty  foul  would  bear        •* 
The  dire,  tho'  juft,  revenge  which  I  prepare         405  > 
Againft  a  nation  thy  peculiar  care  :  * 

No  Icfs  Dione  might  for  Thebes  contend. 
Nor  Bacchus  Icfs  his  native  town  defend, 

Eez  Yet 
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Yet  liiefc  in  fllencc  lee  the  Fates  fulfil 

Their  work,  and  reverence  our  fuperior  will,  4l> 

For  by  the  black  infernal  Styx  I  fwear, 

(That  dread ftsl  oath  which  binds  the  Thunderer) 

'Tis  fix'd  ;  th'  irrevocable  doom  of  Jove  ; 

No  force  can  bend  me,   no  perfuafion  move. 

iSafte  then,   Gyllenius,  thro' the  liquid  air ;  415 

Go  mount  the  winds,   and  to  the  fliades  repair; 

Bid  hell's  black  monarch  my  commands  obey, 

And  give  up  Laius  to  the  realms  of  day, 

Whofe  ghoft  yet  fhiv'ring  on  Gocytus'  fand, 

Expeds  its  paflTagc  to  the  farther  ftrand  :  4iZG 

Let  the  pale  fire  revifit  Thebes,  and  bear 

Thefe  pleafing  orders  to  the  tyrant's   ear  ; 

That,  from  his  exil'd  brother,  fwell'd  with  pride 

Of  foreign  forces,' and  his  Argive  bride. 

Almighty  jove  commands  him  to  detain  425 

The  promis'd  empire,  and  alternate  reign  : 

Be  this  the  caufe  of  more  than  mortal  hate  ; 

The  reft,  fucceeding  times  lliall  ripen  into  fate. 

The  god  obeys,  and  to  his  feet  applies 
Thofe  golden  wings  that  cut  the  yielding  fkies ;  430 

His  ample  hat  his  beamy  locks  o'erfpread, 
And  veil'd  the  ftarry  glories  of  his  head  ! 
He  feiz'd  the  wand  that  caufes  fleep  to  fly, 
Or  in  foft  fiumbcrs  leals  tlic  wakeful  eye; 
That  drives  the  dead  to  dark  Tartarean  coafts,  43^ 

Or  back  to  life  compels  the  wand'ring  ghofts. 
Thus,  thro'  the  parting  clouds,  the  fon  of  May- 
Wings  on  the  whiflling  winds  his  rapid  way. 
Now  fmoothly  fteers  thro'  air  his  equal  flight, 
Now  fprings  aloft,   and  tow'rs  th'  ethereal  height :    440 
Then  wheeling  down  the  fteep  of  heav'n  he  tlies, 
And  draws  a  radiant  circle  o'er  the  ikies. 

Meantime  the  banifli'd  Polynices  roves 
(His  Thebes  abandon'd)  thro'  th'  Aonian  groves. 
While  future  realms  his  wand'ring  thoughts  delight,  445 
His  daily  vifion  and  his  dream  by  night ; 

5  p'prbid' 
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Forbidden  Tl;cl)cs  appears  befo^c  his  eye. 

From  whence  he  foes  liis  abfcnt  brother  fly, 

With  tranfport  views  the  airy  rule  his  own, 

And  fwells  on  an  imag'iuiry  throne.  453 

Fain  wouUl  he  caft  a  tedious  age  away, 

A.nd  live  out  all  in  one  triumphant  day. 

He  chides  the  lazy  progrcfs  of  the  fun, 

And  bids  the  year  with  Iwiftcr  motion  run. 

With  anxious  hopes  'lis  craving  mind  is  toll,  455 

And  all  his  joys  in  length  of  wiflics  loA. 

Tiic  hero  then  rcfolvcs  his  courfc  to  bend  j 

Where  ancient  J^anaus'  fruitful  fields  extend,  > 

And  fam'd  Myccnc's  lofty  tow'rs  afccnd,  J 

(Where  late  the  fun  did  Atreus  crimes  detcfl,  4^0 

And  difappcar"'d  in  horror  of  the  feaft.) 
And  now  by  chance,  by  fate,  or  furies  led, 
FrcrA  Bacchus'  confecrarcd  caves  he  fled, 
AV'lure  the  fhrill  cries  of  frantic  matrons  found. 
And  Pcntheus'  b'ood  cnrich'd  the  lihng ground.        465 
Then  k;es  Cytha;ron  towVing  o'er  the  plain. 
And  thence  declining  gently  to  the  main. 
Next  to  the  bounds  of  Nifus'  realm  repair";. 
Where  trcach'rous  S^rylla  cut  the  purple  hairs  : 
The  hanging  cliffs  of  Scyron's  rock  explores,  470 

And  hears  rlie  murmurs  of  the  diff'rent  fhores: 
Pallcs  the  flrait  that  parts  the  foaming  leas, 
And  (lately  Corinth's  plcafmg  lite  furvcys. 

'Twas  now  the  time  when  Pli'tbus  yields  to  night. 
And  riling  Cynthia  Ihcds  her  filver  light,  475 

Wi'de  o'er  the  u'orld  in  folemn  pom.p  Ihc  drew 
Her  airy  chariot  hung  with  pearly  dew ; 
All  birds  and  beads  lie  hufh'd  ;  iTecp  fleals  away 
The  wild  delirts  of  men,  and  toils  of  day. 
And  brings,  defcending  thro'  the  filent  air,  4S3 

A  fwcet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  care. 
Yet  no  red  clouds,  with  golden  borders  gay, 
Promife  the  fkies  the  bright  returns  of  day  ; 
No  faint  retlc£lions  of  the  diflant  litrht 
Streak,  with  long  gleams  the  fcatt'ring  Ihades  of  night :  4S5 

1"  I  om 
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From  the  tlamp  earth  impervious  vapours  rile, 
iEnercafe  the  darknefs,  and  involve  the  fkies. 
At  once  the  rufliing  Vv^nds  with  roaring  found 
Bnrft  from  th'  ^olian  caves,  and  rend  the  ground. 
With  equal  rage  their  airy  quarrel  try, 
And  win  by  turns  the  kingdom  of  the  fky  : 
But  with  a  thicker  night  black  Aufter  fiirouds 
The  heav'ns,  and  drives  on  heaps  the  rolling  clouds, 
From  whofe  dark  womb  a  rattling  tempefl  pours, 
Which  the  cold  north  congeals  to  haily  fliow'rs.  49^ 

From  pole  to  pole  the  thunder  roars  aloud. 
And  broken  lightnings  flafli  from  ev'ry  cloud. 
Now  fmoaks  with  fliow'rs  the  mifty  mountain-ground. 
And  floated  fields  lie  undiftingulfh'd  round  : 
Th'  Inachian  ftreams  with  headlong  fury  run,  50(6 

And  EraCnus  rolls  a  deluge  on  : 
The  foaming  Lerna  fwelis  above  ills  bounds, 
Ai'^d  fpreads  its  ancient  poifons  o*er  the  grounds  : 
Where  late  was  dufl,  novy  rapid  torrents  play, 
Rufh  thro'  the  mounds,  and  bear  the  damms  away  ;  50,| 
Old  limbs  of  trees  from  crackling  forefls  torn, 
Are  whirl'd  in  air,  and  on  the  winds  are  born  ; 
Xheftorm  the  dark  Lyc^an  groves  difplay'd. 
And  firft  to  light  expos'd  the  facred  fliade. 
Th*  intrepid  Theban  hears  the  burfling  Iky,  ^ig 

Sees  yawning  rocks  in  malTy  fragments  fly, 
And  views  aftonifliiM  from  the  hills  afar, 
The  floods  dcfcending  and  the  watery  war. 
That  driven  by  ftorms,  and  pouring  o'er  the  plain^ 
Swept  herds,  and  hinds,  and  houfestothe  main.  515 

Thro'  the  brown  horrors  of  the  night  he  fled. 
Nor  i;ncw«,   amaz'd,  what  doubtful  path  to  tread. 
His  brother's  image  to  his  mind  appears, 
■Inflanics  his  heart  with  rage,  and  wings  his  feet  with  fear*. 
So  fares  a  failor  on  the  ftormy  main,  530 

When  clo<id&  conceal  Bootes'  golden  wain, 
Wiicn  not  a  ftar  its  friendly  luftrc  keeps, 
¥Lox  trembling  Cvnthia  glimmers  on  the  deeps ; 

H© 
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lie  drcatls  the  rocks,  and  ihoals,  and  feas,  and  Ikics, 
While  thunder  roars,  and  light'ning  round  him  filLs.    5;.^; 

Thus  ilrove  the  chief  on  ev'ry  lidc  diftrefs'd. 
Thus  Hill  his  courage,  with  his  toils  cncreas'd  ; 
U'iili  his  Ln-ond  tlilcld  opjx>s'd,  he  forc'd  his  way 
Thio'  thickcft  woods,  and  rouz'd  the  bcafts  of  prev. 
"i'ill  he  beheld,  where   from  Larilfa's  height 
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The  n^clving  walls  refleft  a  glancing  light 
riiithcr  with  halic  the  Thcban  hero  tiics ;  ^ 

l)n  this  Cu\c  Lcrna*s  pois'nous  water  lies,  C 

On  thnt^  Profymna's  grove  and  temple  rife  :  j 

lie  paf^'d  the  gates  \\iiich  then  unguarded  lay,  5^^ 

And  to  the  regal  palace  bent  his  way  ; 
>  )n  the  cold  marble  fpcnt  with  toil  he  lies, 
\:u\  waits 'till  plcafmg  llumbers  feal  his  eyes. 

Adrallus  here  his  happy  people  hvav  s, 
UlefsM  with  calm  peace  in  his  declining  days,  54^ 

'Jy  both  his  parents  of  dcfccnt  divine, 
*^jieat  Jove  and  Vhccbus  gracM  his  noble  line ; 
Hcav'n  had  not  crown'd  his  wifhcs  with  a  fon, 
LJut  two  fair  daughters  heir'd  his  ftatc  and  thionc. 
To  him  Aj^ollo  (wond'rous  to  relate  !  54^ 

But  who  can  pierce  into  the  depths  of  fate  ?) 
Had  fung — *'  Expccl  thy  fons  on  Argos'  fliorc, 
**  A  yellow  lion  and  a  briftly  boar." 
This,  long  rcvolv'd  in  his  paternal  breaft, 
Sate  heavy  on  liis  heart,  and  broke  his  reft  ;  55^» 

Thi,,  great  A^raphiaraus,  lay  hid  from  thee, 
Tluj'  ikill'd  in  fatc,^  and  dark  futurity. 
The  father's  care  and  prophet's  art  were  vain, 
*•  or  thus  did  the  predldling  god  ordain. 

Lo  haplefs  Tydcus,  whofc  ill-fated  hand  5^f 

I'iad  llam  his  brother,  leaves  his  native  land, 
And  feix'd  with  horror,  in  the  lludcs  of  night, 
f  Thro'  the  thick  dcfarts  headlong  urg'd  his  llight  : 
Now  by  the  fury  of  the  tempclls  driv'ii, 
!{e  fteks  a  flielter  from  th'  inclement  hi:av*n,  5^ 

'Till  led  by  fate,  the  Thcban's  fteps  he  treads, 
A;id  to  fair  Argo*'  open  court  fuccced*. 

When 
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When  thus  the  chiefs  from  cliff' rent  Icinds  rcfort 
T'  Adrailus'  realms,  and  hofpitable  court ; 
The  king  furveys  his  guefts  with  curious  eyes,  565 

And  views  their  arms  and  habit  with  furprizc. 
Alien's  yellow  flcin  the  Tiieban  \vears, 
Horrid  his  mane,  and  rough  with  curling  hairs  j 
Such  once  emplovM  Alcides'  youthful  toils, 
E'er  yet  adorn'd  witli  Nemea's  dreadful  fpoils*  570 

A  boar's  ftiff  hide,  of  Calydonian  breed, 
-  Oenides'  manly  ihoulders  overlpread. 
Oblique  his  tulks,  ereft  his  briftles  ftood. 
Alive,  the  pride  and  terror  of  the  wood. 

Struck  v/ith  the  light,  and  fix'd  in  deep  amaze,        575 
The  king  th'  accomplifii'd  oracle  furveys. 
Reveres  Apollo's  vocal  caves,  and  owns 
The  o-uiding  godhead,  and  his  future  fons. 
O'er  all  his  bofom  fecret  tranfports  reign. 
And  a  glad  horror  Ihoots  thro'  ev'ry  vein.  580 

l*o  hcav'n  he  lifts  his  hands,  ereds  his  fight, 
Ancithus  invokes  the  filent  queen  of  night. 

Goddefs  of  fliades,  beneath  whofe  gloomy  reign 
Yon'  fpangled  arch  glows  with  the  flarry  train  : 
You  v>-ho  the  cares  of  heav'n  and  earth  allay,         585  . 
'Till  nature  quicken'd  by  the  infpiring   ray  > 

Wakes  to  new  vigour  with  the  rlfing  day. 
Oh  thou  who  freeft  me  from  my  doubtful  ftate, 
Lono-  loft  and  wilder'd  in  the  maze  of  fate  ! 
Be  prefent  ftill,  oh  goddefs  !   in  our  aid  ;  590 

Proceed,  and  firm  thofe  omens  thou  haft  made. 
Wc  to  thy  name  our  annual  rites  will  pay. 
And  on  thy  altars  facrifices  lay  ; 
The  fable  flock  fliall  fall  beneath  the  ftroke. 
And  fill  thy  temples  with  a  grateful  fmoke.  59^ 

Hail,  faithful  Tripos!  hail,  ye  dark  abodes 
Of  awful  Phoebus  :  I  confefs  the  gods  ! 

Thus,  feiz'd  with  facred  fear,  the  monarch  pray'd  ; 

Then  to  his  inner  court  the  guefts  convey'd  ; 

Where 
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Where  yet  tliin  fumes  from  (iyin^  fparks  arifc,        fevX)  ■» 

And  duft  yet  white  uj>oii  each  altar  lies,  (. 

'J"he  rtllcks  of  a  former  lacrUice.  J 

'I  he  king  once  more  tlic  lolcuin  rites  requires. 

And  bids  renew  the  fcnft.*,  and  wake  the  fires. 

His  train  ol>ey,  while  aUtiic  courts  around  6C.5 

With  noify  cace  and  vartoiis  tumult  found. 

tinbroidcr'd  purple  clotlics  t!ie  t;olden  beds  ; 

This  llave  the  hoor,  and  i^iat  the  table  fpreads ; 

A  third  dil'pels  tJiC  d:irkncfs  of  the  night. 

And  fills  depending  lamps  with  !:)cams  of  light ;  610 

Here  loaves  in  canificrs  avc  pll'd  on  high. 

And  there,  in  flames  the  llau.-'.iter'd  victims  fry. 

Sublime  inrei;a!  Hate,  Ad.raflus  flionc, 

Srretch'd  or  rich  carpets,  on  his  iv'ry  throne  ; 

A  loUy  couch  receives  each  princely  guell ;  615 

Ai-ound,  at  awfcl  dillance,   wait  the  reft. 

And  now  the  king,  his  royal  feafl  to  grace, 
Aceftis,  calls,  the  guardian  of  his  race. 
Who  firll  their  youth  in  arts  of  virtue  train'd. 
And  their  ripe  years  in  modcft  grace  maintain'd.         620 
Then  foftly  'Ahifpcr'd  in  her  faithful  ear. 
And  bade  his  daughters  at  the  rites  appear. 
When  from  the  clofe  apartments  of  the  night. 
The  royal  nymphs  approach  divinely  bright ; 
Such  was  Diana's,  fuch  Minerva's  face  ;  625 

Nor  fhine  their  beauties  with  fuperior  grace. 
But  that  in  thcfe  a  milder  charm  endears, 
And  lefs  of  terror  in  their  looks  appears. 
As  on  tlie  heroes  firft  thty  cafl  their  eyes, 
O'er  their  fair  checks  the  glowing  bluflies  rife,  630 

Their  down-caft  looks  a  decent  Ihame  confefs'd,, 
Then,  on  their  father's  rcv'rcnd  features  reft. 

The  banquet  done,  the  monarch  gives  tlio  iign, 
To  fill  the  goblet  high  with  iparkling  wine, 
Wjiich  Daiiaus  us'd  in  facred  rites  of  old,  635 

With  fculnture  grac'd,   and  rough  with  rifing  gold. 

Vol.  I.  F  £  ^  ik;* 
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Here  to  die  clouds  viftorious  Perfens  flies ; 

Medufa  fccms  to  move  her  languid  eyes, 

And  ev'n  in  gold,  turns  paler  as  flie  dies. 

There  from  the  chace  Jove's  tow'ring  eagle  bears       640 

On  golden  wings,  the  Phrygian  to  the  ftars ; 

Still  as  he  riies  in  th'  aethereal  height, 

His  native  mountains  lelTen  to  his  fight ; 

While  all  his  fad  companions  upward  gaze, 

Fix'd  on  the  glorious  fcene  in  wild  amaze  ;  645 

And  the  fvvift  hounds,  affrighted  as  he  flies. 

Run  to  the  fhade,  and  bark  againft  the  ikies. 

This  golden  bowl  with  gcn'rous  juice  was  crown'd. 
The  firfl  libations  fprinklcd  on  the  ground  : 
Ey  turns  on  each  celeflial  pow'r  they  call  ;  650 

With  Phoebus'  name  refounds  the  vaulted  hall. 

The  courtly  train,  the  Grangers,  and  the  reft, 
Crown'd  with  chafte  laurel,  and  with  garlands  drcfs'd, 

While  with  rich  gums  the  fuming  altars  blaze. 

Salute  the  god  in  num'rous  hymns  of  praife. '  655 

Then  thus  the  king  :  Perhaps  my  noble  guefts, 

Thefe  honour'd  altars,  and  thefe  annual  feafts 

To  bright  Apollo's  awful  name  defign'd. 

Unknown,  with  wonder  may  perplex  your  mind. 

Great  was  the  caufe  ;  our  old  folcmnlties  66®- 

I'rom  no  blind  zeal  or  fond  tradition  rife  ; 

Butfav'd  from  death,  our  Argives  yearly  pay 

Thefe  grateful  honours  to  the  god  of  day. 
When  !)y  a  thoufand  darts  the  Python  llain 

With  orbs  unroUM  lay  covering  all  the  plain,  665 

(Transfix'd  as  o'er  Caflalia's  ftreams  he  hung. 

And  fuck'd  new  poifons  wrth  bis  triple  tongue) 

To  Argob'  realms  the  viftor  god  reforts. 

And  »nters  old  Crotopus'  humble  courts.. 

'I'his  rural  prince  one  only  daughter  bleff,  670 

That  all  the  charms  of  blooming  youth  polfcfs'd; 
Fair  was  her  face,  and  fpotlefs  was  her  mind, 
>Vhorc  fiiial  love  with  virgin  fwcctncii  join'd. 

Happy  I 
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Happy  !  and  happy  ftill  flic  might  have  provM, 

Were  flie  lefs  beautiful,  or  Icl's  bclov'd  ! 

But  Phoebus  lov'ti,  and  on  die  flow'ry  lide 

Of  Xemea's  ftrcam,  the  yielding  fair  cnjoy'd  ; 

Now,  e'er  ten  moons  their  orb  with  light  adorn, 

Th'  illuftrious  offspring  of  the  god  was  born. 

The  nymph,  her  father's  anger  to  evade,  68o 

Retires  from  Argos  to  the  lylvan  fliadc, 

To  woods  and  wilds  the  pleafing  l)urdcn  bears, 

And  trufts  her  infant  to  a  Ihcpherd's  cares. 

How  mean  a  fate,  unhappy  child  !  is  thine  ? 
Ah  how  unworthy  thofc  of  race  divine  ?  6S5 

On  flow'ry  herbs  in  fome  green  covert  laid, 
His  bed  the  ground,  his  canopy  the  fhade. 
He  mixes  with  the  bleating  lambs  his  cries,  « 

While  the  rude  Twain  his  rural  mulic  tries,  L 

To  call  foft  ilumbers  on  his  infant  eyes.  690^ 

Yet  ev'n  in  thofe  oblcure  abodes  to  live, 
Was  mo.e,  alac  !   than  cruel  fate  would  nive. 
For  on  the  grafTy  verdure  as  he  lay, 
And  brtath'd  the  frelhnefs  of  the  early  dav, 
Devouring  dogs  the  helplefs  infant  tore,  695 

fed  on  his  trembling  limbs,  and  lapp'd  the  gore, 
Th'  aftonifli'd  mother,  when  the  rumour  came, 
Forgets  her  father,  and  ncglefts  her  fame, 
Witii  loud  complaints  fhe  fills  the  yielding  air. 
And  beats  her  breaft,  and  rends  her  flowing  hair ;         -joo 
Then  wild  with  anguifh  to  her  lire  fhe  fli.s ; 
Demands  the  fcntcnce,  and  contented  dies. 

But  touch'd  with  forrow  for  the  deed,  too  late. 
The  raging  god  prepares  t'avenge  her  fate. 
He  lends  a  monger,  horrible  and  fell,  705 

Begot  by  furies  in  the  depths  of  htll. 
The  peft  a  virgin's  face  and  bofom  bears ;  •* 

High  on  her  crown  a  rifing  fnake  appears,  t 

iLJuards  her  black  front,  and  hiflcs  in  her  hairs :  J 

Viz  About 
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About  the  realm  flic  walks  her  dreadful  round,  7IQ 

^Vhen  night  with  fable  wings  o'erfpreads  the  ground, 
Devours  young  babes  before  their  parent's  eyes. 
And  feeds  and  thrives  on  public  miferies. 
'^    But  .c^en'rous  rajre  the  bold  Choroebus  warms, 
Chora-'bus,  fam'd  for  virtue,  as  for  arjns ;  71^ 

Some  few  like  him,   infpir'd  with  martial  flame, 
Thought  a  fliort  life  well  loft  for  endlefs  fame. 
Thefe,  where  two  ways  in  equal  parts  divide, 
The  direful  monfter  from  afar  difcry'd  ;  ( 

Tvv'O  bleeding  babes  depending  at  her  fide  ;  'J'^0) 

V/hofc  panting  vitals,  warm  with  life,  file  draws. 
And  in  their  hearts  embrues  her  cruel  claws. 
The  youth  furround  her  witli  extended  fpears  ; 
But  brave  Chorctbus  in  the  front  appears, 
Deep  in  her  breafc  he  plung'd  his  fliining  fword,         'j2$ 
And  hell's  dire  monller  back  to  hell   neftor'd. 
Th'  Inachians  view  the  flain  with  vaft  furprize. 
Her  twilling  volumes,  and  her  rolling  eyes, 
lier  fpottcd  breaft,  and  gaping  v/omb  embru'd 
"With  livid  poifon,   and  our  children's  bipod.  73^> 

The  croud  in  ftupid  v^onder  fix'd  appear, 
Pale  ev'n  in  joy,  nor  yet  forget  to  tear. 
Some  with  vaft  beams  the  fqualid  corps  engage, 
And  weary  all  the  wild  efForts  of  rage. 
The  birds  obfcene,  tlfat  nightly  flock'd  to  taftc,         736 
■\V'ith  hcilow  fcreeches  fled  the  dire  rcpaft  ; 
And  ravenous  dogs,  allur'd  by  fcented  blood, 
And  ftarving  wolves,  ran  howling  to  the  wood. 

But  iir'd  with  rage,  from  cleft  Parnaflus'  brow  ■% 

Avenging  Pbrebus'  bent  his  deadly  bow,  740  ? 

And  hilling  ilew  the  fcather'd  fates  below  ;  ^ 

A  night  of  fultry  clouds  involv'd  around 
The  tow'rs,  the  fields,  and  the  devoted  ground  : 
And  now  a  thoufatid  lives  together  fled,  -v 

Death  with  his  Icyihe  cut  off  the  fatal  thread,  745  > 

And  a  whole  province  in  his  triumph  led,  -* 

But 
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But  Phoebus,  afk.'<J  why  noxious  fires  appear. 
And  raging  Sirius  blafts  the  iickly  year  ; 
Pcmandi  their  lives  by  whom  his  monftcr  fell. 
And  dooms  a  dreadful  facrifice  to  hell.  ^^o 

BIcfsM  be  thy  dufl,  and  let  eternal  fame 
Attend  thy  manes,  and  prcfcrve  thy  name  ; 
Und^.unicd  hero  !  who,  divinely  brave, 
Jn  fuch  a  caufc  dlfdain'd  thy  life  to  fave  ; 
But  view'd  the  flirinc  with  a  fupcrior  look,  ^5^ 

And  its  upbraided  Godhead  thus  befpoke. 

With  piety,  the  foul's  fecurcft  guard, 
And  confeious  virtue,  ftill  its  own  reward. 
Willing  J  come,  unknowing  how  to  fear; 
Nor  frialt  thou,   Phcebus,  find  a  fuppliant  here.  760 

Thy  monfter's  death  to  njie  wasow'd  alone. 
And  'tis  a  deed  too  glorious  to  difown. 
Behold  him  here,  for  whom,  fo  many  days, 
Impervious  clouds  conccard  thy  fuiU  n  rays ; 
For  whom,  r.--  man  no  longer  claim'd  thy  care,  765 

Such  numbers  fell  by  peftilcntial  air  ! 
But  if  th*  abandon'd  race  of  human  kind 
From  gods  above  no  more  compafiion  find  ; 
If  fuch  ii],clemcncy  in  heav'n  can  dwell,  ^ 

Yet  why  muft  un-offending  Argos  feel  770  > 

The  vengeance  due  to  this  unlucky  flecl  ?  3 

On  me,  on  me,  let  all  thy  fury  fall. 
Nor  err  from  me,  fince  I  defervc  it  all  : 
Unlefs  our  defart  cities  plcafe  thy  fight. 
Our  fun'ral  flames  refled  a  grateful  light.  775 

IJifcharge  thy  fliafts,  this  ready  bolbm  rend. 
And  to  the  ihades  aghofi.  triumphant  fend  ; 
But  for  my  country  let  ray  fate  atone. 
Be  mine  the  vengeance,  as  the  crime  my  own. 

Merit  diftrefs'd,  impartial  htav'n  relieves ;  780 

Unwelcome  life  relenting  Phcebus  gives ; 
for  not  the  vengeful  pow'r,  that  glow'd  with  rage. 
With  fuch  amaxing  virtue  durft  engage. 

5  The 
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Tlie  cloixls  difpcrs'd,   Apollo's  wrath  expir'd, 

And  from  the  wond'ring  god  th'  unwilling  youth  retir'J. 

Thence  \vc  thefc  altars  in  his  temple  raife,  786 

And  offer  annual  honours,  feafts,  and  praife  ; 

Thefe  folemn  feafts  propitious  Phoebus  pleafe, 

Thefe  honours,  fbill  renew'd,  his  antient  wrath  appeafe. 

But  fay,  illuftrious  gueft  (adjoinM  the  king)  790 

What  name  you  bear,  from  what  high  race  youfpringd 
The  noble  Tydeus  ftands  confcfs'd,  and  known 
Our  neighbour  prince,  and  heir  of  Calydon. 
Relate  your  fortunes,  while  the  friendly  night 
And  filent  hours  to  various  talk  invite.  795 

The  Theban  bends  on  earth  his  gloomy  eyes, 
Confus'd,  and  fadly  thus  at  length  replies  : 
Before  thefe  altars  how  Ihall  I  proclaim 
(Oh  gen'rous  prince)  my  nation  or  my  name, 
Or  thro'  what  veins  our  ancient  blood  has  roU'd  ?        800 
Let  the  fad  talc  for  ever  reft  untold  i 
Yet  if  propitious  to  a  wretch  unknown, 
Youfeekto  fliarc  in  forrows  not  your  own; 
Know  then,  from  Cadmus  I  derive  my  race, 
Jocafta's  fon,  and  Thebes  my  native  place.  805 

To  whom  the  king,  (who  felt  his  gen'rous  breaft 
T&uch'd  with  concern  for  his  unhappy  gueft) 
Ueplics— Ah  why  forbears  the  fon  to  name 
His  wretched  father,  known  too  well  by  fame  ? 
Fame,  that  delights  around  the  world  to  ftray,  810 

Scorns  not  to  take  our  Argos  in  her  way. 
Ev'n  thofc  who  dwell  where  funs  at  diftancc  roll. 
In  northern  wilds,  and  freeze  beneath  the  pole  ; 
And  thofe  who  tread  the  burning  Libyan  lands, 
The  faithlcfs  Syrtcs  and  the  moving  fands;  815 

Who  view  the  weftern  fea*s  extrcmcft  bounds. 
Or  drink  of  Ganges  in  their  eaftern  grounds  ; 
All  ihcfe  the  woes  of  Oedipus  have  known. 
Your  fates,  your  furies,  and  your  haunted  town. 

If 
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If  on  the  Ions  the  parents  crimes  dcfceno,  820 

^V'hat  prince  from  thofc  liis  lineage  can  defend  ? 

Be  this  thy  comfort,  tliat  'tis  thine  t'  efiacc 

With  virtuous  afts  thy  anceflors  difgracc, 

And  be  thyfelf  the  honour  of  tliy  race. 

But  lee  I  the  ftars  begin  to  Ileal  away,  8i^ 

And  fliine  more  faintly  at  approaching  dav ; 

Now  pour  tlie  wine;  and  in  your  tuneful  lays, 

Once  more  refound  the  great  Apollo's  praifc. 

Oh  father  Phosbus  !  whether  Lycia's  coaft 
And  fnowy  mountains,  thy  bright  prefcnce  boafl;       83^ 
%Vhether  to  fwoet  Caftalia  thou  repair, 
And  bathe  in  filver  dews  thy  yellow  hair  ; 
Or  pleas'd  to  find  fair  Delos  float  no  more. 
Delight  inCynthus,  and  the  fhady  Ihorc  ; 
Or  chufe  thy  feat  in  Ilion's  proud  abodes,  $25 

The  fhining  flruflurcs  rais'd  by  lab'ring  gods. 
By  thee  the  bow  and  inortal  fhafts  are  born  ; 
jEternal  charms  thy  blooming  youth  udora  ; 
Skill'd  in  the  laws  of  fecret  fate  above. 
And  the  dark  counfcls  of  almighty  Jove,  S^* 

*Tis  thine  the  feeds  of  future  war  to  know. 
The  change  of  fcepters,  and  impending  woe  ; 
When  direful  meteors  fprcad  thro'  glowing  air 
Long  trails  of  light,  anJ  fhake  their  blazing  hair. 
Thy  rage  the  Phrygian  felt,  who  durfl  afpirs  Sa^ 

T'  excel  the  mufic  of  thy  heav'nly  lyre  ; 
Thy  fliafts  avcng'd  leud  Tityus'  guilty  flame, 
Th'  immortd  viftim  of  thy  mother's  fame  ; 
Thy  hand  llcw  Python,  and  the  dame  u'ho  lufl 
Her  num'rous  ofFspring  for  a  fatal  bond.  8j© 

In  Phlegias'  doom  thy  juft  revenge  appears, 
Cundcmn'd  to  furies  and  eternal  fears  ; 
He  views  his  food,  but  dreads,  with  lifted  eye. 
The  mouldxing  rock,  that  trembles  fro:nonhit,h, 

Prop!t;o!i« 
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Propitious  hear  our  pray'r,  O  pow'r  divine  !  85^ 

And  on  thy  Iiofpitable  Argos  fliine, 
Whether  the  flile  of  Titan  pleafe  thee  more, 
Whofe  purple  rays  th'  Achasmenes  adore  ; 
Or  great  Ofyris,  who  firft  taught  the  fwain 
In  Pharian  fields  to  fovv  the  golden  grain  ;  860 

Or  Mitra,  to  whofe  beams  the  Perfian  bows. 
And  pays,  in  hollow  rocks,  his  awful  vows  ; 
Mitra,  whofe  head  the  blaze  of  light  adorns. 
Who  ffrains  the  flni2;!Tlin8:  heifer's  lunar  horn^;  ' 
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Upon  occaiion  of  the  death  of  Hercules,  his  mother 
Alcmena  rcco\mts  her  misfortunes  to  lole,  who  an- 
fvvers  with  a  relation  of  thofe  of  her  own  family;  in 
particular  the  transformation  of  her  fifler  Dryopc^ 
which  is  the  fubjeft  of  the  cnfuing  fable. 

SHE  faid,  and  for  her  loft  Galantlils  Ughs, 
When  the  fair  confort  of  her  fon  replies,  > 

Since  you  a  fervant's  ra.vilh'd  form  bemoan. 
And  kindly  figh  for  forrows  not  your  own  j 
Let  me,  if  tears  and  grief  permit,  relate  £ 

A  nearer  woe,  a  lifter's  ftranger  fate. 
No  nymph  of  all  Oechalia  could  compare 
For  beauteous  form  with  Dryope  the  fair, 
Her  tender  mother's  only  hope  and  pride, 
(My  felf  the  offspring  of  a  fccond  bride.)  10 

This  nymph  comprefs'd  by  him  who  rules  the  day, 
Whom  Delphi  and  the  Delian  i^le  obey, 
Andra:mon  lov'd ;  and  blcfs'd  in  all  thofe  charms 
That  pleas'd  a  God,  fucceeded  to  iier  arms. 

A  lake  there  was,  with  Ihclving  banks  around,  15 

Whofe  verdant  fummit  fragrant  myrtles  crown'd  ; 
Thefe  fhades,  unknowing  of  the  fates,  Ihe  foiighr, 
Aiid  to  the  Xaiads  flowVy  garlands  brought; 

Cj  g  2  Her 
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Her  fmllingbabe  (a  pleafing  charge)  flic  preft 

Within  her  arms,  and  nourifli'd  at  her  breaft.  20 

Not  diftant  far,  a  wat'ry  lotos  grows, 

The  ipring  was  new,  and  all  the  verdant  boughs 

Adorn'd  with  blolToms  promis'd  fruits  that  vie 

In  glowing  colours  with  the  Tyrian  dye  : 

Of  thefe  file  crop'd,  to  pleafe  her  infant  fon,  25 

Anfl  I  myfclf  the  fame  rafli  a£\:  had  done  : 

But  lo  !  1  faw,  as  near  her  fide  I  flood. 

The  violated  blofToms  drop  with  blood  ; 

Upon  the  tree  I  caft  a  frightful  look  ; 

The  trembling  tree  with  fudden  honor  fhook.  30 

Lotis  the  nymph,  if  rural  tales  be  true, 

As  from  Priapus'  lawlefs  lull  fhe  flew, 

Eorfook  her  form  ;  and  fixing  here  became 

A  fiow'ry  plant,  which  flill  preferves  her  name. 

This  change  unknown,  aflonifli'd  at  the  fight,         35 
Mv  trembling  fifler  ftrove  to  urge  her  flight. 
And  firfl  the  pardon  of  the  nymphs  implor'd. 
And  thofe  offended  fylvan  pow'rs  ador'd  : 
But  when  flie  backward  wou'd  have  fled,  flie  found 
Her  fliff 'ning  feet  were  rooted  In  the  ground  :  40 

In  vain  to  free  her  faften'd  feet  flie  flrove. 
And  as  flie  flruggles,  oftly  moves  above  ; 
She  feels  th'  encroaching  bark  around  her  grow 
By  quick  degrees,  and  cover  all  below  : 
Surpriz'd  at  this,  her  trembling  hand  fhe  heaves  45 

To  rend  her  hair;  her  hand  is  fill'd  with  leaves  ; 
Where  late  was  hair,  the  fliooting  leaves  are  feen 
To  rife,  and  fliade  her  with  a  fudden  green. 
The  child  Amphifus,  to  her  bofom  prefl, 
Perceiv'd  a  colder  and  a  harder  breaft,  $0 

And  found  the  fprings  that  ne'er  till  then  deny'd 
Their  milky  moiflure,  on  a  fudden  dry'd. 
I  faw,  unhappy  !   what  I  now  relate. 
And  flood  the  helplefs  witnefs  of  thy  fate, 
Embrac'd  thy  boughs,  the  riling  bark  delay'd,  55 

There  wifh'd  to  grow,  and  mingle  fliade  with  fliade. 

Beholdt 
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Behold  Androemon  and  ih'  unhappy  fire 

Appear,  and  for  their  Dryopc  enquire  ; 

A  Springing  tree  tor  Dry  ope  they  Hnd, 

And  print  warm  kilTcs  on  the  panting  rind,  60 

Proftrate,  with  tears  their  kindred  plant  bcdc.v. 

And  dole  embrace,  as  to  the  roots  they  grew. 

The  face  was  all  that  now  remain'd  of  thee. 

No  more  a  woman,  nor  yet  quite  a  tree  ;  • 

Thy  branches  hung  with  humid  pearls  appear,  65 

From  ev'ry  leaf  diftills  a  trickling  tear. 

And  ftrait  a  voice  while  yet  a  voice  remains. 

Thus  thro'  tlxe  trembling  boughs  in  lighs  complains. 

If  to  the  wretched  any  faith  be  giv'n, 
I  fwear  by  all  th'  unpitying  pow'rs  of  hcav'n,  7© 

No  wilful  crime  this  heavy  vengeance  bred  ; 
In  mutual  innocence  our  lives  we  led  : 
If  this  be  falfe,  let  thefc  new  greens  decay, 
Let  founding  axes  lop  my  limbs  away,  / 

And  crackling  flames  on  all  my  honours  prey.  75  ) 

But  from  my  branching  arms  this  infant  beaf, 
Let  fomc  kind  nurfe  fupply  a  mother's  care  : 
And  to  his  mother  let  him  oft'  be  led. 
Sport  in  her  fliades,  and  in  her  ihadcs  be  fed  ; 
Teach  him,  when  firft  his  infant  voice  ftiall  frame      8:^ 
Jmperfe£l  words,  and  lifp  his  mother's  name. 
To  hail  this  tree  ;  and  fay,  with  weeping  eyes, 
WitJiin  this  plant  my  haplefs  parent  lies  : 
And  when  in  youth  he  feeks  the  Ihady  woods, 
Oh,  let  him  fly  the  cryftal  lakes  and  floods,  85 

Nor  touch  the  fatal  flow'rs ;  but  warn'd  by  me. 
Believe  a  goddefs  fhrin'd  in  ev'ry  tree. 
My  fire,  my  filler,  and  my  fpoufe  farewell  1 
If  in  yourbreafts  or  love  or  pity  dwell, 
Proteft  your  plant,  nor  let  my  branches  feel  90 

The  browzing  cattle  or  the  piercing  ftccl. 
Farewell  !  and  lince  I  cannot  bciid  to  jo;n 
^Ty  lips  to  yours,  advance  at  Icaft  to  mine. 

Mv 
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My  fon,  thy  mother's  parting  kifs  receivCj 

While  yet  thy  mother  has  a  kifs  to  give.  g^ 

I  can  no  more ;  the  creeping  rind  invades 

My  clofmg  lips,  and  hides  my  head  in  fliades : 

Remove  your  hands,  the  bark  fhall  foon  fuffice 

Without  their  aid  to  leal  thefe  dying  eyes. 

She  ceas'd  at  once  to  fpeak,  and  ceas'd  to  be ;         lOO 
And  all  the  nymph  was  loll  within  the  tree  : 
Yet  latent  life  thro'  her  new  branches  reign'd. 
And  long  the  plant  a  human  heat  retain'd* 


V  E  R. 


VERTUMNUS 

AND 

POMONA. 

From  the   Fourteenth  Book  of 

O  V  ID*s    METAMORPHOSES, 

TH  E  fair  Pomona  flouiifh'd  in  his  reign  j 
Of  all  the  virgins  of  the  fylvan  train. 
None  taught  the  trees  a  nobler  race  to  bear. 
Or  more  improv'd  the  vegetable  care. 
To  her  the  fhady  grove,  the  flow'ry  field,  ^ 

The  ftrcams  and  fountains,  no  delights  could  yield  ; 
'Twas  all  her  joy  the  ripening  fruits  to  tend, 
And  fee  the  boughs  with  happy  burthens  bend. 
The  hook,  flic  bore,   inflcad  of  Cynthia's  fpcar. 
To  lop  the  growth  of  the  luxuriant  year,  13 

To  decent  form  the  lawlefs  fhoots  to  brinor. 
And  teach  th'  obedient  branches  where  to  fpring. 
Now  the  cleft  rind  inferted  graffs  receives, 
And  yields  an  offspring  more  than  nature  gives; 
Now  Aiding  ftreams  the  thirfty  plants  renew,  i^ 

And  feed  their  fibres  with  reviving  dew. 

Thefe  cares  alone  her  virgin  bread  employ, 
Avcrfe  from  Venus  and  the  nuptial  joy. 
Her  private  orchards,  wall'd  on  ev'ry  fide. 
To  lawlefs  fylvans  all  accefs  deny'd.  so 
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How  oft'  the  fatyrs  and  the  wanton  fawns, 

Who  haunt  the  forcfts,  or  frequent  the  lawns, 

The  God  whofc  cnfign  fcares  the  birds  of  prey. 

And  old  Silcnus,  youthful  in  decay, 

Emplov'd  their  wiles,  and  unavailing  care,  .  2-^ 

To  pals  the  fences,  and  furprize  the  fair  ? 

Like  tliefe,  Vertumnus  own'd  his  faithful  flame^ 

Like  thcfc,  rejcfted  by  the  fcornful  dame. 

To  gain  her  fight  a  thoufand  forms  he  wears, 

And  iirfl;  a  reaper  from  the  field  appears,  jo 

Sweating  he  walks,  while  loads  of  golden  grain 

O'ercharoie  the  flioulders  of  the  feemihir  fwain. 

Oft'  o'er  his  back  a  crooked  fcythe  is  laid, 

And  wreaths  of  hay  his  fun-burnt  temples  fhade  : 

Oft'  in  his  harden'd  hand  a  goad  he  bears,  ^  ^? 

Like  one  who  late  unyok'd  the  fweating  fleers. 

Sometimes  his  pruning-hook  correfts  the  vines. 

And  the  loofe  llragglers  to  their  ranks  confines. 

Now  gath'ring  what  the  bounteous  year  allows. 

He  nulls  ripe  apples  from  the  bending  boughs. 

A  foldier  now,  he  with  his  fword  appears  ; 

A  fiflicr  next,  his  trembling  angle  bears ; 

Each  fliape  he  varies,  and  each  art  he  tries. 

On  her  bright  charms  to  feaft  his  longing  eyes. 

A  female  form  at  iall  Vertumnus  wears,  45  1 

With  all  the  marks  of  rev'rend  age  appears,  r 

His  temples  thinly  fpread  with  filvcr  hairs ;  "*" 

Prop'd  on  his  ftaff,  and  ftooping  as  he  goes, 
A  painted  initre  fliades  his  furrow'd  brows. 
The  god,  in  this  decrepit  form  array'd,  50^ 

The  gardens  enter'd,  and  the  fruits  furvey'd,  f 

And   "  Happy  you  !   (he  thus  addrefs'd  the  maid) 
«  Whofe  charms  as  far  all  other  nymphs  out-fliine, 
'*  As  other  gardens  are  cxccU'd  by  thine  !" 
Then  kifs'd  the  fair;   (his  kiffes  warmer  grow  SS 

Than  fuch  as  women  on  their  fex  beftow.) 
Then  plac'd  befide  her  on  tlie  flow'ry  ground. 
Beheld  the  trees  with  autumn's  bounty  crown'd. 

An 
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An  elm  was  near,  to  whofc  embraces  led, 

The  curling  vine  her  fwelling  clufters  fpread  :  60 

He  view'd  their  twining  branches  with  delight, 

And  praisM  the  beauty  of  the  pleafing  fight. 

Yet  this  tall  elm,  but  for  hls-'vine  (he  faid) 
Had  ftood  neglcfted,  and  a  barren  Ihade  ; 
And  this  fair  vine,  but  that  her  arms  furround  65 

Her  marry'd  elm,  had  crept  along  the  ground. 
Ah  beauteous  maid,  let  this  example  move 
Your  mind,  avcrfc  from  all  the  joys  of  love. 
Deign  to  be  lov'd,  and  ev'ry  heart  fubdue  ! 
What  nymph  cou'd  e'er  attract  fuch  crouds  as  you  ?    70 
Not  (he  whofe  beauty  urg'd  the  Centaur's  arms, 
Ulyfles'  queen,  nor  Helen's  fatal  charms, 
Ev'n  now,  when  illent  fcorn  is  all  they  gain, 
A  thoufand  court  you,  tho'  tl\ey  court  in  vain, 
A  thoufand  fylvans,  demi-gods,  and  gods,  7S 

That  haunt  our  mountains  ?nd  our  Alban  woods. 
But  if  you'll  profper,  rjiark  what  I  advife. 
Whom  age,  and  long  experience  render  wife. 
And  one  whofe  tender  care  is  far  above 
All  that  thefe  lovers  ever  felt  of  love,  80 

^Far  more  than  e'er  can  by  yourfelf  be  guefl) 
Fix  on  Vertumnus,  and  rcjcft  the  reft. 
For  his  firm  faith  I  dare  engage  my  own  ; 
Scarce  to  himfelf,  himfclf  is  better  kno\vn. 
To  diftant  lands  Vertumnus  never  roves  ;  85 

Like  you,  contented  with  his  native  groves  ; 
Nor  at  firft  fight,  like  moft,  admires  the  fair;  1 

For  you  he  lives ;  and  you  alone  fhall  fharc  > 

His  laft  affeftion,  as  his  early  care.  •* 

Eefides,  he's  lovely  far  above  the  reft,  90 

With  youth  immortal,  and  with  beauty  bleft. 
Add,  that  he  varies  cv'ry  fliapc  with  eafe. 
And  tries  all  forms  that  may  Pomona  pleafc. 
But  what  fliould  moft  excite  a  mutual  flame. 
Your  rura'  cares,  and  pleafurcs,  are  the  fam; :  95 

To  him  youi-  orchards  early  fruits  are  due, 
(A  pleating  ofF'ring  when  'tis  made  bv  you) 

Vol.  I.  Hh  '  hU 
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He  values  thefe ;  but  yet,  alas,  complains, 

That  ftlll  the  bell  and  deareft  gift  remains. 

Not  the  fair  fruit  that  on  yon'  branches  glows  lOii 

With  that  ripe  red  th'  autumnal  fun  bellows ; 

Nor  taileful  herbs  that  in  thefe  gardens  rife. 

Which  the  kind  foil  with  milky  fap  fupplies ; 

You,  only  you,  can  move  the  god's  delire  : 

Oh  crown  fo  conllant  and  fo  pure  a  fire  !  10j| 

Let  foft  companion  touch  your  gentle  mind  ; 

Think,  'tis  Vertumnus  begs  you  to  be  kind  ! 

So  may  no  froft,  when  early  buds  appear, 

Dellroy  the  promife  of  the  youthful  year; 

Nor  winds,  when  firll  your  florid  orchard  blows,        IIO 

Shake  the  light  blolToms  from  their  blalled  boughs  ! 

This  when  the  various  god  had  urg'd  in  vain. 
He  llrait  alTum'd  his  native  form  again  ; 
Such,  and  fo  bright  an  afpeft  now  he  bears. 
As  when  thro'  clouds  th'  emerging  lun  appears,  115 

And  thence  exerting  his  refulgent  ray, 
Difpels  the  darknefs,  and  reveals  the  day. 
Force  he  prepar'd,  but  check'd  the  rafli  dclign  ; 
For  when,  appearing  in  a  form  divine, 
The  nymph  furveys  him,  and  beholds  the  grace  120 

Of  charming  features,  and  a  youthful  face  ; 
In  her  foft  breall  confenting  paflions  move. 
And  the  warm  maid  confefs'd  a  mutual  love. 
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Done  by  tlie  A  U  T  H  O  R  ia  his  Youth. 
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C  H  A  u  c  i:  R. 

WOMEN  ben  full  of  ragerie, 
Yet  fwinken  nat  fans  fccrclic. 
Thllke  moral  fliall  yc  undcrftond, 
From  fchole-boy's  talc  of  fay  re  I  reload  : 
Which  to  the  fcnnes  hath  him  betake,  r 

To  filch  the  gray  ducke  fro  the  lake. 
Right  then,  there  paflcn  by  the  way 
His  aunt,   and  eke  her  daughters  tuay. 
Ducke  in  his   trowfers  hath  he  hent, 
Not  to  be  fpied  of  ladies  gent.  lO 

"  But  ho  !  our  nephew,   (crieth  one) 
*'   Ho  !  quoth  another,  co/en  J^hn  ;" 
And  floppen,  and  lough,  and  callen  out,— . 
This  fcly  clerk  full  low  doth  lout  : 

They  alken  that,  and  talken  this,  I^ 

*'   Lo  here  is  Coz,  and  here  is  Mifs.'* 
But,  as  he  glozeth  with  fpceches  footc, 
The  ducke  fore  ticklcth  his  erfe  roote  : 
Fore-piece  and  buttons  all-ro-breft. 

Forth  thruft  a  white  neck,  and  red  creft.  ao 

Tc-he  cry'd  ladies ;  clcrke  nought  fpake  : 
Mifs  ftar'd  ;  and  gray  ducke  crieth  Quaake. 

<'  O  raodcr. 
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**  O  moder,  moder,    (quoih  the  daughter) 

"  Be  thilke  fame  thing  maids  longer  a'ter  ? 

**  Bette  is  to  pyne  on  coals  and  chalke,  25 

*'  Then  truft  on  mon,   whole  yerde  can  talkc. 


II, 

SPENSER. 

The      A  L  LEY. 

I. 

IN  ev'ry  town,  where  Thamis  rolls  his  tydc, 
A  narrow  pafs  there  is,  with  houfcs  low  ; 
Where  ever  and  anon,  the  ftream  is  ey'd, 
And  many  a  boat  foft  Aiding  to  and  fro. 
There  oft'  are  heard  the  notes  of;  infant  v/oe,  5 

The  fliort  thick  fob,  loud  fcream,  and  fliriller  fquall  : 
How  can  ve,  mothers,  vex  your  children  fo? 
Some  play,  fome  eat,  fome  cack  againft  the  wall, 

^J^nd  as  they  crouchen  low,  for  bread  and  butter  call. 

■f. 

II. 

And  on  the  broken  pavement,  here  and  there,  10 

Doth  many  a  flinking  fprat  and  herring  lie; 
A  brandy  and  tobacco  fhop  is  near, 
And  hens,  and  dogs,  and  hogs  are  feeding  by  ; 
And  here  a  failor's  jacket  hangs  to  dry. 
At  ev'ry  door  are  fun-burnt  matrons  fcen,  15 

Mending  old  nets  to  catch  the  fcaly  fry; 
Now  fmging  ilirill,  and  fcolding  eft  between  ; 
Scolds  anfwer  foul-mouth'd  fcolds ;  bad  neighbourhood 
I  ween. 

III. 

The  fnappifn  cur,   (the  paflengcrs  annoy) 
Clofe  at  my  heel  with  yelping  treble  flies ;  20 

The  whimp'ring  girl,  and  hoarfer-fcreaming  boy. 
Join  to  the  yelping  treble,  fhrilling  cries ; 


ENGLISH      POETS.  439 

The  fcolding  quean  to  louder  notes  doth  rife, 
And  her  full  pipes  thole  llirllling  cries  confound  ; 
To  her  full  pipes  the  grunting  hog  replies  ;  2^ 

Tiie  grunting  hogs  ilnrm  the  neighbours  round. 
And  curs,  girls,  boys,  and  fcolds,  in  the  deep  bafc  arc 
okown'd. 

IV. 
Hard  by  a  fty,  beneath  a  roof  of  thatch, 
Dwelt  Obloquy,  who  in  lier  earlv  ilay> 
Bajkets  of  fifh  at  Rillinffrate  did  watch,  10 

Cod,  whiting,  oyfter,   mackrcl,  fprat,  or  ]>hiice  : 
There  learnM  fhe  fpeech  from  tongues  that  ncvc: 
Slander  belidc  her,  like  a  magpy,  chatters. 
With  Envy,   (fpitting  cat)  dread  foe  to  peace  ; 
Like  a  curs*d  cur,   Malice  before  her  clatter.^. 
And  vexing  cv'rv  wight,  tears  cloaths  and  all  ro  tatters 
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V. 

Her  dues  were  mark'd  bv  ev'rv  collier's  hand. 

Her  mouth  was  black  as  bull-dogs  at  the  ftall ; 

She  fcratchcd,  bit,  anil  fpar'i!  nc  lace  ne  band. 

And  bitch  and  rogue  her  anfwer  was  to  all  :  4a 

Xav,  e'en  the  parts  of  fliame  by  nam?  would  call  : 

Yea  when  file  palFed  by  or  lane  or  nook, 

Would  greet  the  man  who  twrn'd  him  to  the  wall. 

And  by  his  hand  oblccnc  the  porter  took. 

Nor  ever  did  alkancc  like  modcfl  virgin  look.  4^ 

VI. 
Such  pir.ce  hath  Dcptford,  navy-building  town, 
\S'oolwich  and  Wapping,  I'mclling  ftrong  of  pitch  ; 
Stich  Lambeth,  envy  of  each  band  and  gown, 
And  Twick'nam  fuch,  which  fairer  fccnes  enrich 

Cjrots,  ftatues,  urns  and  Jo n's  dog  and  bitch,         52 

Ne  village  is  without,  on  cither  lidc. 
All  up  the  filvcr  Thames,  or  all  adown  ; 
Ne  Richmond's  fclf,  from  whofc  fall  front  are  ey'd 
Vales,  fpirc<,  meandring  ftrcan.s.   and  Wind for*s  tow' ry 
pride. 

HI. 
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III. 

WALLER. 
Of  a  L  A  D  Y  linging  to  her  Lute. 

FAIR  charmer  ccafe,  nor  make  your  voice's  prize 
A  heart:  refign'd  the  conqueft  of  your  eyes  : 
Well  might,  alas  !  that  threatned  vefTel  fail, 
Which  winds  and  lightning  both  at  once  aiTail. 
We  were  too  bleft  with  thefe  enchanting  lays,  $ 

Which  muft  be  heav'nly  when  an  angel  plays ; 
But  killing  charms  your  lover's  death  contrive, 
Left  heav'nly  mufic  fhou'd  be  heard  alive. 
Orpheus  coti'd  charm  the  trees,  but  thus  a  tree. 
Taught  by  your  hand,  can  charm  no  lefs  than  he;        lo 
A  poet  made  the  filcnt  wood  purfue, 
This  vocal  wood  had  drawn  the  poet  too.. 


IV. 

COWLEY. 

The  Garden. 

FAIN  would  my  mufe  the  flow'ry  trcafurcs  flng. 
And  humble  glories  of  the  youthful  fpring  ; 
Where  opening  rofes  breathing  fwects  diffufe. 
And  foft  carnations  fliow'r  their  balmy  dews ; 
Where  lillies  fmile  in  virgin  robes  of  white,  ^ 

The  thin  undrefs  of  fuperficial  light, 
And  vary'd  tulips  fliow  fo  dazzling  gay, 
Blufhing  in  bright  diverlities  of  day. 
Each  painted  flow'ret  in  the  lake  below 
Surveys  its  beauties,  whence  its  beauties  grow  ;  10 

And  pale  narciffus  on  the  bank,  in  vain 
Transformed,  gazes  on  himfelf  again, 

■;  Here 
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Here  aged  trees  catliedral  walks  compofe, 

And  mount  the  hill  in  venerable  rows  : 

There  the  green  infants  in  their  beds  ari  laid, 

The  garden's  hope,  and  its  exiu-acd  ihadc. 

Here  orange-trees  with  hioonis  and  pendants  Hiine, 

And  vernal  honours  to  their  a^itumn  join ; 

Exceed  their  promiie  in  the  ripcn'd  ftore. 

Vet  in  the  riling  l.loiibm  proniiic  more. 

There  in  bright  droivj  the  cryrtal  fountains  play, 

By  laurels  Jliielded  n-orn  the  piercing  day  : 

\Vhere  Daphne,   now  a  tree  as  once  a  maid. 

Still  from  Apollo  vindicates  her  Ibadc, 

Srill  turns  her  beauties  from  th'  invadin-^  beam, 

Nor  fecks  in  vain  for  fuccour  to  the  ftrcam. 

r  he  ftream  at  once  prcfcrves  her  virgin  leaves, 

\t  once  a  fliclrcr  from  her  boughs  receives, 

WJiere  fummer's  beauty  midft  of  winter  Hays, 

And  winter's  coolnefs  fpitc  of  fummer's  rays. 
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\^  HILE  Cclia's  tears  make  forrow  bright. 

Proud  grief  fits  fvvcUing  in  her  eyes ; 
The  fun,   next  thofe  the  fairell  light. 
Thus  from  the  ocean  firfl  did  rile  : 
And  thus  thro'  mifts  we  lee  the  fun, 
Which  elfe  we  durft  not  gaze  upon. 

Thcfe  fdver  drops,  like  morning  dew. 

Foretell  the  fervour  of  the  day  ; 
So  from  one  cloud  foft  fhow'rs  wc  view, 

And  blafting  light'aings  burft  away. 
The  ftars  that  lalT  from  Celia's  eve, 
Declare,  our  doom  is  drawing  ni'^h. 

The  bal.^y  in  that  funny  fpherc 

So  like  a  Phaeton  appears, 
That  heav'n,   the  threaten'd  world  to  fparc,     ' 

Thought  lit  to  I'.rcwn  him  In  her  tCurb  : 

"^  OL.  I.  I  i 
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Elfe  might  th'  ambitious  nympli  afpire,. 
To  fet,  like  him,  heav'n  too  on  fire. 


V. 

E.    of    ROCHESTER. 

On    Silence. 

I. 

"t  1  L  E  N  C  E  !  coeval  with  eternity  ; 
_    Tliou  wert,  'ere  nature's  felf  began  to  be, 
Twas  one  vaft  nothing,  all,  and  all  llept  faft  in  thee. 

II. 

Thine  was  the  fway,  'ere  heav'n  was  form'd,  or  earth, 
'Ere  fruitful  thought  conceiv'd  creation's  birth,  5 

Or  midwife  word  gave  aid,  and  fpokc  the  infantforth, 

III. 
Then  various  elements,  againft  thee  join'd. 
In  one  more  various  animal  combin'd. 
And  fra'm'd  the  clam'rous  race  of  bufy  human-kind. 

IV. 

The  tongue  mov'd  gently  firft,  and  fpeech  was  low,  10 
'Till  wrangling  fcience  taught  it  noife  and  fliow, 
And  wicked  wit  arofe,  thy  moft  abulivc  foe. 

V. 

But  rebel  wit  deferts  thee  oft'  in  vain  ; 
Loft  Ln  the  maze  of  words,  he  turns  again, 
And  leeks  a  furcr  flate,  and  courts  thy  gentler  reign.     15 

VI. 

Afflifted  fenfe  thou  kindly  doft  fet  free, 
Opprefs''C  with  argumcntal  tyranny, 
And  routed  reafon  finds  a  fafc  retreat  in  thee. 

^  2  ._     With 
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VII. 
"With  thee  In  private  moJcft  dulncf^:  lies, 
And  in  tliy  bofoin  lurks  in  tliougijt's  diCguifc;  20 

Thou  varniflicr  of  tools,  ant!  cheat  ot  all  the  wile  ! 

VIII. 

•  Yet  thy  indulgence  is  hy  both  confeft  ; 
Folly  by  thee  lies  lleeping  in  the  breafi, 
And  'tis  in  thee  at  laftthat  wiidom  licks  for  reft. 

IX. 

Si'ence,  the  knave's  repute,  the  whore's  good  name,  25 
The  only  honour  of  the  wifhing  dame  ; 
Thy  very  want  of  tongue  makes  thee  a  kind  of  fame. 

X. 

But  could'ft  thou  fei'/e  feme  tongues  that  now  aie  free, 
How  church  and  flate  would  be  oblig'd  to  thcc  ? 
At  fenatc,  and  at  bar,  how  welcome  would'll  thou  be  r  30 

XI. 
Yet  fpccch  cv'n  there,  fubmiflively  withdraws 
From  rights  of  lubjcfts,  and  the  poor  man's  caufc  : 
Then  pompous  filcncc  reigns,  and  dills  the  noily  laws. 

XII. 
Fail  rervlcc;  of  friends,  good  deeds  of  foes, 
What  fav'rites  gain,  and  what  the  nation  owes,       3^ 
Fly  tlic  forgetful  world,  and  in  thy  arms  repofe. 

XIII. 
The  country  wit,  religion  of  the  town. 
The  courtier's  learning,  policy  o'lh*'gown. 
Arc  bed  by  thee  exprelVd,  and  Ihine  in  thee  alone. 

XIV. 

The  parfon's  cant,  the  lawyer's  foiiliiftry,  40 

Lord's  fjuibble,  critic'i;  jcft  ;  all  end  in  thee. 
All  reft  in  peace  at  laft,  and  flcep  eternally. 

I  i  2  E.  of 
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VI. 

E.    of    DORSE  T. 

A  R  T  T  M  E  c  i   A  ^ 

TH  O'   Artimcfia  talks,  by  fit?, 
Of  councils,  dailies,  fathers,  wits; 
Reads  Malbranche,  Boyle,  and  Locke  : 
Yet  in  feme  things  niethinks  flie  fails, 
'Twere  well  if  fhe  would  pare  her  nails,  ^ 

And  wear  a  cleaner  fmock. 

Haughty  and  huge  a>  High-Dutch  bride. 
Such  nallineis,  and  fo  much  pride 

Are  oddly  join'd  by  fate  : 
On  her  large  fquab  you  find  her  fpread,  lo 

Like  a  fat  corpfe  upon  a  bed, 

That  lies  and  flinks  in  flate-. 

She  wears  no  colours  (fign  of  grace)  , 

On  any  part  except  her  face  ; 

All  white  and  black  befidc  : 
Dauntlefs  her  look,  her  geflure  proud, 
Her  voice  theatrically  loud. 

And  mafculine  lier  ftriuc. 

So  have  I  feen,  in  black  and  white 

A  prating  thing,  a  iimgpie  hight,  20 

Majefhcnlly  ftalk  ; 
A  fi-atcly,  worthlefs  animal. 
That  plies  the  tongue,  and  wags  the  tall,, 

All  fiutter,  pride,  and  talk. 

P   li   R  Y   N  E. 

P  HR  YNE  had  talents  for  mankind, 
Open  flic  was,  and  unconfin'd. 
Like  fome  free  port  of  trade  : 
Merchants  unloaded  here  their  freight, 
And  agents  from  each  foreign  ftate,  ^ 

Here  firft  their  entry  made. 

.  Her 
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Her  learning  and  good  breeding  fuch, 
Whether  ih'  Italian  or  the  Dutch, 

Spaniard  or  French  came  to  her; 
To  all  obliging  IhcM  appear  :  10 

'Tuas  fi  Signior,  'twas  yaw  Mynheer, 

'Twas  s'il  vou";  plait,   Monfiour. 

Obfcure  by  birth,  rcnown'd  by  crimes. 
Still  changing  names,  religions,  crimes. 

At  length  Ihe  turns  a  bride  :  15 

In  di'monds,  pcarU,  and  rich  brocades. 
She  fliines  the  tirft  of  battcr'd  jades, 

And  flutters  in  her  pi-ide. 

So  have  I  known  thofc  infcfts  fair, 

^\'^hich  curious  Germans  hold  To  rare,  20 

Still  vary  Ihapes  and  dyes  ; 
Still  gain  new  titles  with  new  forms : 
Firft  grubs  obfcene,  then  wriggling  worms. 

Then   painted  butterllies. 


VII. 

Dr.      SWIFT. 
The  Happy  Life  of  a  Country  Parson. 

PARSON,  thefe  things  in  thy  poffclliing 
Are  better  than  the  billiop's  blcffing. 
A  wife  that  makes  conicrves ;  a  ftced 
That  carries  double  when  there's  need  : 
Oftobcf,  ftorc,  and  beft  Virginia,  5 

Tythe-pig,  and  mortuary  guinea  : 
.  Gazettes  lent  gratis  down,  and  frank'd. 
For  which  thy  patron's  weekly  thank'd  : 
A  large  concordance,  bound  long  lince  : 
Sermons  to  Charles  the  Firft,  when  prince  ;  10 

Achro- 
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A  chronicle  of  ancient  ftandlng  ; 

A  Chryfoftom  to  fmooth  thy  band  in. 

The  Polyglott — three  parts — my  text^ 

Howheit — likewife — now  to  my  next,.. 

Lo  here  the  Septuagint — and  Paul,  15 

To  fura  the  wliole — the  clofe  of  all. 

He  that  has  thefe,  may  pafs  his  life, 
Drink  with  the  'fquire,  Z9A  kifs  his  wi?e  ; 
On  Sunday's  preach,  and  eat  his  fill ; 
And  f?i^  on  Fridays — if  he  will ;  20 

Toaft  church  and  queen,  explain  the.  news, 
Talk  with  church-wardens  about  pews. 
Pray  heartily  for  fome  new  gift, 
And  lliakc  his  head  at  Doftor  Swift. 
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TJ  A\  I  NG  propofeJ  to  write  feme  pieces  on  Humaa 
Life  and  Manners,  luch  as  (to  ufc  my  Lord  Bacon's 
expreflion)  come  h:me  to  fruti' >  bulhuf'  an  I  boJ'amSy  I  thought 
It  more  fatistatflory  to  begin  with  confidering  man  in  ths 
abftraft,  his  nature  and  \\\s,  Jiote  :  fince  to  prove  any  mo- 
ral duty,  to  enforce  any  moral  precept,  or  to  examine 
the  perfection  or  imperfeclion  of  any  creature  whatfo* 
ever,  it  is  nccefTary  firft  to  know  what  condstion  and  rcL- 
ilsn  it  is  placed  in,  and  what  is  the  proper  end  Aiid  pur- 
f:fe  of  its  tiing. 

The  fcicnce  of  human  nature  Is,  like  all  other  fclcnccs, 
reduced  to  a  feiv^  clear  pcints :  there  are  not  many  certain 
truths  In  this  world.  It  is  therefore  in  the  anatomy  of 
the  mind,  as  In  that  of  the  body  ;  more  good  will  accrue 
to  mankind  by  attending  to  the  large,  open,  and  percep- 
tible parts,  than  by  ftudying  too  much  fuch  finer  nerves 
and  vcHels  as  will  for  ever  efcape  our  obfcrvation.  The 
dijputes  are  all  upon  thcfe  laft,  and  I  will  venture  to  fay, 
they  have  lefs  lliarpcned  the  whs  than  the  hearti  of  men 
againft  each  other,  and  have  diminiflied  the  pra£tice, 
more  than  advanced  the  theory,  of  morality.  If  I  could 
flatter  myfelf  that  thii  Efl'ay  has  any  merit,  it  is  in  (leer- 
ing betwixt  doctrines  fcemingly  oppofite,  in  paflingover 
terms  utterly  unintelligible,  and  in  forming  out  of  all,  a 
temperate  yet  not  inccnfi/icnt^  and  a  Jhort  yet  not  impeyjecl 
Syllcm  of  Ethics. 

This  I  might  have  done  in  profe;  but  I  chofc   verfc, 

and  even  rhyme,  for  two  rer^rons.     The  one  will  appear 

Vol.  I.  K  k  obvious ; 
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obvious ;  tliat  principles,  maxims,  or  precepts  fo  writteiS^. 
both  ftrike  the  reader  more  ftrongly  atfirfl,  and  are  more- 
ealily  retained  by  him  afterwards.  The  other  may  leem. 
odd,  but  is  true  ;.  I  found  I  could  exprels  them  more 
Jh:rtly  this  way  than  in  jJrofe  itfalf ;  and  nothing  is  truer 
than  that  mu"ch  of  the  force  as  well  as  grace  of  arguments 
or  inftruftions  depends  on  their  concifenejs.  I  was  unable 
to  treat  tliis  part  of  my  fubjeft  more  in  detail,  without 
becoming  dry  and  tedious  :  or  more  poetically,  without  fa- 
crificing  perfpicuity  to  ornament,  without  wandering 
from  the  precifion,  or  breaking  the  chain  of  reafoning. 
If  any  man  can  unite  all  thefc  without  diminution  of  any 
of  them,  I  freely  confefs  he  will  compafs  a  thing  above 
rny  capacity. 

What  is  now  publiflied,  is  only  to  be  conudered  as  a 
general  Map  of  Man,  marking  out  no  more  than  the 
greater  parts,  their  extents,  their  tirniti,  and  their  conneSiion, 
but  leaving  the  particular  to  be  more  fully  delineated  inu 
the   charts  which  are  to   follow.      Confequently,  thefc 
Epiftles  in  their  progrefs  (if  I  have  health  and  leifure  lo 
make  any  progrefs)  will  become  lefs  dry,  and  more  fuf- 
ceptible  of  ornament.     I  am  here  only  opening  ihe  foun- 
tains,  and  clearing  the  pafiage  ;  to  deduce  the  rivers,  ta 
follow  them  in  their  courfe,  and  to  obferve  their  effedij, 
would  be  a  talk  more  agreeable. 
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■Of  the  Kature  and  State  of  Man,  with  Rcfpefl 
to  the    U  N  I  V  E  R  S  E. 

/^•F  Afan,  in  the  abftradt. That  we  can  judge  only 

with  regard  to  our  oivn  fyflcm^  being  ignorant  of  ihc 
rclaiicns  of  fyftems  and  things,  ver.  17,  &c.  to  69.  That 
man  is  not  to  be  deemed  imperfiSI,  bi<t  a  being  I'uiteil  to 
his  place  and  rank  in  the  creation,  agreeable  to  ihegenenti 
^rdcr  of  things,  and  conformable  to  etuh  and  re'.athjUi  to 
him  unknown,  69,  &c.  That  it  is  partly  upon  iiis  ign:- 
ronce  oi  future  events,  and  partly  upon  the  hcpe  of  a  fu- 
ture Hate,  that  all  his  happinefs  in  the  prefcnt  depends, 
73,  .5cc.  Tlie  pride  of  aiming  at  more  knowlctlgc,  and 
pretending  to  more  perfcftion,  the  caufe  of  man's  error 
^nd  milery.     The  inpicty  of  putting  himfclf  in  the  place 

K  k  2  of 
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of  God^  and  judging  of  the  fitnefs  or  vmfitnefs,  perfe£\:ioii 
or  impcrfcftion,  juflice  or  injuftice  of  his  difpenfations, 
109  to  120.  The  ahfiirdiiy  of  conceiting  himfelf  tht  final 
caiife  of  the  creation,  or  cxpefting  that  pcrfedlion  in  the 
v2oral  world  which  is  not  in  the  natural^  127  to  164.  The 
unreafonahlenefi  of  his  complaints  againft  providence,  while 
on  the  one  hand  he  demands  the  perfections  of  the  an- 
gels, on  the  other  the  bodily  qualifications  of  the  brutes, 
165.  That  to  poiTefs  any  of  xhe  fenfitlve  faculties  in  a 
higher  degree,  would  render  him  miferable,  181  to  198. 
That  throughout  the  whole  vifihle  world,  an  univerfal 
order  and  gradutlo7i  in  the  fcnfual  and  mental  faculties  is 
©bferved,  which  caufes  a,  /ubordinaiion  of  crt^iuve  to  crea- 
ture, and  of  all  creatures  to  man.  The  gradations  of 
feyife^  iriJiinSJj  thought^  refic5fion^  reafon  ;>that  reafon  alone 
countervails  all  the  other  faculties,  199  to  224.  How 
much  farther  this  order  znd  fubordinaiion  of  living  creatures 
may  extend,  above  and  below  us  ;  Avere  any  part  of  Avhich 
broken,  not  that  part  only,  but  the  whole  conneded  cre- 
ation muft  be  deftroyed.  The  extravagance,  madnefs, 
and  pride  of  fuch  a  defire,  225  to  260.  The  confcquencc 
©f  all,  the  ahfolute fuhmijfion  due  to  providence,  both  as  t(g 
Qxxik  prefcnt  2ind  future  fcate,  273,  &c. 
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\  WAKE  !  my  St.  John  !  leave  nil  meaner  ii.i::gs 
/a.  To  low  ambition  and  the  priJe  of  kings. 
Let  us  (fmce  life  can  little  more  fupply 
Than  "juft  to  look,  about  us,  and  to  die) 
Expatiate  free  o'er  all  this  Cccnc  of  man  ;  C 

A  mighty  ma/.e  !  hut  not  without  a  plan : 
A  wild,  where  weeds  and  flow'rs  promifcuous  flioot. 
Or  garden,  tempting  with  forbidden  fruit. 
Together  let  us  beat  this  ample  field. 
Try  what  the  open,  what  the  covert  yield,  |(j 

The  latent  trafts,  the  giddy  heights  explore 
'Of  all  who  blindly  creep,  or  fightlcfs  foar, 
Kye  nature's  walks,  flioot  folly  as  it  flies. 
And  catch  the  manners  living  as 'they  rife, 
Laugh  -where  wc  muft,  be  candid  v.herc  we  can,  "^^ 

But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man. 

Say  firft,  of  God  above,  or  Man  below, 
What  can  we  reafon,  but  from  what  we  know  ? 
Of  man,  what  fee  we  but  his  ftation  here. 
From  which  to  reafon,  or  to  which  refer  ?  2a 

Thro' worlds  unnumber'd  tlio'  the  god  be  known, 
'Tis  ours  to  trace  him,  only  in  our  own. 
He  who  thr©'  vaft  immenfity  can  pierce. 
See  worlds  on  worlds  compofc  one  univerfe, 
Obfervc  how  fyflcm  into  fyflem  runs,  ;^ 

What  other  planets  circle  other  funs  ? 
What  varyM  being  peoples  every  ftar? 
^!ay  tell,   why  heav'n  made  all  things  as  they  arc. 
But  of  this  frame  the  bearings,  and  the  tics. 
The  flrong  connexions,  nice  dependencies,  ^O 

Gradations  juft,  has  thy  pervading  foul 
J-ook'd  thro'  ?  or  can  a  part  contain  the  whole  ? 

Is  the  great  chain  that  draws  all  to  agree, 
yVnd  drawn  fupports,  upheld  by  God,  or  thee  ? 

^  Prefump- 
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Prefumptuous  man  !  the  rcafon  would'fl  thou  find    35 
Why  form'd  fo  v.-eak,  fo  little,  and  lb  blind  ? 
Firfl:,  if  thou  canfl,  the  harder  reafon  guefs 
Why  form'd  no  weaker,  blinder,  and  no  lets  ? 
Afk  of  thy  mother  earth,  why  oaks  are  made 
TaJllcr  or  ftronger  than  the  weeds  theyfhade  r 
Or  aik  of  yonder  argent  fields  above, 
Why  Jove's  fatellites  are  lefs  than  Jove  } 

Of  fyllcms  pOilible,  if  'tis  confeft 
^hat  vvifdora  infinite  muft  form  the  bell, 
Where  all  mufl  fall  or  not  coherent  be,  45 

And  all  that  rifes,  rife  indue  degree  j 
Then,  in  the  fcale  of  life  and  fenfe,  'tis  plai« 
■There  muft  h,Cf  fome  where,  fuch  a  rank  as  man ; 
And  all  the  queftion  (wrangle  e're  fo  long) 
Is  only  this,  if  God  has  plac'J  him  wrong  ?  59 

Refpefting  man  whatever  wrong  we  call. 
May,  mufl  be  right,  as  relative  to  all. 
in.  human  works,  though  labour'd  on  with  pain, 
A  thoufjind  movements  fcarce  one  purpofe  gain  ; 
In  God's,  one  fingle  can  its  end  produce,  5S 

Yet  fervfs  to  fecond  too  fome  other  ufe. 
60  man,  who  here  feems  principal  alone. 
Perhaps  a£ts  fecond  to  fome  fphcre  unknown. 
Touches  fome  wheel,  or  verges  to  fome  goal; 
'Tis  but  a  part  we  fee,  and   not  a  whole.  6c5 

When  the  proud  fi^ecd  fhall  know,  why  man  reflralns 
His  fiery  courfc,  or  drives  him  o'er  the  plains  ; 
When  the  dull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod. 
Now  wears  a  garland,  an  'Egyptian  god  ; 
Then  fhall  man's  pride  and  dulnefs  comprehend  65 

His  actions,  paffions,  beings,  ufe  and  end ; 
Why  doing,  fuff'ring,  clicck'd,  irapell'd*  and  why 
Tiiis  hour  a  flave,  the  next  a  deity  ? 

Then  fay  not  man's  imperfc^,  heav'n  in  fault; 
S;iy  rather,  man's  as  pcrfcft  as  he  ought ;  70 

His  being  meafur'd  to  his  fiiate  and  place. 
His  time  a  moment,  and  a  point  his  fpace. 

Heav'n 
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Hcav'n  from  all  creatures  hide*  the  book  of  fate, 
All  but  the  page  prel'crib'd,  their  prcfent  (lart- , 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  fpirlti  know,     75 
Or  who  could  futi'cr  being  here  below  ? 
The  lamb  thy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to-day, 
Had  he  thy  rcaion,  woulti  he  Ikip  and  play  ? 
Plcai'd  to  the  lall,  he  crops  the  fiow'ry  food. 
And  licks  the  hand  juil  rais'd  to  Ihed  his  blood.  80 

Oh  blindncfs  to  tlic  future  !  kindly  giv'n, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  mark'd  by  hcav'n. 
Who  fees  with  cijual  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  periih,  or  a  fparrow  fall. 

Atoms,  or  fyftcms,  into  ruin  hurl'd,  8^ 

And  now  a  bubble  burfl,  and  now  a  world  ! 

Hope  humbly  then,  with  trembling  pinions  foar; 
Wait  the  great  teacher.  Death,  and  God  adore  ! 
\Vnaat  future  blifs  he  gives  not  thee  to  know, 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blcHing  now.  g% 

Hope  fprings  eternal  in  tlic  human  brcafl: ; 
Ivlan  never  is,  but  always  to  be  bleft  ; 
The  foul  uneafy,  and  confin'd  at  home, 
Refts,  and  expatiates,  in  a  life  to  come. 

Lo  !  the  poor  Indian,  whofc  untutor'd  mind  f)^ 

Sees  God  in  clouds,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind  ; 
His  foul,  proud  fcicncc  never  taught  to  ftray 
Far  as  the  folar  walk,  or  milky  way  ; 
Yet  fimple  nature  to  his  hope  has  giv'n 
Behind  the  cloud-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heav'n,  ic» 

Some  fafer  world,  in  depih  of  woods  cmbrac'd. 
Some  hnppier  illand  in  the  wat'ry  wafte, 
Where  Haves  once  more  their  native  land  behold. 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Chriftians  thirft  for  gold. 
To  be,  (:ontents  his  natural  dclire,  IC5 

He  afks  no  angel's  wing,  or  feraph's  fire, 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  iky. 
His  faithful  dog  Ihall  bear  him  company. 
Go,  wifer  thou  !  and  in  thy  fcale  of  fcnfc 
Weigh  thv  opinion  againfl  nrovlLlcacj  :  !!• 

Call 
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Call  imperfedion  what  thou  fancy'ft  fuch, 

Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much  ; 

Deftroy  all  creatures  for  thy  fport  or  guft. 

Yet  cry,  if  man's  unhappy,  God's  unjuft, 

If  man,  alone,  engrofs  not  heav'n's  high  care,  ii^ 

Alone  made  perfeft  here,  immortal  there  ; 

Snatch  from  his  hand  the  balance  and  the  rod. 

Re-judge  his  jufiice,  by  the  God  of  God  ! 

In  rcas'ning  Pride  (my  friend)  our  error  lies; 
All  quit  their  fphere,  and  rufii  into  the  fRies.  120 

Pride  ftill  is  aim.ing  at  the  bleft  abodes, 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  gods. 
Afpiring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell, 
Afpiring  to  be  angels,  men  rebel ; 

And  who  but  wifhes  to  invert  the  laws  125 

Of  Order,  lins  againft  th'  eternal  caufe. 

Aik  for  what  end  the  heav'nly  bodies  Ihine  ? 
Earth  for  whofe  ufe  ?   Pride  anfwers,  *'  'Tis  for  mine  : 
"  For  me  kind  nature  wakes  her  genial  pow'r, 
"  Suckles  each  herb,  and  fpreadsout  every  flow'r  ;      130 
*'  Annual  for  me,  the  grape,  the  rofe  renew 
*<  The  juice  neftareous,  and  the  balmy  dew; 
"  For  mc,  the  mine  a  thoufand  treafurcs  brino-s  : 
*'  For  me,  health  gufhes  from  a  thoufand  fprings  ; 
*'  Seas  roll  to  waft  me,  funs  to  light  me  rife  ;  135 

*'  My  footftool  earth,  mr  canopy  the  ikies.'* 

But  errs  not  nature  from  this  gracious  end, 
From  burning  funs  when  livid  deaths  defccnd. 
When  earthquakes  fwallow,  or  when  tempcfts  fweep 
Towns  to  one  grave,  or  nations  to  the  deep  ?  149 

*'  No,   ('tis  reply'd)  the  iirft  almighty  caufe 
*'  Afts  not  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws; 
*'  Th'  exceptions  few ;  fome  change  lince  all  began, 
*'  And  what  created,  perfeft  ?"  Why  then  man  ? 
If  the  great  end  be  human  happinefs,  14^ 

Then  nature  deviates,   and  can  man  do  lefs  ? 
As  much  that  end  a  conftant  courfe  requires 
Of  fl-jovv'rs  and  funfhlne,.  as  of  man's  defires, 

Aa' 
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As  much  eternal  fprlngs  and  cloudlels  Ikics, 

As  men  forever  temp'ratc,  calm,  and  wife.  150 

it  plagues  or  earthquakes  hrc:ik.  not  heav'n's  dellgn, 

Why  then  a  Borgia  or  a  Catiline  ? 

From  pride,  tVom  pride,  our  very  reas'ning  fprln'rs; 

Account  for  moral,  as  for  nat'ral  thlnf^'?  : 

Why  charge  we  heav'n  in  thofc,  in  thcfe  acquit  ^        t^i 

In  both,  to  rcafon  right,  is  to  kibmu. 

Better  for  Us,  perhaps  it- might  appear. 
Were  there  all  harmony,  all  virtue  here  ; 
That  never  air  nor  ocean  felt  the  wind  ; 
That  never  palfion  difcompos'd  the  mind  :  lOo 

But  all  fubfifts  by  eleitiental  ftrifc  ; 
And  palfions  are  the  elements  of  life. 
The  gen'ral  order,  fince  the  whole  began 
Is  kept  in  nature,  and  is  kept  in  man. 

What  would  this  man  ?  now  upward  will  he  foar,   165 
And  little  lefs  than  angel,  would  be  more  ; 
Now  looking  dovrnward,  juft  as  gricvM  appears 
To  want  the  ftrcngth  of  bulls,  the  fur  of  bears. 
Made  for  his  ufe  all  creatures  if  he  call. 
Say  what  their  ufe,  had^P  the  pow'rs  of  all  ?  170 

Nature  to  thefe,  without  profufion  kind. 
The  proper  organs  proper  pow'rs  affign'd  ; 
Each  fceming  want  compenfated  of  courfci 
Here,  with  degrees  of  fwiftnefs,  there,  of  force  ; 
All  in  exafl  proportion  to  the  ftate,  i-- 

Nothing  to  add,  and  nothing  to  abate. 
Each  beaft,  each  infeft,  happy  in  its  own, 
Is  heav'n  unkind  to  man,  and  man  alone  ? 
Shall  he  alone,  whom  rational  we  call. 
Be  pleab'd  with  nothing,  if  not  blefs'd  with  all  -  i33 

The  blifs  of  man  (could  pride  that  blelling  find) 
Is,  not  to  a£V,  or  think,  i>t)o>!(i  rmnk'ind  ; 
No  pow'rs  of  body  or  of  ft)ul  to  fliare, 
But  v.hat  his  nature  and  his  fute  can  bear. 
Why  has  not  man  a  microfcopic  eye  ?  iSj 

For  this  plain  reafon,  man  is  not  a  fly. 

Vol.  I.  LI  Say 
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Say  v^hat  the  ufe,  were  finer  optics  giv'n, 
T*  infpeft  a  mite,   not  comprehend  the  heav'n  ? 
The  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er, 
To  Tmart  and  agonize  at  evVy  pore  ?  I96 

Or  quick  effluvia  darting  thro'  the  brain. 
Die  of  a  rofe  in  aromatic  pain  ? 
If  nature  thunderM  in  his  opening  ears, 
And  flunnM  him  with  the  raufic  of  the  fpheres, 
How  would  he  wifli,  that  hcay'n  had  left  him  flill      195 
The  whifpering  zephyr,  and  the  purling  rill  ? 
Who  finds  not  providence  all- good  and  wife, 
Alike  in  what  it  gives,  and  what  denies ) 
Far  as  creation's  ample  rage  extends, 
The  fcale  of  fenfual,  mental  pow'rs  afcends :  200 

Mark  how  it  mounts,  to  man's  imperial  race 
From  the  green  myriads  in  the  peopled  grafs  ! 
What  modes  of  fight,  betwixt  each  wide  extreme, 
The  mole's  dim  curtain,  and  the  lynx's  beam  : 
Of  fmell,  the  headlong  lionefs  between,  •  205 

And  hound  fagacious  on  the  tainted  green  : 
Of  hearing,  from  the  life  that  fills  the  flood, 
To  that  which  warbles  throu2;h  the  vernal  wood  : 
t'he  fpider's  touch,  how  cxquilRely  fine. 
Feels  at  each  thread,   and  lives  along  the  line  :  210 

In  the  nice  bee,  what  fenfc  fo  fubtly  true 
From  pois'nous  herbs  extrafts  the  healing  dew. 
How  inflin<ft  varies,  in  the  groveling  fwinc, 
Compar'd,  half-reas'ning  elephant  I  with  thine  ; 
'Twixt  that,  and  reafon,  what  a  nice  batrier,  215 

For  ever  fep'rate,  yet  for  ever  near  ; 
Remembrance  and  reflection,  how  ally'd  ; 
\Vi\at  thin  partitions  fenfe  from  thought  divide  : 
And  middle  narturcs,  how  they  long  to  join. 
Yet  never  pafs  th'  infupcrable  line  !  220 

Without  this  jufl  gradation  could  they  be 
Subjeftcd  thefe  to  thofe,  or  all  to  thee  ? 
The  pow'rs  of  all  fubdu'd  by  thee  alone. 
Is  not  thy  reafon  all  thofe  pow'rs  in  one  ? 

2  See, 
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Sec,  thro'  this  air,  this  ocean,  ami  this  cartli,        225 
All  matter  quick,  and  burftin^  into  birth. 
Above,  how  high  progrcllive  life  may  go  ? 
Around  how  wide  ?  how  deep  extend  below  ? 
Vaft  chain  of  being  !   which  from  God  began, 
Natures  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man,  230 

Bead,  bird,  lilli,  inllft  !   wliat  no  eye  can  fee, 
Noglafscan  reach  !    from  infinite  to  tliec, 
From  thee  to  nothing  !  on  fuperior  pow'rs 
Were  we  to  prels,  inferior  might  on  ours  ; 
Or  in  the  full  creation  leave  a  void,  235 

Where,  one  ftep  broken,  the  great  fcalc's  deftroy'd  ; 
From  nature's  chain  whatever  link  you  ftrikc. 
Ten  or  ten  thoufandth,  breaks  the  chain  alike. 

And  if  each  fvftem  in  C'adation  roll, 
Alike  eflential  to  th'  amazing  whole  ;  240 

The  leaft  confufion  but  in  one,  not  all 
That  fvftem  only,  but  the  whole  mull  fall. 
Let  earth  unbalanc'd  from  her  orbit  fly. 
Planets  and  funs  rufh  lawlels  thro'  the  iky, 
Let  ruling  angels  from  their  Tpheres  be  hurl'd,  245 

Being  on  being  wrcck'd,  and  world  on  world, 
Hcav'n's  whole  foundations  to  their  centre  nod, 
And  nature  tremble,   to  the  throne  of  God  ! 
All  this  dread  order  break  !  —  For  whom?   For  thcc  ? 
Vile  worm! — O  madnefs  !  pride  !   impiety  !  25"^ 

What  if  the  foot,  ordain'd  the  duft  to  tread, 
Or  hand  to  toil,  afpir'd  to  be  the  head  ? 
What  if  the  head,  the  eye,  or  ear  repinM 
To  ferve  mere  engines  to  the  ruling  mind  ? 
juft  as  abfurd,   for  any  part  to  claim  255 

To  be  another,  in  this  gcn'ral  frame  ; 
]uft  as  abfurd,  to  mourn  the  talks  or  pains. 
The  great  dire6\ing  min'D  of  all  ordains. 

All  are  but  parts  of  one  ftupendous  whole, 
Whofe  body  nature  is,  and  God  the  foul ;  260 

That,  chang'd  thro'  all,  and  yet  in  all  the  fame, 
Great  in  the  earth,  as  in  th'  athereal  frame, 

L  1  2  Warn:^ 
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Warms  in  the  fun,  refrefli.es  in  the  breeze. 
Glows  in  the  ftars,  and  blofibms  in  the  trees. 
Lives  thro'  all  life,  extends  thro'  all  extent,  2,6 j[ 

Spreads  undivided,  operates  unfpent. 
Breathes  in  our  foul,  informs  our  mortal  part. 
As  full,  as  perfect,  in  a  hair  as  heart. 
As  full,  as  perfeft,  in  vile  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  feraph  that  adores  and  burns ;  270 

To  him,  no  high,  no  low,   no  great,  no  fmall  : 
He  fdls,  he  bounds,  connefts,   and  equals  all. 
Ceafe  then,  nor  order  imperfe6lion  name  : 
Our  proper  blifs  depends  on  what  we  blame. 
Knovv  thy  own  point  :  this  kind,  this  due  degree        275 
Of  blindnefs,  weaknefs,  heav'n  beflows  on  thee. 
Submit — in  this,  or  any  other  fphere, 
Secure  to  be  as  blefl  as  thou  canft  bear  : 
Safe  in  the  hand  of  one  difpofing  powV, 
Or'in  the  natal,  or  the  mortal  hour.  aSq 

All  nature  is  but  art,  unknown  to  thee  ; 
All  chance,  direftion  which  thou  canft  not  fee  : 
All  difcord,  harmony  not  underftood  : 
All  partial  evil,  univerfal  good  : 

And  fpight  of  pride,  in  erring  reafon's  fpight,  '  28_c; 

One  truth  is  clear;  ''  \Vhatcvcr /;,  is  right." 
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Ot  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man,  with  Rcfpcf^ 
to  HIMSELF  as   aa  Individual 

'T~*  H  E  bufinefs  of  man  is  not  to  pry  into  GoJ,  but  to 
ftudy  himfelf.  His  middle  nature;  his  powers  d.\\d  frail- 
tics^  and  the  limits  of  his  capacity,  43.  The  two  princi- 
ples of  man,  felf-hve  ani  r(aj'sn,  both  ncccffary  ;  Jelf-love 
the  Jlronger,  and  why  ?  tlieir  end  the  fame,  83.  The 
Passions,  and  their  w/r,  83  to  120.  'V he  predominant 
paj/iorr,  and  hsfsrc/r,  122  to  150;  hs  necej/iiy,  in  directing 
men  to  different  purpofes,  1.53,  &c.  its  providential  njl,  in. 
fix  i ng  ou  r  principle  a nd  afcertai ni  ng  ou r  v i i  tue,  167.  Vir- 
tue and  vice  joined  in  our  mixt  nature;  the  limits  near,  yet 
the  things  Jeparate,  znd  ez/ident.  What  is  the  office  of 
rcaj'on?  187,  &c.  How  odious  t//Vi?  in  itfclf,  and  how  we 
deceive  ourfelvcs  into  it,  209.  That  however,  the  ends 
oi  providence  and  general  good  ^xc  anhvcrcd  \n  Oiir  paj/lons, 
and  imperfe£iions,  230,  &:c.  Howufefully  they  are  diftri- 
buted  to  all  orders  of  men,  i.'^-^.  How  ufcful  they  are  to 
fociets,  241,  and  to  the  tnuividuals,  253.  In  cscxy Jiote^ 
and  in  every  age  of  life.  263,  iSic. 
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KN  O  W  then  thyfelf,  prefume  not  God  to  fcan  ; 
The  proper  ftudy  of  mankind  is  Man, 

Plac'd  on  this  illhmus  of  a  middle  ftate, 
A  being  darkly  wife,  and  rudely  great  : 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  fceptic  fide,  5 

With  too  much  vveaknefs  for  the  Stoic's  pride. 
He  hangs  between  ;  in  doubt  to  aft,  or  rcfl. 
In  doubt  to  deem  himfelf  a  god,  or  beafl ; 
In  doubt,  his  mind  or  body  to  prefer, 
Born  but  to  die,  and  reas'ning  but  to  err ;  10 

Alike  in  ignorance,  his  reafon  luch, 
Whetlier  he  thinks  too  little,  or  too  much  : 
Chaos  of  thought  and  pafTion,  all  confus'd  ; 
Still  bv  himfelf  abus'd,  or  dif-abus\l  ; 
Created  half  to  rife,  and  half  to  fall;  15 

Great  lord  of  all  things,  yet  ^  prey  to  all  ; 
Sole  judge  of  truth,  in  cndlefs  error  hurl'd  : 
'I'he  glory,  jeft,  and  riddle,  of  the  world  ! 

Go  wond'rous  creature!  maunt  where  fcience  guides, 
Go  meafure  earth,  weigh  air,  and  ftate  the  tides,  20 

Inftruft  the  planets  in  what  orbs  to  run, 
Correal  old  time,  and  regulate  the  fun  ; 
Go  foar  with  Plato  to  th'  empyreal  fphcre. 
To  the  firftgood,  firft  perfeft,  and  firft  fair  5 
Or  tread  the  mazy  round  his  follow'rs  trod,  25 

And  quitting  fcnfe  call  imitating  Qod, 
As  eaftern  pricfls  ir^  giddy  circles  run. 
And  turn  their  heads  to  imitate  the  fun, 
Go,  teach  eternal  wifdom  how  to  rule — 
Then  drop  into  thyfelf,   and  be  a  fool  !  30 

Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  fa\v 

A  mortal  man  tenfold  all  nature's  law, 

Admir'd 
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Admir'd  fuch  wiulom  in  an  cartlily  lliapc. 
And  Ihcw'd  a  Newton   as  we  Ihcwr  an  ape. 

Could  He,  whole  rules  the  rapid  comet,  bind,  35 

Delcribe,  or  lix,  otrx  movement  of  hi;  mind  ? 
Who  faw  its  fires  Kere  rile,  and  there  dclccnd, 
Explain  his  own  beginning,  or  his  end  ? 
Alas  what  wonder  1   man's  Ivipcrior  part 
Uncheck'd  may  rile,  and  climb  from  art  to  art ;  40 

But  when  hi«  swn  great  work  is  but  begun. 
What  reafon  weaves,  by  palHon  is  undone. 

Trace  Icicnce  then,  with  mcK'.efty  thy  guide  ; 
Eirft  ftrip  oftall  her  equipage  of  pride  ; 
Deduft  but  what  is  vanity  or  drci's,  ^- 

Or  learning's  luxury,  or  itilenets  ; 
Or  tricks  to  Ihew  tiie  ilrctch  of  human  brain, 
Mere  curious  pleafurc  or  ingenious  pain; 
Expunge  the  whole,  or  lop  th'  cxcrtfcent  parts 
Of  all  our  vices  liavc  created  arti  ;  e^ 

llien  fee  how  little  the  remaining  fum, 
Which  ICrv'd  the  paft,  and  mull  the  limes  to  come  ! 

Two  principles  in  humua  nature  reign; 
Self-love,  10  urge,  and  reafon,  to  reft  rain  ; 
Xor  this  a  good,  nor  that  a  bad  we  call,  ^j 

Each  works  its  end,  to  move,  or  govern  all  : 
And  to  their  proper  operation  ftill 
Afcribc  all  good,  to  their  improper  ill. 

Self-love,   the  fpring  of  motion,  acls  the  foul ; 
Rcafon's  comparing  balance  rules  the  whole.  6a 

Man  but  for  that,  no  aftion  could  attend, 
And  but  for  this,  were  a£ttve  to  no  end. 
Fix'd  like  a  plant  on  his  pegaliar  fpot, 
To  draw  nutrition^   propagate,   and  rot  ; 
Or  rneteor-like,   fiame  lawlefs  thro'  the  void,  65 

Dcflroying  other*,   by  himiclf  deftroy'd. 

Moft  itrcngth  the  moving  principle  requires ; 
A£tivc  its  talk,  it  prompt»,  impels,  inlpircs  : 
Sedate  and  quiet  the  comparing  hcs, 
Form'd  but  to  check,  delib'ratc,  and  advifc.  70 

Self. 


264  E.  T  H  I  C      EPISTLES; 

Self-love  ftill  ftronger,  as  its  objeft's  nigh  ; 

Realbn's  at  diftancc,  and  in  profpeft  lie; 

That  lees  immediate  good,  by  pvefcnt  icnfe, 

llealbn,  the  future,  and  the  cfjafequence  ; 

Thicker  than  arguments,  temptations  throng,  75 

At  beft  more  watchful  this,  but  that  more  ftrong. 

The  a£lion  of  the  ftronger  to  fufpend, 

Reafon  ftill  ufe,  to  reafon  ftill  attend  t 

Attention,  habit  and  experience  gains, 

JEach  ftrengthens  reafon,  and  felf-loVe  reftrains;  8d 

Let  fubtile  fchoolmen  teach  thefe  friends  to  fight, 

More  ftudious  to  divide,   than  to  unite, 

And  grace  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  reafon  fplitj 

With  all  the  rafii  dexterity  of  wit. 

Wits,  iud  like  fools,  at  war  about  a  nanie,  % 

Have  full  as  oft,  no  meaning,  or  the  fame; 

Self-love  and  reafon  to  one  end  afpire, 

Pain  their  averfion,  plcalure  their  deflre  : 

But  c^reedy  that  its  objeft  would  devour, 

This  tafte  the  honey,  and  not  wound  the  flower  :  90 

Pleafure,  or  wrong  or  rightly  underllood, 
Our  greateft  evil,  or  our  greatefl  good* 

Modes  of  felf-love  the  PaiTions  we  may  call  ; 
'Tis  real  good,  or  fecmi.ig,  moves  them  all : 
But  fince  not  everv  good  we  can  divide,  95 

And  reafon  bids  u<i  for  our  own  provide  ; 
Paffions  tho'  feliifh,  if  their  means  be  fair^ 
Lift  under  reafon,  and  defervc  her  care  : 
Thofe  that  imparted,  court  a  nobler  aim, 
Exalt  their  kind,  and  take  fome  virtue's  name*  iOG> 

In  lazy  apathy  let  Stoics  boaft 
Their  virtue  fixM  ;  tis  fix'd  as  in  a  froft, 
Contraftcd  all,  retiring  to  the  breaft  ; 
But  ftrcnsth  of  mind  is  cxercife,  not  reft: 
The  rifing  tempeft  puts  in  aft  the  foul,  105 

Parts  it  may  ravage,  but  preferves  the  whole. 
On  life's  vaft  ocean  divcrfely  we  fall, 
Reafon  the  card,   but  paiTion  is  the  gale : 

No  I* 
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Nor  God  aU)iic  In  the  ftill  calm  \vc  find  ; 

He  mounts  tht  florm,  and  walks  upon  the  wind.  1 10 

Paflions,  like  elements,  tho'  born  to  fij;ht, 
Yetmix'd  and  ibft'ned,  in  his  work  unite  i 
Thefe,  'tis  enough  to  temper  and  employ  ; 
But  what  compofcs  man  can  man  dcfiroy  ? 
Suffice  that  reafon  keep  to  nature's  road,  1 15 

SubjefV,  tompound  them,    follow  her  and  God. 

Love,  hope,  and  joy,  fair  plcafurc^s  fmiling  train. 
Hate,  fear,   and  grief,  the  family  of  pain, 
Thcfe  mix'd  with  art,  and  to  due  bounds  confinM, 
NIake,  and  maintain,  the  balance  of  the  mind  :  liO 

Tiie  lights  and  fliadc;,  Avhofc  well -accorded  ftrife 
Gives  all  the  ilrensith  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Plcafurcs  arc  ever  in  our  Iiancls  or  eyes, 
And  when  m  a£l  they  ccafa,  in  profpcft  rife  ; 
Prcfent  to  grafp,  and  future  ftill  to  find,  lij 

The  whole  employ  of  body  and  of  mind. 
All  fprcad  their  charms,   but  charm  not  all  alike  ; 
On  dilFrerit  fcnfes  tiifF'rcnt  objects  ftrike  ; 
Hence  diiF'rcnt  pafhons  mortf'orlefs  inflame, 
As  flrong  or  weak,  the  organs  of  the  frame  ;  1 J3 

And  hence  one  mafter  paifion  in  the  bread. 
Like  Aaron^s  ferpent,  fwallows  up  the  refl. 

As  man,  perhaps,  the  moment  of  his  brcatli. 
Receives  the  lurking  principle  of  death  ; 
The  yodng  difcafc  that  muft  fubdue  at  length,  135 

Grows  with  his  growth,  and  ftrengthens  with  his  ftrength  : 
So,  c aft  and  mingled  witii  his  very  frame. 
The  mind's  dlfeafe,  its  ruling  pafTion  came  : 
Each  vital  humour  which  fliould  feed  tlic  whole. 
Soon  flows  to  this,  in  body  and  in  foul  ;  140 

Whatever  warms  the  heart,  or  fills  the  head, 
As  the  mind  opens,  and  Its  funftions  fpread. 
Imagination  plies  her  dang'rous  art, 
Anil  pours  it  all  upon  the  peccant  part. 

Nature  its  mother,  Habit  is  its  nurfe  ;  14) 

Wit,  Spirit,  Faculties,  but  makcitworfci 

Vol.  1.  M  m  Reafon 
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Rcalbn  itlclf  but  gives  it  edge  and  pow'r, 

As  heav'n's  hleft  beam  turns  vinegar  more  lour  ; 

We,  wretched  iubjeds,  tlio'  to  lawful  iVvay, 

}n  this  weak  queen,  fome  fav'rite  flill  obey.  15O 

Ah  !   it  flic  lend  nOt  arms,  as  well  as  rules, 

What  can  ^^e  more,  than  tell  us  we  are  fools  ? 

"I'each  us- to  mourn  our  natarc,  not  to  mendy 

.^  lliarp  accuier,  but  a  helplcfs  friend  ! 

Or  hom  a  judge  turn  pleader,  toperfuade  155 

The  choice  we  make,  er  juflify  it  made  : 

Proud  of  an  eafy  conqueft  all  along, 

She  but  removes  weak  paffions  for  the  ftrong  ; 

So,  when  fmall  humours  gather  to  a  gout, 

Tlie  doctor  fancies  he  has  driv'n  'em  out,  i6«r 

Yes,  nature's  road  mufl  ever  be  prefer^i ; 
Reafon  i«  here  no  guide,  but  ftill  a  guard  ; 
'Tisher's  to  rcflify,  not  overthrow. 
And  treat  this  paflion  more  as  friend  than  foe  : 
A  mightier  Pow'r  the  ftrong  diredion  fends,  165 

And  fev'ral  men  impels  to  fev'ral  ends. 
Like  varying  winds,  by  other  paffions  toll. 
This  drives  them  conftant  ^o  a  certain  coaft, 
L-t  pow'r  or  knowledge,  gold  or  glory  pleafe. 
Or  (oft  more  flrong  than  all)   the  love  of  eafe  :  17::; 

Thro'  life  'ris  foll<nv"d,  ev'n  ar  life's  expende  : 
The  merchant's  toil,  the  fagc's  indolence. 
The  monk's  humility,  the  hero's  pride, 
All,  all  alike,  find  reafon  on  their  fide. 

Th'  Eternal  Art,  educing  good  from  ill,  175 

Grafts  on  this  pafTion  our  bcfl  principle  ; 
'Tis  thu?j  the  Mercury  of  man  is  lix'd. 
Strong  grows  the  virtue  with  his  nature  mix'd, 
The  drofs  cements  what  elfe  were  too  renn'd. 
And  in  one  int'reft  body  afls  with  mind.  iS« 

As  fruits  ungrateful  to  the  planter's  care. 
On  favage  flocks  inferred,  learn  to  bear, 
The  fureft  virtues  thus  from  paifions  flioot, 
Wild  Uutuit's  vigour  working  at  the  root. 

What 
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Wliat  crops  of  wit  aiul  honefty  appear,  iR; 

From  fpleen,  from  obftinacy,  hate,  or  fear  ! 

See  anger,  zeal  and  fortitude  fiipply  ; 

Ev'n  av'ricc,  prudence;  llotli,  pliiloli)j>hy  : 

Luft,  thro'  fomc  certain  ftrainers  well  rcfin'd. 

Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  all  womankind  :  1^0 

FLnvy,  to  which  th'  ignoMc  mind's  a  llavc. 

Is  emulation  ia  the  learn'd  or  brave  : 

Nor  virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name. 

But  "what  will  grow  on  pride,  or  grow  on  flianir. 

Thus  nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride)  195 

The  virtue  neareft  to  our  vice  ally'd  ; 
Rcafon  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill,  ' 

And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus,  if  he  v.ill. 
The  fiery  foul  abhor'd  in  Catiline, 

In  Decius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine.  200 

The  fame  ambition  can  deftrby  or  favc. 
And  makes  a  patriot,  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

This  light  and  darkncis  in  our  chaos  joinM, 
What  Ihall  divide  r  The  God  within  the  minil. 

Extremes  in  nature  equal  ends  produce,  ao^ 

In  man,  they  join  to  ibme  my (lerious  ufe  : 
Tho'  each  by  turns  the  others  bounds  invade, 
As  in  fomc  well-wrought  pi£turc,  light  and  fhadc. 
And  oft'  fo  mixt,  tlie  difF'rence  is  too  nijc 
Where  ends  the  virtue,  or  begins  the  vice.  210 

Fools  I  who  from  hence  into  the  notion  fall. 
That  vice  or  virtue  there  is  none  at  all. 
If  white  and  black  blend,  foftcn,  and  unite 
A  tlioufand  ways,  is  there  no  black  or  white  ? 
Alk  your  own  heart ;  and  nothing  is  fo  plain  ;  21; 

'Tis  to  miftake  them,  cofls  the  time  and  paiu. 

Vico  is  a  raonftcr  of  fo  frightful  mien. 
As,  to  be  hated,  needs  but  to  be  fecn  ; 
Yet  feen  too  oft',   franiliar  with  her  face, 
We  firft  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace.  .  .j 

But  where  th'  Extreme  of  vice,  was  ne'er  agreed  : 
41k,  whcrc's  the  north?  at  York  'tis  on  r'u  T\\c..\ 

M  ra  2  J  a 
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In  Scotland  at  the  Orcadcs,  and  there 

At  Greenland,   ZembL-i,  or  the  lord  knows  where. 

No  creature  owns  it  in  the  firft  degree,  9.2^ 

But  thinks  his  neighbour  furthcrgone  than  he. 

f^v'n  thofe  who  dwell  beneath  its  very  zone, 

Or  never  feci  the  rage,   or  never  own  ; 

What  happier  natures  llirink  at  with  affright, 

The  hard  inhabitant  contends  is  right.  s** 

Virtuous  and  vicious  ev'ry  man  mull  be, 
Few  in  th'  extreme,  but  all  in  the  degree  ; 
The  rogue  and  fool  by  fits  is  fair  and  wife, 
^nd  e'en  the  befi  by  fits  wha-t  they  defpife. 
'Tis  but  by  parts  we  follow  good  or  ill,  235 

For,  vice  or  virtue,  Selfdire£ts  it  ftill ; 
pach  individual  fecks  a  fev'ral  goal : 
But  Heav'n's  great  view  is  ofie,  and  that  the  Whole  : 
That  counter-works  each  folly  and  caprice  • 
That  difappoints  th'  effe£l  of  ev'ry  vice  :  240 

That,  happy  frailties  to  all  ranks  apply'd, 
Shame  to  the  virgin,  to  the  matron  pride. 
Fear  to  the  ftatefman,  raflinefs  to  the  chief, 
To  kings  prefumption,  and  to  crowds  belief. 
That,  virtue's  ends  from  vanity  can  raife,  245 

Which  feeks  to  int'rell,  no  reward  but  praife  ; 
And  build  on  wants,  and  on  defedls  of  mind. 
The  joy,  the  peace,  the  glory  of  mankind. 

Heav'n,  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 
A  mafter,  or  a  fervant,  or  a  friend,  25? 

Bids  each  on  other  for  affiflance  call. 
Till  one  man's  vveaknefs  grows  the  ftrength  of  all. 
Wants,  frailties,  pafiions,  clofer  ftill  ally 
The  common  int'reft,  or  endear  the  tye  : 
To  thefe  we  owe  true  friendfliip,  love  fincerc,  2jj5 

Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here  ; 
Yet  from  the  fame  we  learn,  in  its  decline, 
Thofe  joys,  thofe  loves,  thofe  int'refts  to  refign  j 
Taught  half  by  rcafon,  half  by  mere  decay, 
7'o  welcome  death,  and  calmly  pafs  away.  260 

Whatc'ct 
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Wliatc'cr  the  paffion,  knowlttlp;!.-,  fnnic,  or  ptlf, 
Kot  one  will  cliauge  his  ui;ighl)oui-  with  luintck': 
Tlie  IcariiM  is  !uij)py,  natvirc  to  explore  ; 
Tlie  fool  is  happy,  that  he  kuo^vs  no  more; 
The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given  ;  265 

The  poor  contents  Iiim  witli  the  care  of  hc.ivcn. 
See  the  blind  hcggar  dance,  the  cripple  fing. 
The  lot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king; 
Theilarving  chymlft  in  his  goUlcH  vivws 
Supremely  blcft,  the  poet  in  his  mufc.  tIjM 

See!   fonic  ftrangc  coinf«rt  cv'ry  fta.c  attend, 
And  pride  beflow'd  on  all,  a  co;nmon  friend  ; 
See  I  fon)e  fit  paliion  ev'ry  age  lupply, 
Hope  travels  thro',  nor  quits  us  when  we  die. 

Behold  the  child,  by  nature's  kindly  law,  "87^ 

Flcas'd  v/ith  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  ftraw  : 
Some  livelier  piny -thing  gives  Uis  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite  : 
Scarfs,  garters,  gold,  amufc  his  riper  flagc, 
And  beads  and  pray'r-books  arc  the  toys  of  age  :         2S^ 
Pleas'd  with  this  bauble  flill,  as  that  bct'ore  ; 
'Till  tir'd  he  llecps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o'er. 
Mean  while  Opinion  gilds  with  varying  rays 
Thofe  painted  clouds  that  beautify  our  days  ; 
Each  want  of  happinefs  by  hope  Uipply'd,  2S5 

And  each  vacuity  of  fenfe  by  pride  : 
Thefe  build  as  faftas  knowledge  can  dcftroy: 
In  folly's  cup  ftill  laughs  the  bubble,  joy  ; 
One  profpcft  lod,  another  ftill  wc  gain; 
And  not  a  vanity  is  giv'n  in  vain;  29^ 

E'en  mean  Self-love  becomes,  by  force  divine. 
The  fcale  to  meafure  others  wants  by  thine. 
See  !  and  confefs,  one  comfort  ftill  muft  rife, 
'Tis  this,  tho'  man  s  a  fid,  yet  God  is   wisl. 
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Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man,  with  Refpe^ 

to  sociE;Ty, 

*T^HE  tmhole  umverfe  one  {jHcrn  oi  fscietyf  ver.  7,  Sfc, 
Nothing  is  made  wholly  for  it/elf,  nor  yet  wholly 
for  another,  27.  The  happincfs  of  animals  mutual^  49. 
Reajon  or  inJunSt  operate  alike  to  the  good  of  each  indivi- 
dual, 79.  Reafon  or  inftinn  operate  alike  io  fociety,  in  all 
animals,  109.  How  far  fociety  carried  by  inftinft,  115  ; 
how  much  farther  by  reafon^  128.  Of  that  which  is 
called  thcjiaie  of  nature,  144.  Reafon  inftrufted  by  in- 
fl:in£l  in  the  invention  of  rtr/.r,  166;  and  in  the/i?rw^  of 
fociety,  176.  Origin  of  political  focieties,  J()G.  Origin  of 
monarchy,  lO'j,  Patriarchal  government,  212.  Origin  of 
true  religion  ^nd  government,  from  the  fame  principle,  ct 
love,  231,  &c.  Origin  ofy/^/)f?y?/V/5«  and  r/rfl««)',  from  the 
fame  principle,  of  fear,  237,  Sec.  The  influence  of  felf- 
love  operating  to  the  facial  and  public  good,  266.  Reftora- 
tion  of  true  religion  and  government  on  their  firft  prin- 
ciple, 285.  Mixt  government,  288.  Various  forjm  of 
each,  and  the  true  end  of  all,  300,  ^'^ 
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HERE  then  we  reft;  "  Tlic  univerfal  caufe 
*'  Ai5^s  to  one  end,  but  afts  by  various  laws," 
In  all  the  madncfs  of  fupcrfluous  health, 
The  Vc\m  of  pride,  the  impudence  of  wealth, 
Let  this  great  truth  be  prefent  night  and  day  ,  c 

But  itjoft  be  prefent,   if  wc  preach  or  pray. 

Look  round  our  world  ;  bcliold  the  chain  of  love 
Combining  all  below  and  all  above. 
Sec  pbftic  nature  working  to  this  end, 
The  tingle  atoms  each  to  other  tend.  /t- 

Aitraft,  attra£Ved  to,  the  next  in  place 
Form'd  and  impell'd  its  neighbour  to  embrace. 
See  matter  next,  with  various  life  cndu'd, 
Prefs  to  one  center  ftill,  the  gcn'ral  good. 
Sec  dying  vegetables  life  fuftain,  1^ 

Sec  life  diirolving  vegetate  again  : 
All  forms  that  pcrilli,  other  forms  fupply. 
By  turns  we  catch  the  vital  breath,  and  die  ; 
Like  bubbles  on  the  fea  of  matter  borne. 
They  rife,  they  break,  and  to  that  fca  return.  a^ 

Notliing  is  foreign  ;  parts  relate  to  whole  ; 
One  all-extending,  all-preferving  foul 
Conncfts  each  being,  grcateft  with  the  lead; 
Made  bcaft  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  beaft  ; 
All  fervM,  allferving:   nothing  ftands  alone  ;  25 

The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends,  unknown. 

Has  God,  thou  fool!   work'd  folely  for  thy  good. 
Thy  joy,  thy  paftimc,  thy  attire,  thy  food  I 
Who  for  thy  table  feeds  the  wanton  fawn, 
For  him  as  kindly  fprcad  the  flow'ry  lawn.  30 

Is  it  for  thee  the  lark  afccnds  and  lings  ? 
Joy  tunes  his  voice,  joy  elevates  his  wings, 

I9 
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Is  it  for  thee  the  linnet  pours  his  throat  ? 

Loves  of  his  own,  and  raptures  fwell  the  note. 

The  bounding  ftced  you  pompoufly  beftride,  3^ 

Shares  with  his  lord  the  pleafure  and  the  pride. 

Is  thine  alone  the  feed  that  ftrew^  the  plaia  } 

The  birds  of  heav'n  fhall  vindicate  their  grain. 

Thine  the  full  harveft  of  the  golden  year  ? 

Part  pays,   and  juftly,  the  deferving  lleer.  40 

The  hog  that  plows  not,  nor  obeys  thy  call^ 

Lives  on  the  labours  of  this  lord  of  alL 

Know,  Rature's  children  fliall  divide  her  care  j 
The  fur  that  warms  a  monarch,  warm'd   a  bear. 
While  manexclairas,  "  fee  all  things  for  my  ufe  !'*     4^ 
^^  See  man  for  mine,"  replies  apamper'd  goofe  ; 
And  jufb  as  fliort  of  reafon  Kc  muft  fall. 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 

Grant  that  the  pow'rfiil  ftill  the  weak  controul ; 
•iJe  rhan  the  wit  and  tyrant  of  the  whole  ;  5® 

Nature  that  tyrant  checks ;  he  only  knows^ 
And  helps,  anothers  creature's  wants  and  woes. 
Sav,  will  the  falcon,  looping  from  above, 
Srait  with  hci:  varying  plumage,  fpare  the  dove  > 

'  Admires  the  jay  the  infefrs  gilded  wrings  ?  5^ 

Or  hears  the  hawk  when  Philomela  lings? 
Man  cares  for  all  :  to  biidshe  gives  his  woods. 
To  beads  his  paflures,  and  to  fiih.  his  floods  ; 
For  fome  his  int'reil  prompts  him  to  provide-. 
For  more  his  pleafure,  yet  for  more  his  pride  :  60 

AH  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th'  extenfive  bleffing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves, 

.  He  faves  from  famine,  from  the  favage  faves  : 
Kay,  feafts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feaft,  6^ 

And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  bleft  ; 
Which  fees  no  more  the  ftroke,  or  feels  the  pain. 
Than  favour'd  man  by  touch  ethereal  (lain. 
The  creature  had  his  feaft  of  life  before  ; 
TuQU  too  muft  pcrifli,  when  thy  feaft  is  o'er  !  ycy 
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To  each  unthinking  being,   Hcav'n  a  friend, 
Gives  not  the  ui'elcls  knowledge  ot'  it's  end  : 
To  man  imparts  it ;  but  with  I'uch  a  view 
As,  while  he  dreads  it,  makes  him  hope  it  too  : 
The  hour  conceal'd,  and  lb  remote  the  fear,  7  ; 

Death  ftill  draws  nearer,  never  Teeming  near, 
(ireat  {landing  miracle  !  that  Heav'n  aflign'J 
Its  only  thinking  thing  this  turn  of  mind. 

Whether  with  reafon,  or  with  inftlnft  bleft. 
Know,  all  enjoy  that  pow'r  which  fuits  tlicm  bed  ;       Sa 
To  blifs  alike  by  that  direction  lend, 
And  find  the  means  proportionM  to  their  end. 
Sav,  where  full  inftinft  is  th'  unciiina;  jiuide. 
What  pope  or  council  can  they  need  befidc  ? 
Reafon,  however  able,  cool  at  beft,  g- 

Cares  not  for  fcrvicc,  or  but  ferves  when  preO, 
Stays  'till  wc  call,  anJ  then  not  often  near ; 
But  honcftlnllinft  comes  a  volunteer, 
Sure  never  to  o'crjhoot,  but  juft  to  hit ; 
While  ftill  too  wide  or  Ihort  is  human  wit  ;  o» 

Sure  by  qyick  nature  happinefs  to  gain. 
Which  heavier  reafon  labours  at  in  vain. 
This  too  ferves  always,  reafon  never  long  ; 
One  muft  go  right,  the  other  may  go  wrong. 
See  then  the  acting  and  comparing  pow'rs,  05 

One  in  their  nature,  which  are  two  in  ours  ! 
And  reafon  raife  o'er  inftinft  as  vou  can, 
In  this  'tis  God  dircds,  in  that  'tis  man. 

Who  taught  the  nations  of  t!ie  field  and  wood 
To  fhun  their  poifon,  and  to  chufc  their  food  ?  iz:> 

Prefcieat,  the  tiesor  tempcils  to  withftand, 
Buiid  on  the  wave,  or  arch  beneath  the  fand  ? 
Who  made  the  fpider  parallels  dcfign. 
Sure  as  Dc  Moivre,  without  rule  or  line  ? 
Who  bid  the  fturk,  Columbus  like,  explore  105 

Heav'ns  not  his  own,  and  worlds  unknown  before  r 
WKo  calls  the  council,  ftaic>  the  certain  day. 
Who  forms  the  phah.ix,  aad  wha  points  :h^  way  ? 
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God,  in  the  nature  of  each  being,  founds 
Its  proper  blifs,  and  fets  its  proper  bounds  :  IIO 

But  as  he  fram'd  a  whole,  the  whole  to  blefs. 
On  mutual  wants  built  mutual  happinefs  : 
So  from  the  firft,  eternal  Order  ran. 
And  creature  link'd  to  creature,  man  to  man, 
Whatc'er  of  life  all-quick'ning  aether  keeps,  II5 

Or  breaths  thro'  air,  or  flioots  beneath  the  deeps. 
Or  pours  profufe  on  earth,  one  nature  feeds 
The  vital  flame,  and   fwells  the  genjal  feeds. 
Not  man  alone,  but  all  that  roam  the  wood. 
Or  wing  the  Iky,  or  roll  along  the  flood,  IZQ 

Each  loves  itfelf,  but  not  itfelf  alone. 
Each  fex  defircs  alike,  'till  two  are  one. 
Nor  ends  the  plcafure  with  the  fierce  embrace  ; 
They  love  thcir/fclves,  a  third  time,  in  their  race. 
Thus  beaft  and  bird  their  common  charge  attend,        125 
The  mothers  nurfe  it,  and  the  fires  defend  ; 
The  young  difmifs'd  to  wander  earth  or  air, 
There  ftops  the  inflin£l,  and  there  ends  the  care  ; 
The  link  diflolves,  each  feeks  a  frefli  embrace. 
Another  love  fucceeds,  another  race,  330 

A  longer  care  man's  helplefs  kind  demands  ; 
That  longer  care  contrails  more  lafting  bands ; 
Pvcfleftion,  rcafon,  ftill  the  tics  improve. 
At  once  extend  the  int'rcft,  and  the  love  : 
With  choice  we  fix,  with  fympathy  we  burn;  j^^ 

Each  virtue  in  each  paffion  takes  its  turn  ; 
And  flill  new  needs,  new  helps,  new  habits  rife. 
That  graft  benevolence  on  charities. 
Still  as  one  brood,  and  as  another  rofe, 
Thefe  nat'ral  love  raaintain'd,  habitual  thofe  :  t^Q 

The  laft,  fcarcc  ripen'd  into  perfeft  man. 
Saw  helplefs  him  from  whom  their  life  began  : 
Mem'ry  and  forecaft  juft  returns  engage, 
Tliat  pointed  back  to  youth,  this  on  to  age  ; 
While  pleafure,  gratitude,  and  hope,  combin'd,        14S 
Still  fpread  the  int'rell  and  prefcrv'd  the  kind. 

Nor 
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Kor  think,  in  Nattre's  State  tlicv  blindlv  tioJ  : 
The  State  of  Nature  was  the  reign  of  GoJ  ; 
Self-love  and  fecial  at  her  birtli  began,  150 

Union  the  bond  of  all  things,  and  of  man. 
Pride  then  was  not ;  nor  arts,  that  pride  to  aid  ; 
Man  walk'd  with  beaft,  joint  tenant  of  the  fliadc  : 
The  fame  his  table,  a.iil  the  fame  his  bed  ; 
No  murder  cloath'd  him,  and  no  murder  fed. 
In  the  fame  temple,  the  refounding  wood,  155 

All  vocal  beings  hymn'd  their  equal  CjoiI  : 
The  Ibrine  with  gore  unftain'd,  wiih  gold  undrcft, 
Unbrib'd,  unbioody,  ftood  the  blamclcfs  pvicft  : 
Heav'n's  attribute  was  univerfal  care, 
And  man's  prerogative,  to  rule,  but  fpare.  160 

Ah  I  how  unlike  the  luau  of  times  to  come  ! 
,Of  half  that  live  the  butcher  and  the  tomb  ; 
Who,  foe  to  nature,  hears  the  gcn'ral  groan, 
Murders  their  fpccics,  and  betrays  his  own. 
But  juft  difeafe  to  luxury  fuccceds,  i6r 

And  ev'ry  death  its  own  avenger  breeds ; 
The  fury-paHions  from  that  blood  began, 
And  turn'd  on  man,  a  fiercer  favagc,  man. 

Sec  him  from  nature  riling  flow  to  art  ! 
To  copy  inllinft  then  was  rcafon's  part ;  170 

Thus  then  to  man  the  voice  of  nature  fpakc— r 
*»  Cjo,  from  the  creatures  thy  inftruftion  take  : 
**  Learn  from  the  birds  wliat  food  the  thickets  yield  ; 
•'  Learn  from  the  beafts  the  phync  of  the  fickl  ; 
'*  Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive  ;  175 

**  Learn  of  the  mole  to  plow,  the  worm  to  weave  ; 
**   Learn  of  the  little  nautilus  to  fail, 
*'  Spread  the  thin  oar,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 
**  Here  too  all  forms  of  focial  union  find, 
♦'  And  hence  let  reafon,  late,  inftru£t  mankind;         1S5 
**  Here  fubtcrranean  works  and  cities  fee  j 
f^  There  towns  aerial  on  the  waving  tree. 
^*  Learn  each  fmall  people's  genius,  policies, 
r*  The  ant's  republic,  and  the  realm  of  bee>; 
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*'  How  thofe  in  common  all  their  wealth  bellow,       185 
'*  And  anarchy  without  confulion  know  ; 
"  And  thelc  for  ever,  tho'  a  monarch  reign, 
*'  Their  fep'rale  cells  and  properties  maintain. 
Mark  what  unvary'd  laws  prelerve  each  Hate, 
Laws  wife  as  nature,  and  as  fix'd  as'fatc,  190 

In  vain  thy  reafon  finer  webs  (hall  draw, 
*'  Entangle  juftice  in  her  net  of  law, 
*'  And  riglit,  too  rigid,  harden  into  \vrong ; 
*'  Still  for  the  fLronjr  too  weak,  the  weak  too  ftron{^. 
*'  Yet  go  !  and  thus  o'er  all  the  creatures  fvvay,  195 

*'  Thus  let  the  wifer  make  the  reft  obey  ; 
*'  And  for  thofc  arts  mere  initinft  could  afford, 
*'  Be  crown'd  as  monarchs,  or  as  gods  ador'd." 
Great  nature  fpoke  ;  obfervant  man  obey'd  ; 
Cities  were  built,  focieties  were  made  ;  20Q 

Here  rofe  one  little  ftate  ;  another  n-^ar 
Grew  by  like  means,  aiid  join'd,  thro'  love  or  fear. 
Did  here  the  trees  with  ruddier  burthens  bend, 
And  there  the  ftreams  in  purer  rills  defcend  ? 
What  war  could  ravifh,  commerce  could  bellow,        205 
And  he  return'd  a  friend,   vvlio  came  a  foe. 
Convcrfe  and  love,  mankind  might  firongly  draw. 
When  love  was  liberty,  and  nature  law. 
Thus  ftatcswere  form'd  ;  the  name  of  king  unknown, 
'Till  common  int'reft  plac'd  the  fway  in  one.  210 

'Twas  Virtue  ONLY  (or  in  arts  or  arms, 
DifFafmg  blefiings,  or  averting  harms) 
The  fame  which  in  a  fire  the  fons  obsy'd, 
A  prince  the  father  of  a  people  made. 

'Till  then,  by  nature  crown'd,  each  patriarch  fate,   2ijj 
King,  priefl,  and  parent,  of  his  growing  flate  ; 
On  hira  their  fccond  providence,  they  hurig. 
Their  law  his  eye,  their  oracle  his  tongue. 
He  from  the  wond'ring  furrow  call'd  the  food. 
Taught  to  command  the  iire,  controul  the  Hood,        22O 
Draw  forth  the  monfters  of  th'  abyis  profound, 
Or  fetch  th'  aerial  eagle  to  ilie  ground. 
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*Tlll  drooping,  lick'ning,  dying  they  began 

Whom  ihcv  revcr'd  as  God  to  mourn  as  man  ; 

Then,  looking  up  from  lire  to  fire,  cxplor'd  22_J 

One  ereat  Firft  Father,  and  that  iirft  ador'd. 

Or  plain  tradition  that  tliis  All  begun, 

Convey 'd  unbroken  faitJi  from  fire  to  Ton  ; 

The  worker  from  the  work  diHin^  was  known, 

And  limple  realbn  never  ibught  but  one  :  231 

Ere  wit  oblique  had  broke  that  ftc^dy  light, 

Man,  like  his  Maker,  faw  that  all  was  right ; 

To  virtue,  in  the  paths  of  pleal'ure  trod. 

And  own'd  a  father  when  he  own'd  a  God. 

Love  all  the  faith,  and  all  th'  allegience  then  ;  23J 

For  nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men. 

No  ill  could  fear  in  God  ;  and  underftood 

A  fov'rcign  being,  but  a  fov'reign  good. 

True  faith,  true  policy,  united  ran, 

That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  man.  240 

Who  lirft:  taught  fouls  enllav'd,  and  realms  undone, 
Th'  enormous  faith  of  many  made  for  one ; 
That  proud  exception  to  all  nature's  laws, 
T'  invert  the  world,  and  counter-work  its  caufc  ? 
Force  tirft  made  conquefl,  and  that  conqucft,  law  ;    245 
'Till  fuperllition  taught  the  tyrant  awe. 
Then  fliai'd  the  tyranny,  then  lent  it  aid, 
And  gods  of  conqu'rors,  flavcs  of  fubje6\s  made  : 
She,  'midft  the  light'ning's  blaze,  and  thunder's  found, 
Whenrock'd  the  mountains,  and  whengroan'd  theground. 
She  taught  the  weak  to  bend,  the  proud  to  pray. 
To  pow'r  unfeen,  and  mightier  far  than  they  ; 
She,  from  the  rending  earth,  and  burfting  Ikics, 
Saw  gods  dclccnd,  and  fiends  infernal  rife  : 
Here  fix'd  the  dreadful,  there  the  blcft  abodes ;  255 

fear  made  her  devils,  and  weak  hope  her  gods; 
(jods  partial,  changeful,  paflionatc,  unjuft, 
Whofe  attributes  were  rage,  revenge,  or  luft  ; 
puch  as  the  fouls  of  cowards  might  conceive, 
yVnd,  forru'd  like  tyrants,  tyrants  would  believe.        iSm 

\  Zeal, 


17^         ETHIC     EPISTLES. 

^eal  then,  not  charity,  became  the  guide  ; 
And  hell  was  built  on  fpite,  and  heav'n  on  pride. 
Xhen  facrcd  leem'd  th'  ethereal  vault  no  more  ; 
Altars  grew  marble  then,  and  rcek'd  with  gore  ; 
Then  firft  the  FUmen  tafled  living  food  ;  26c 

Next  his  grim  idol  fmear'd  with  human  blood  ; 
Withheav'n's  own  thunders  fliook  the  world  below. 
And  play'd  the  God  an  engine  on  his  foe. 

So  drives  felf-love,  thro'  jull,  and  thro'  unjuft. 
To  oneman''ti  pow'r,  ambition,  lucre,  lull  :  gya 

The  fame  felf-love,  in  all,  becomes  the  caufe 
Of  what  reftrains  him,  government  and  laws. 
For,  what  one  likes,  if  others  like  as  well. 
What  fervcs  one  will,  when  many  wills  rebel  ? 
How  fliall  he  keep,  what,  flccping  or  awake,  27^ 

A  weaker  may  furprize,  a  flionger  take  } 
His  fafety  mull  his  liberty  reft  rain  : 
All  join  to  guard  what  each  defires  to  gain. 
Forc'd  into  virtue  thus,  by  felf-defence, 
^pv'n  kings  learn'd  juftice  and  benevolence  :  280 

Self-love  forfook  the  path  it  firft  purfu'd. 
And  found  the  private  in  the  public  good. 

'Tw?s  then  the  ftudious  head  or  gen'rous  mind, 
Follow'r  of  God,  or  friend  of  human  kind. 
Poet  or  patriot,  rofe  but  to  reft  ore  21^ 

The  faith  and  moral,  nature  gave  before  ; 
Re-lum'd  her  ancient  light,  not  kindled  new  ; 
If  not  GckI's  image,  yet  his  fliadqw  drew  : 
Taught  pow'r';j  due  tjfe  to  people  and  to  kings. 
Taught  nor  to  ilack,  nor  ftrain  its  tender  ftrings,       299 
The  lefs,  or  greater,  fet  fo  juftly  true, 
That  touching  one  m.uft  ftrike  the  other  two  ; 
'Till  jarring  int'reft,  of  themfclves  create 
Th'  according  mufic  of  a  well-mix'd  ftate. 
Such  is  the  world's  great  harmony,  that  fprings  295 

From  Order,  tJnion,   full  confcnt  of  things  : 
Where  fmall  and  great,  where  weak  and  mighty,  made 
Toferve,  not  fuffer,  ftrengthen,  not  invade  j 

y  Mor^ 
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More  pow'rful  each  as  needful  to  the  reft. 

And,  in  proportion  as  it  blefll-s,  bleft ;  300 

Draw  to  one  point,  and  to  one  centre  bring 

Bcall,  man,  or  angel,  fcrvant,  lord,  or  king. 

For  forms  of  government  let  fools  contcft  ; 
Whate'cr  is  beft  adminifter'd  is  bcft  : 
For  modes  of  faith,  let  gracel els  zealots  fight ;  305 

His  can't  be  wrong  whofe  life  is  in  the  right : 
In  faith  and  hope  the  world  will  difagrce. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity: 
All  muft  be  falfe  that  thwart  this  One  great  end  : 
And  all  of  God,  that  blcfs  mankind,  or  mend.  ^19 

Man,  like  the  gcn'rous  vine,  fupportcd  lives  : 
The  ftrength  he  gains  is  from  th'  embrace  he  gives. 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run. 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  fun; 
So  two  coniiftent  motions  aft  the  foul ; 
And  one  regards  itfclf,   and  one  the  whole. 

Thus  God  and  Nature  link'd  the  gen'ral  framc^' 
And  bade  Self-love  and  Social  be  the  fame. 
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ARGUMENT    of 

EPISTLE      IV. 

Of  the  Nature  and  State  of  Man,  with  Refpcft 
to    HAPPINESS. 

T^ALSE  notions  of  happinefs,    philofophical  and  po- 
pular, anfwered  from  ver.  19  to  27.     It  is  the  end  of 
all  men,  and  attainable  by  all,  ^o.     God  intends  happi- 
rtefs  to  be  equal ;  and  to  be  fo,  it  muft  be  focinl^  lince  all 
particular  happinefs  depends  on  general,  and  iince  he  go- 
verns by  ^f«^;W,   not  particular  lazus,  37.     As  it  is  necef- 
fary  for  order^   and  the  peace  and  welfare  of  focieiy^  that 
external  goods  fliould  be  unequal^  happinefs  is  nOt  made  to 
confifl  in  thefe,  51.     But  notwithllanding  that  inequa- 
lity, the  balance  of  happinefs  among  mankind  is  kept  even 
by  providence,  by  the  two  pallions  of  hope  and  fear,  70. 
What  the  happinefs  of  individuals  is,  as  far  as  it  is  con- 
fident with  the  conflitution  of  this  world  ;  and  that  the 
good  tnan  has  here  the  advantage,  77.     The  error  of  im- 
puting to  virtue  what  arc  only  the  calamities  oi  nature  or 
fortune^  94.     The  folly  of  expecting  that  God  fliould  alter 
his  general  laws  in  favour  of  particulars,  121.     That  wc 
are  not  judges  who  are  good  ;  but  that  whoever  they  are, 
they  muft  be  happieft,  133,  Sec,     Th.it  external  goods  are 
not  the  proper  rewards,  but  often  inconfiftent  with,  or 
deftructive  of  virtue,    167.     That  even  thcfc  can  make 
no  man  happy  without  virtue  :  inftanced  in  riches,    185. 
Honours,  139.     Nobility,  205.     Greatnefs,  217.     Far/ie,  237. 
Superior  Talents,  259,  &c.     With  piftures  of  human  infe- 
licity in  men  poUclfcd  of  them  all,  269,  &c.     That  vir~^ 
tue  only  conftitutcs  a  happinefs,  whole  objeft  is  univerjal, 
and  vvhofc   profpcdl   eternal,    309.     That  xh.Q  perfeolion  of 
virtue  and  happinefs  conlifts  in  a  conformity  to  the  order. 
of  PROVIDENCE   here,   aad  a  reftgnation  to  it  here  and, 
hereafter,  326,  he. 
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OHapPiness  !  our  being's  end  an  J  aim  ! 
Goud,  pleal'urc,  calc,  content!  wliate'cr  thy  name  ; 
Tiiat  ibmething  dill  which  prompts  th'  eternal  ligh, 
For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die, 
Which  ftill  lb  near  us,  yet  beyond  us  lies,  5 

O'erlook'd,  fcen  double,  by  the  fool  and  wife. 
Plant  ofceleftial  feed  !   if  dropt  below. 
Say,  in  what  mortal  foil  thou  deign'ft  to  grow  } 
Fair  op'njng  to  ibme  court's  propitious  lliin^. 
Or  deep  withdi'monds  in  the  flaming  mine  }  la 

Twin'd  <Mth  the  wreaths  Parnairian  laurels  yield, 
Or  reap'd  in  iron  harvcfts  of  the  field  ? 
Where  rrows  ?  where  grov.'s  it  not  ?   If  vain  our  toil. 
We  ought  to  blame  the  culture,  not  die  foil  : 
Fix\l  to  no  fpot  is  happinefs  (incorc,  15 

'Tis  no  where  to  be  found,  or  ev'ry  where  : 
*Tis  never  to  be  bought,  but  always  free. 
And  fled  from  monarchs,  St.  John!  dwells  with  thee. 

Alk  of  the  learn'd  the  way  }  The  learn'd  arc  blind  : 
This  bids  to  fcrve,  and  that  to  fliun  mankind  ;  20 

Some  place  the  blils  in  a£lion,  fome  \u  cafe, 
Thofe  call  it  plealure,  and  contentment  thcfe; 
Some  funk  to  beafts,  find  plcafure  end  in  pain  ; 
Some  fwell'd  to  gods,  confefs  e'en  virtue  vaio  ; 
Or  indolent,  to  each  extreme  they  fall,  25 

To  trufl  in  ev'ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Who  thus  define  it,  fay  they  more  or  lef* 
Than  this,   that  Happineib  is  H-appincfs? 

Take  natuic's  path,  and  mad  opinion's  leave  ; 
AH  ftales  can  reach  it,  and  all  heads  conceive  ;  30 

Obvious  hcT  goods,  in  no  extreme  they  dwell ; 
There  needs  but  thinkin/  right,   and  mciininjj  W5II ; 
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And  mourn  our  various  portions  as  we  pleafc,  ,^ 

Equal  IS  common  lenfe,   and  common  eafe. 

Remember,  man,   "  the  univerfal  caufe  35 

*'  Acts  not  by  partial,  but  by  gen'ral  laws  j" 
And  makes  what  happinels  we  juftly  call 
Subliil  not  in  the  good  of  one,  but  all. 
There's  not  a  blclTing  individuals  find, 
But  forae  way  leans- and  hearkens  to  the  kind  :  40 

No  bandit  fierce,  no  tyrant  mad  with  pride, 
No  cavern'd  hermit,   refts  felf-fatisfyM  : 
Who  moil  to  fliun  or  hate  mankind  pretend, 
Seek  an  admirer,  or  would  fix  a  friend  : 
Abfiraft  what  others  feel,  what  otliers  think,  45 

All  pleafures  ficken,   and  all  glories  fink  : 
Eacli  has  his  fharc  ;   and  who  would  more  obtain, 
Shall  find,  the  pleafure  pays  not  half  the  pain. 

Order  is  heav'n's  firillaw  ;  and  this  con fefl,    . 
Some  are,  and  mull  be,  greater  than  the  refi,  50 

More  rich,  more  wife ;  but  who  infers  from  hence 
That  fuch  arc  happier,  fliocks  all  common  {unic. 
iltav'n  to  mankind  impartial  we  confefs, 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happinefs  : 

But  mutual  wants  this  happinefs  increafe  ;  55 

All  nature's  difference  keeps  ail  nature's  peace. 
Condition,  circumfiance  is  not  the  thing  • 
Blifs  is  the  fame  in  fubjed  or  in  king, 
In  who  obtain  defence,  or  who  defend. 
In  him  who  is,  or  him  v.'ho  finds  a  friend  :  60 

Heav'n  breathes  thro'  ev'ry  member  of  the  whole 
One  common  blefling,  as  one  conjmon  loul. 
But  fortune's  gifts  if  each  alike  poffcft. 
And  each  were  equal,   muft  not  all  contcft  ? 
If  then  to  all  men  happinefs  was  meant,  65 

God  in  externals  could  not  place  content. 

Fortune  her  gifts  may  varioully  ilif|X)re, 
And  thefe  be  happy  call'd,  unhappy  thofe  ; 
But  heav'n's  juft  balance  equal  will  appear. 
While  thofe  are  plac'd  in  hope,  and  thefe  in  fear  :  70 

Not 


ETHIC      i:  P  I  S  T  L  E  S.  283 

Xot  prefent  good  or  ill,  the  joy  or  curre^ 
liut  fiiture  vie\7s  ot  better,  or  of  worfo. 

Oh  foils  of  earth  !  attcirtpt  yc  ftill  to  rife, 
By  mountains  pilM  on  mountains,  to  the  ikies  ? 
Hcav'n  ftiil  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  furvcvs,  75 

And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raifc. 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  Nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Reafon's  whole  plcafure,  all  the  jovs  of  fcnfe. 
Lie  in  three  worcL*,  Health,  Peace,  and  Competence.  80 
But  Iiealdi  confills  with  temperance  alone  ; 
And  peace,  oh  virtue  !  peace  is  all  rhy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  tiic  gifts  of  t'crtune  gain  ; 
Butthcfc  Icfs  tallc  them,  as  they  worfe  obtain. 
Say,   in  purfuit  of  profit  or  delight,  R5 

Who  rifk  the  moft,  that  take  wrongs  means,  or  ri-ht  r 
Of  vice  or  virtue,  whether  blcft  orcurft, 
^V'hich  mect>  contempt,  or  which  companion  firft  ? 
Count  aU  ih"  advantage  profp'rous  vice  attains, 
•'Tis  but  wliat  vlriae  Hies  trom  and  difdains :  00 

And  grant  the  bad  what  happinefs  thcv  wou'd, 
One  they  muft  want,  which  is,  to  pais  for  goovl. 

Oh  blind  to  truth,  and  God's,  whole  fchcme  below, 
Who  fancy  hVxk  to  vice,  to  virtue  woe  ! 
Who  fees  and  follows  that  groat  fchtrme  the  heft,  or 

Beft  knows  the  bleifir.g,  and  will  moft  he  bkft. 
But  fools,  the  good  alone,   unhappy  call, 
For  ills  or  accidents  that  chance  to  all. 
Sec  Falkland  dies,  the  virtuous  and  the  jiift  ? 
Sec  godlike  Turcnne  proftrate  on  the  duft  !  jzo 

Sec  Sidney  bleeds  amid  the  martial  ft  rife  I 
Was  this  their  virtue,  or  contcmi>t  of  life  > 
Say,  was  it  virtue,  more  tho'  hcav'n  ne'er  gavr, 
Lamented  Dighy  !  funk  thee  to  the  grave  r 
Tell  me,  if  virtue  made  the  fon  expire,  I0| 

Why,  full  of  days  and  honour  lives,  the  fiic  ? 
Why  drew  Marfeilles'  good  biHiop  purer  bre;»ih, 
When  nature  Ikkcn'd,  and  each  gale  was  dcaih  ? 

O02  Or 
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Or  why  fo  long  (In  life  if  long  can  be) 

Lent  heav'n  a  parent  to  the  poor  and  me  ?  IIO 

What  makes  all  phyllcal  or  moral  ill? 
There  deviates  nature,   and  here  wanders  will. 
God  fends  not  ill ;  if  rightly  underflood, 
Or  partial  ill  is  unlverfal  good, 

Or  change  admits,  or  nature  lets  it  fall  ji^ 

Short,  and  but  rare,  'till  man  improv'd  it  all. 
"VVe  juil  as  wifely  might  of  heav'n  complain 
That  righteous  Abel  was  deftroy'd  by  Cain, 
As  that  the  virtuous  fon  is  ill  at  eafe 
When  his  lewd  father  gave  the  dire  difcafe.  120 

Think  we,  like  fome  weak  prince,  th'  eternal  caufe, 
Prone  for  his  fav'rites  to  revcrfe  his  laws  ? 

Shall  burning  yEtna,  if  a  fage  requires, 
Forget  to  thunder,  and  recall  her  fires  ? 
On  air  or  fea  new  motions  be  impreft,  12^ 

Oh  blamclefs  Bethel  i  to  relieve  thy  breaft  ? 
When  the  loofe  mountain  trembles  from  on  high, 
Shall  gravitation  ceafe,  if  you  go  by  ^ 
Or  fome  old  temple,  nodding  to  its  fall. 
For  Chartres'  head  referve  the  hanging  wall  ?  1^9 

But  Hill  this  world  (fo  fitted  for  the  knave) 
Contents  tis  not.     A  better  fliall  we  have  J 
A  kingdom  of  the  juft  then  let  it  be  : 
But  firft  confider  how  thofe  juft  agree. 
The  good  muft  merit  God's  peculiar  care  !  13c 

But  who,  but  God,  can  tell  us  who  they  are  ? 
One  thinks  on  Calvin  heav'n's  own  fpirit  fell  ^ 
Another  deems  him  inftrumcnt  of  hell  ; 
If  Calvin  feel  heav'n's  bleffing,  or  its  rod, 
This  cries  there  is,  and  that,  there  is  no  God.  140 

What  fliocks  one  part  will  edify  tiie  reft, 
"Nor  with  one  fyftem  can  they  all  be  bleft. 
The  very  beft  will  varioully  incline. 
And  what  rewards  your  virtue,  punifli  mint. 
Whatever  is,  is  right. — This  world,  'tis  true,  145 
AVas  made  for  Qxi'dr — but  for  Titus  too  ; 

And 
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And  which  more  blcft  ?  who  chain' il  his  country,  fav. 
Or  he  whole  virtue  figh'd  to  lofe  a  day  ? 

**  But  fometimcs  virtue  ftarves,  while  vice  is  fed." 
What  then  ?  Is  the  reward  of  virtue  lircad  ?  150 

That,  vice  may  merit,  'tis  the  price  of  toil  ; 
The  knave  dcferves  it,  when  he  tills  the  foil, 
The  itnave  defcrves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main, 
Where  folly  fights  for  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent ;  15J 

Nor  is  his  claim  lo  plenty,   but  content. 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o'er  ? 
**  No — fhall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  wantpowW* 
Add  health  and  pow'r,   and  ev'ry  earthly  thing, 
**  Why  bounded  pow'r?  why  private?  why  no  king?'* 
Nay,  why  external  for  internal  giv'n  ?  i6i 

Why  is  not  man  a  god,  and  earth  a  hcav'n  ? 
Who  alk  and  reafon  thus,  will  Icarcc  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give  ; 
Jmmenfe  the  pow'r,  immeni'c  were  the  demand;  165 

^ay,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  ftand  r 

What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  deftroy, 
The  foul's  calm  fun-fhinc,  and  the  heart-felt  jov, 
Is  virtue's  prize  :  a  better  would  you  fix  ? 
Then  give  Humility  a  coach  and  fix,  170 

Juftice  a  conqu'ror's  fword,  o;  Truth  a  gown, 
Or  Public  Spirit  it«  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak,  fooliih  man  !  will  heav'n  reward  us  there 
With  the  fame  trafh  mn;l  mortals  wiih  for  here  ? 
The  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes,  175 

Yet  figh'ft  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  ? 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Expeft  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife  ; 
As  well  as  dream  hich  trifles  are  affiiin'd. 
As  toys  and  empires,   for  a  godlike  mind.  183 

Rewards,   that  either  would  to  virtue  brinir 
No  joy,  or  be  dcilru(ftiYC  of  the  thing  : 
How  oft'  by  tliefc  at  lixty  arc  undone 
The  virtues  of  a  faint  at  tweniy-one  ! 

4.  To 
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To  whom  can  riches  give  repute,  or  trull,  i^( 

Content,  or  pleafure,  but  the  good  and  juft  ? 

Judges  and  fenates  havp  been  bought  for  gold, 

Sflecm  and  love  were  ncyer  to  be  Ibid. 

Oh  fool  !   to  think  Ggd  hates  the  v/orthy  mind, 

The  lover  and  the  love  of  human -kind,  109 

Wliofe  life  ishcaldiful,  and  whofe  confcience  clear, 

Becaufe  h?  wants  a  thoufand  pounds  a  year, 

Jtlonour  and  fhame  from  no  condition  rife  ; 
Adi  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  forae  fmall  diff'rencc  made,         105 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobler  apron'd,  and  the  parfon  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crowu'd. 
*f  What  differ  more  (you  cry)  than  crown  and  cov/l  1'? 
I'll  tell  you,  friend  !   a  wife  man  and  a  fool.  200 

You'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  aGs  the  monk. 
Or,  cobler-like,  the  paifon  will  be  drunk, 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  fellow : 
The  reft  is  all  but  leather  or  prunella.  204 

Stuck  o'er  with  titles  and  hung  round  with  ftrings. 
That  thou  may'ft  be  by  kings,   or  whores  of  kings. 
Boaft  the  pure  blood  of  an  illuftrious  race, 
la  quiet  flow  from  Lucrece  to  Lucrece  : 
But  by  your  father's  worth  if  your's  you  rate, 
Count  me  thofe  only  who  were  good  and  great.       210 
Ga  !  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  thro'  fcoundrels  ever  fince  the  flood. 
Go  !   and  pretend  your  family  is  young  ; 
Nor  own  your  fathers  have  been  fools  fo  long. 
What  can  ennoble  fots,  or  flaves,  or  cowards  ?  215 

Alas  !  not  all  the  blood  of  all  the  Howards. 

Look  next  on  grcatnefs ;  fay  where  greatnefs  lies. 
Where,  but  among  the  heroes  and  the  wife  ? 
Heroes  are  much  the  fame,  the  point's  agreed. 
From  Macedonia's  madman  to  the  Swede  ;  22Q 

The  whole  ftrangc  purpofe  of  their  lives,  to  find 
Or  make,  an  enemy  of  all  mankir^I  ! 

Not 
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Kot  one  looks  backward,  onward  ftill  he  goes. 

Yet  ne'er  looks  forward  further  than  his  nofc. 

No  lefs  alike  the  politic  and  wile  ;  22J 

All  lly  flow  tilings,  with  eircumfpcdive  eyes  : 

Men  in  their  loofe  unguarded  hours  they  take, 

Not  that  themfelves  arc  wife,  but  others  weak. 

But  grant  tiiat  thofe  can  conquer,  thefe  can  cheat; 

*Tis  phrafe  abfurd  to  call  a  villain  great ;  230 

Who  wickedly  is  wife,  or  madlv  brave. 

Is  but  the  more  a  fool,  the  more  a  knave. 

Who  noble  ends  by  noble  means  obtains, 

Or  failing,  fmilcs  in  exile  or  in  chains, 

Like  good  Aurelius  let  him  reign,  or  bleed  235 

Like  Soci-atcs,  that  man  is  great  indeed. 

\\'hat's  fame  ?  a  fancy'd  life  i'«  otiiers  breath, 
A  thing  beyond  us,  cv*n  before  ourdeatli. 
Juil  what  you  hear,  you  have,  and  what's  unknown 
The  fame  (my  lord)  if  TuUy's,  or  your  own,  24a 

All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  tlie  fmall  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends  ; 
To  all  belidc  as  much  an  empty  fliadc 
An  Eugene  living,  as  a  Ca:far  dead; 
Alike  or  when,  or  where  they  Ihonc,  or  fhine,  2145 

Or  on  the  Rubicon,  or  on  the  Rhine. 
-A  wit's  a  feather,  and  a  chief  a  rod  ; 
An  honcft  man's  the  noblcft  work  of  God. 
Fan>e  but  from  death  a  villain's  name  can  fare. 
As  juflice  tears  his  body  from  the  grave  ;  25a 

When  what  t' oblivion  better  were  refign'd, 
•Is  hung  on  high,  to  poifon  half  mankind. 
All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  defcrt  ; 
Plays  round  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart : 
One  fclf- approving  hour  whole  years  out-weighs        255 
Of  ftiipid  ftarcrs,  and  of  loud  huzzas  ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exil'd  feels, 
Than  Ca^far  with  a  fenate  at  Uis  heels. 

In  parts  fuperior  what  advantage  lies  ? 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  is  it  to  be  wife  ?  3^ 

''lis 
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Tis  but  to  know  how  little  can  be  known  ; 
To  fee  all  others  faults,  and  feel  our  own  ; 
CondemiiM  in  bus'nefs,  or  in  arts  to  drudge. 
Without  a  fecond,  or  without  a  judge  : 
Truths  would  you  teach,  or  fave  a  finking  land  ?         265 
All  fear,  none  aid  you,   and  few  undcrftand. 
Painful  preheminence  !  yourfelf  to  view 
Above  lifers  weaknefs,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Bring  then  thefe  bleffings  to  a  ftrift  account ; 
Make  fair  deductions ;  fee  to  what  they  mount :         27^. 
How  much  of  other  each  is  fure  to  colt ; 
How  each  for  other  oft'  is  wholly  loft  ; 
How  inconliftent  greater  goods  with  thefe  ; 
How  fometimes  life  is  rifqu'd,  and  always  cafe : 
Think,  and  if  ftlll  the  things  thy  envy  call,  27J 

Say,  would' ft  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  fall  ? 
To  ligh  for  ribbands  if  thou  art  fo  filly, 
Mark  how  they  grace  Lord  Umbra,  of  Sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dii  t  the  paftion  of  thy  life  ? 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  Gripus'  wife.  aSo 

If  parts  allure  rhee,  think  how  Bacon  fliin'd. 
The  wifeft,  brighteft,  meaneft  of  mankind  ; 
Or  ravilVd  with  the  v/hiftling  of  a  name. 
See  Cromwell,  dama'd  to  everlafting  fame.  J 
If  all,  united,  thy  ambition  call,  285 

From  ancient  ftory,  learn  to  fcorn  them  all. 
There,  in  the  rich,  the  honour'd,  fam'd  and  great. 
Sec  the  falfe  fcale  of  happinefs  complete  ! 
In  hearts  of  kings^  or  arms  of  queens  who  lay. 
How  happy  thofe  to  ruin,  thefe  betray,  29O 

Mark  by  what  wretched  fteps  their  glory  grows. 
From  dirt  and  fea- weed  as  proud  Venice  rofe  ; 
Ineachhov/  guilt  and  greatncfs  equal  ran. 
And  all  that  ralsM  the  hero,  funk  the  man  : 
Now  Europe's  laurels  on  their  brows  behold,  295 

But  ftain'd  with  blood,  or  ill  cxchang'd  for  gold  : 
Then  fee  them  broke  with  toils,  or  funk  in  eafc. 
Or  infamous  for  plundcr'd  piovinces. 

Oh 
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Oh  wealth  ill-fated  1  which  no  a£l  of  fame 

E'er  taught  to  Ihinc,  or  fan£tif\M  from  flinme  !  300 

What  greater  blilb  attends  their  clofe  of  life  ? 

Some  greedy  minion,  or  imperious  wife, 

The  trophy'd  arches,  ftory'd  halls  invade, 

And  haunt  their  llumbers  in  the  pompous  fhadc. 

Alas !   not  da/zled  with  their  noon-tide  ray,  305 

Compute  the  morn  and  ev'ning  tp  the  day  ; 

The  whole  amount  of  that  enqrmous  fame, 

A  tale,  that  blends  their  glory  witli  their  fhamc  ! 

Know  then  this  truth  ^enough  for  man  to  know) 
*'  Virtue  alone  is  happineis  below."  310 

The  only  point  where  human  blifs  (lands  dill. 
And  tallcs  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill  j 
Where  only  merit  conftant  pay  receives, 
Is  blcft  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives  ; 
The  joy  uncquall'd,  if  its  end  it  gain,  315 

And  if  it  lofe,  attended  with  no  pain  : 
Without  latiety,  tho'  e'er  fo  blcfs'd, 
And  but  more  rclifh'd  as  the  more  diftrcfs'd  : 
The  broadcfl  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears, 
Lefs  pleafing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears  :  320 

Good,  from  each  objcft,  from  each  placM  acqulr'd, 
''For  ever  cxcicis'd,  yet  never  tir'd  ; 
Never  elated,  while  one  man's  opprefs^'d  ; 
Never  dcjeded,  while  another's  blefb'd  ; 
And  where  no  wants,  no  wiflies  can  remain,  3-^ 

tsince  but  to  wifli  more  virtue,  is  to  g'iin. 

See  the  fole  blifs  hcav'n  could  on  all  bcftow  ! 
Which  who  but  feels  can  talle,  but  tliinks  can  know  : 
Yet  poor  with  fortune,   and  with  learning  blind, 
The  bad  muft  mifs,  the  good,  untaught,  will  l:nt! ;     333 
Slave  to  no  fec\,  wlio  takes  no  private  road. 
But  looks  through  nature,  up  to  nature's  God  ; 
Puriucs  tliat  chain  which  links  th'  immcnfe  dcu^a. 
Joins  heav'ii  and  earth,  and  mortal  and  divine; 
Sees,  that  no  being  any  blifs  can  know,  33^ 

Bat  touches  fome  alcove,  and  fome  below; 
'Vol.  I.  P?  L( 
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Learns,   from  this  union  of  the  rifing  whole. 

The  i\vi\,   lafl  purpoie  of  the  human  foul ; 

And  knows  where  faith,  law,   morals,  all  began, 

All  end,  in  Love  of  God,   and  Love  of  Man'.    34'^ 

For  him  alone,   Hope  leads  from  goal  to  goal. 

And  opens  ilill^  and  opens  on  his  foul; 

Till  lengihen'd  on  to  Faith,  and  unconfinM, 

It  pours  the  blifs  that  fills  up  all  the  mind. 

Ke  fees,  why  nature  plants  in  man  alone  34^ 

Hope  of  known  bliis,  and  faith  in  blifs  unknown  : 

(Nature,  whole  diflates  to  no  other  kind 

Are  giv'n  in  vain,   but  what  they  feek  they  find) 

Wife  is  her  prefcnt;  ihe  connects  in  this 

His  greateft  virtue  with  his  greatell  blifs  ;  35D 

At  once  his  own  bright  profpe^l  to  be  bleil, 

And  flroni^cfl;  m.otive  to  aflift  the  reft. 

Self-love  thus  pufli'd  to  focial,  to  divine, 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  bleffing  thine. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundlefs  heart  ?  355 

Extend  it,  let  thy  enemies  have  part  : 
Grafp  the  whole  worlds  of  leafon,  life,  and  fcnfc, 
Jn  one  clofe  fyflem  of  bcncvolcn-ce  : 
Happier  as  kinder,   in  wlxate'er  degree. 
And  height  of  blifs  but  height  of  charity.  363 

(jod  loves  from  whole  to  pajis  i  but  human  foul 
Muft  rife  from  indivitlual  to  the  whole. 
Self- love  but  ferves  the  virtuous  mind  to  wake. 
As  the  fmalf  pebble  ftirs  the  peaceful  lake  ; 
The  ccnue  mov'd,  a  circle  ftrait  fucceeds,  365. 

Another  fcill,  and  Hill  another  fprtads ; 
Friend,  parent,  neighbour,  iirft  it  will  embrace  ; 
His  country  next  ;  and  next  all  hiuuan  race  : 
Wide  v.nd  more  widt;,  th'  o'erilow  ings  of  the  mind 
Take  ev'ry  creature  in,  of  ev'ry  kind  ;  37^5 

Earth  ihiiles  around,  wltli  boundlefs  bounty  blefl. 
And  hca\*n  beholdi  its  Image  in  his  bread. 

Come  then,  my  friend  !   my  genius  !  conje  alpng  ; 
Oh  mailer  of  the  pott,  and  ih&  long  I 
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And  wliile  the  mule  now  ftoop';,  or  now  afcends, 
To  man's  low  palRons,  or  their  glorious  ends, 
Tc;ich  mc,  like  tlicc,  in  various  nature  wile. 
To  tall  with  dignity,  with  temjKr  rife  ; 
Foriu'J  by  thy  convcrlb,  happily  to  (leer 
from  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  fcvcrc; 
Correft  with  fpirit,  eloquent  with  cafe, 
latent  to  reafon,  or  polite  to  plcafe. 
Oh  !  while  alone  the  ftrcam  ot"  time  thv  name 
Expanded  tiie<,  and  gathers  all  its  fame; 
Say,  Ihall  my  little  bark  attendant  Tail, 
Purfuc  the  triun^ph,  and  partake  the  gale  ? 
Wlien  {latefmcn,  heroes  kings,  in  duft  repofe. 
Whole  fons  Ihall  bluOi  their  fathers  were  thy  foes, 
Shall  then  thii  verfe  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philoibphcr,   and  friend  } 
That,  urg'd  by  thee,   I  turn'd  the  tuneful  art, 
From  founds  to  things,  from  fancy  to  the  heart ; 
Forwii's  falfc  mirror  held  up  nature's  lio-ht: 
Shew'd  erring  pride,   whatever  is,  is  riCiIT  ; 
That  Reafon,   Paflion,  anfwer  one  great  aim  ; 
That  true  Self-love  and  Social  are  the  fame; 
That  Virtue  only  n)akes  our  blifs  below; 
Aivl  all  our  knowledge  is,  Oi:n  ^Kr.vEs  to  kvow. 
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FA  T  H  E  R  of  All !  in  cvVy  age, 
In  cv'ry  clime  ador'd, 
By  faint,  by  favagc,  and  by  fage, 
Jehovah,  Jove,  or  Lord  ! 

Thou  Great  Firft  Caufc,  leaft  undcrftood  : 

Who  all  my  fenfe  confin'd 
To  know  but  this,  that  Thou  art  Good, 

And  that  myl'clf  am  blind  ; 

Yet  gave  me,  in  this  dark  cftate. 

To  fee  the  good  from  ill ; 
And  binding  nature  faft  in  fate. 

Left  free  die  human  will. 

What  confciencc  dilates  to  be  done, 

Or  warns  me  not  to  do, 
This,  teach  me  more  than  hell  to  fliun, 

That,  more  than  hcav'n  purfuc. 

What  blcffings  thy  free  bounty  gives. 

Let  me  not  caft  away  ; 
For  God  is  paid  when  man  receives, 

T'cnjoy  is  to  obey. 

•  It  may  b*  proper  to  obrervc,  that  fome  padages,  in  the  prcccJing  EiT.iy, 
having  b:en  unjufUy  fufpc^cd  of  a  tendency  towards  Fate  and  Naturalifm, 
the  autlior  cumpofcd  this  Prayer  as  the  Aim  of  all,  to  (hew  that  his  lyltem 
was  founded  in  free-will,  and  terminated  in  piety:  that  the  hrft  caufe  wa« 
2S  well  the  lord  and  governor  of  the  univcrfe  as  the  creator  of  it  ;  and 
that,  by  fubmifflon  to  his  will  ^the  grrat  principle  enforced  throughout  tJie 
£iray)  was  not  meant  ^he  fuffering  ourfclvcs  to  be  carried  along  by  «  Lllad 
determination,  but  the  refting  in  a  religious  acquicfcence,  and  con6dc£cc  full 
of  Hope  and  Immortality.  To  give  all  this  the  greater  weight,  the  poet 
thofe  for  his  modfl  the  Lord's  Prayer,  whicb^  of  all  others,  b:ft  dc- 
ferrcs  tlte  thlc  pr«iixcd  lo  liis  parapkr^ii:. 

Yet 
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Yet  not  to  earth's  contrafted  fpan 

Thy  goodnefs  let  me  boun4. 
Or  think,  thee  lord  alone  of  man, 

When  thoufapd  worlds  are  round  ; 

Let  not  this  weak,  unknowing  hand 

Prefume  thy  bolts  to  throw, .. 
And  deal  damnation  round  the  land. 

On  each  I  judge  thy  foe. 

If  I  am  right,  thy  grace  impart. 

Still  in  the  right  to  flay  : 
If  I  am  wrong,  oh  teach  my  heart 

To  find  that  better  way. 

Save  me  alike  from  foolifh  pride. 

Or  impious  difcontent, 
At  aught  thy  wifdom  has  deny'd, 

Oi  aught  thy  goodnefs  lent. 

Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 

To  hide  the  fault  I  fee  ; 
That  mercy  I  to  others  fliow. 
That  mercy  fliow  to  mc. 

Mean  tho'  J  am,  not  wholly  fo, 

Since  quicken'd  by  thy  breath; 
O  lead  me  whercfoe'cr  I  jro. 

Thro'  this  day's  life  or  death. 

This  day,  be  bread  and  peace  my  lot : 

All  elfc  beneath  the  fun, 
Thou  know'fl  if  beft  bcftow'd  or  «ot. 

And  let  thy  will  be  done. 

To  thee,  whofe  temple  is  all  fpacc, 
Whofe  altar,  earth,  fea,  Ikies  ! 

One  chorus  let  all  beino;  raife  ! 
All  nature's  incenfe  riic  ! 
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Eft  brevitate  opus,  ut  currat  fcntcntia,  neu  fe 
Impcdiat  verbis  laffas  onerantibus  aiires  : 
Et  fermone  opus  eft  modo  trifti,  fxpc  jocofo, 
Defcndcnte  vicem  modo  Rhctorls  atquc  Poctx, 
Interdum  urbani,  parccntis  viribus,  atquc, 
Extenuantis  eas  confulto 

HoR. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

'T"  HE  Essay  on  Man*  was  intended  to  have  been 
cotnprifcd  in  Four  Books. 

The  Firft  of  which,  the  author  has  given  us  under  that 
title,  in  four  cpiftles. 

The  Second  was  to  have  confifled  of  the  fame  number: 
I.  Of  the  extent  and  limits  of  human  reafon.  2.  Of 
thofe  arts  and  fciences,  and  of  the  parts  of  them,  which 
are  ufeful,  and  therefore  attainable,  together  with  thofe 
which  ar?  unufcful,  and  tliercforc  unattainable.  3.  Of 
the  nature,  ends,  ufe,  and  application  of  the  different 
capacities  of  men.  4.  Of  the  ufe  of  learning,  of  the 
fcicncc  of  the  world,  and  of  wit ;  concluding  with  a  fa- 
tire  agiinft  a  mifapplication  of  them,  illuftrated  by  pic- 
tures, chara«Ster<,   and  examples. 

The  Third  Book  regarded  civil  regimen,  or  the  fci- 
cnce  of  politics,  in  which  the  fevcral  forms  of  a  republic 
were  to  be  examined  and  explained  ;  together  with  the 
feveral  modes  of  religious  worfhip,  as  far  forth  as  they 
affc£t  fociety  ;  between  which  the  author  always  fuppofeJ 
there  was  the  moil  intcreftinir  relation  and  clofcft  con- 
neclion  ;  fo  that  this  part  would  have  treated  of  civil  and 
reli2:ious  focietv  in  their  full  extent. 

The  Fourth  and  lad  Book  concerned  private  ethics,  or 
pra«Stical  morality,  confldercd  in  all  the  circumflances, 
orders,  profcflions,  and  ftations  of  human  life. 

The  fcheme  of  all  this  had  been  maturely  digeftcd,  and 
communicated  to  L.  Bolingbroke,  Dr.  Swift,  and  one  or 
two  more,  and  was  intended  for  the  only  work  of  his  ri- 
per years:  but  was,  partly  through  ill  health,  partly 
through  difcouragements  from  the  depravity  of  the  times, 
and  partly  on  prudential  and  other  confiderations,  inter- 
rupted, poftponed,  and,  laflly,   in  a  manner  laid  afide. 

But  as  this  was  the  author's  favourite  work,  whidi 
more  cxaftly  reflected  the  image  of  his  ftrong  capacious 
mind,  and  as  we  can  have  but  a  very  impcrfeft  idea  of  it 
from  th»  ditjipji  mimha  Pitta  that  now  remain^  it  may 

Q^\  2  not 
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not  be  amifs  to  be  a  little  more  particular  coilcernin^ 
each  of  thefc  projcfted  books. 

The  Firfl,  as.it  treats  of  man  in  the  abilrafV,  and  con- 
liders  him  in  general  under  every  of  his  relations,  be- 
comes the  foundation,  and  furniflies  out  the  fubjefts  of 
the  three  following  ;  fo  that 

The  Second  Book  was  to  take  up  again  the  Firft  and 
Second  epiilles  of  the  Firft  Book,  and  treats  of  man  in 
his  intclleftual  capacity  at  large,  as  has  been  explained 
a.bove.  Of  this  only  a  fmall  part  of  the  conclufion 
(which,  as  we  faid,  was  to  have  contained  a  fatirc  againft 
the  mlfapplication  of  wit  and  learning)  may  be  found  in 
the  Fourth  Book  of  the  Dunciad,  and  up  and  dow^i,  oc- 
cafionally,  in  the  other  Three. 

The  Third  Book,  in  like  manner,  was  to  reaffumc  the 
fubjeft  of  the  Third  epiftle  of  the  Firft,  W'hich  treats  of 
man  inhis  focial,  political,  and  religious  capacity.  But 
this  part  the  poet  afterwards  conceived  might  be  beft  exe- 
cuted in  an  Epic  Poem  ;  as  the  a£lion  would  make  it 
more  animated,  and  the  fable  lefs  invidious ;  in  which 
all  the  great  principles  of  true  and  falfe  governments  and 
religions  iiiould  be  chiefly  delivered  in  feigned  examples. 

The  Fourth  and  laft  Book  was  to  purfue  the  fubjcft  of 
the  Fourth  Epiftlc  of  the  Firft,  and  treats  of  Ethics,  or 
praftical  morality  ;  and  would  have  confifted  of  many- 
members  ;  of  which  the  four  following  epiftles  were  de- 
tached portions :  the  two  firft,  on  the  Charafters  of  Men 
tmd  Women,  being  the  introduftcry  part  of  this  con- 
cluding bookr 
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Sir  Richard  Temple,    L.  Cob  ham. 


ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  Knowledge  and  Characters  of  Mek. 

J.  'T~HAT  it  is  not  fufficient  for  this  knowlctlgc  to 
confider  man  in  the  abjlra5l :  books  will  not  llrvc 
the  purpofc,  nor  yet  our  own  experience  fingly,  vcr.  i. 
General  maxims,  ualels  they  be  formed  upon  both,  will 
be  but  notional,  lO.  Some  peculiarity  in  every  man, 
charaderiftic  to  himfelf,  yet  varying  from  liimrclf,  15. 
Difficulties  arifmg  from  our  own  pallions,  fancies,  facul- 
ties, &c.  31.  The  fhortncfa  of  life  to  obfcrvc  it,  and 
the  uncertainty  o(  the princip/es  of  ofii  n  in  men  to  obfervc 
by,  37,  &c.  Our  own  principle  of  a6lion  often  hid  from 
ourfeTvcs,  41.  Snmc  few  chara«f\ers  plain,  but  in  general 
confounded,  dilTcmblcd,  or  inconfiftcnt,  51.  Th  •  fame 
man  utterly  diiFerent  in  different  places  and  fcafons,  71. 
Unimaginable  weakncfles  in  the  greateft,  70,  &c.  No- 
thing conftanr  and  certain  but  Gji  and  nniur/y  95.  No 
judging  of  the  mciives  from  the  a«Slions;  tiic  fame  actions 

proceeding 
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proceeding  from  contrary  motives,  and  the  fame  mo-, 
.tives  influencing  contrary  aftions,  lOO.  11.  Yet  to  form 
charaEien,  we  can  only  take  Xhtjlrongejl  aSfions  of  a  man's 
Itfc,  and  try  to  make  them  agt-ce  :  The  utter  uncertainty 
of  this,  from  nature  itfelf,  and  from  policy^  120.  Cha- 
raSIers  given  according  to  tlie  rank  of  men  of  the  world, 
135.  And  fomc  reaibn  for  it,  140.  Education  alters 
the  nature,  or  at  leaft  charaSier,  of  many,  149.  J!J?ions, 
pajfions^  opinions,  manners,  humours  or  principles,  all  fubjc£t 
to  change.  No  judging  by  nature,  from  158  to  178.  IIL 
It  only  remains  to  find  (if  we  can)  liis  ruling  passion  :- 
that  will  certainly  influence  all  the  refl:,  and  can  recon-« 
eilc  the  fccming  or  real  inconfiftcncy  of  all  his  aftions, 
I75»  Inllanced  in  the  extraordinary  charafter  of  Clodic, 
179.  A  caution  againft  m\?i:{.W\ngJecond qualities  iox  frji, 
which  will  dcilroy  all  poflibility  of  the  knowledge  of 
mankind,  210.  Examples  of  the  ftrength  of  the  ruling 
P'Jjio"^  and  its  continuation  to  the  lail  breath,  222j  &c. 
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YE  S,  you  clcfpire  the  man  to  books  confinM, 
Who  from  his  ftudy  rails  at  human  kind  ; 
Tho'  what  he  learns  he  fpeaks,  and  may  advance 
Some  gcn'ral  maxims,  or  be  right  by  chance. 
The  coxcomb  bird,  fo  talkative  and  grave,  5 

That  from  his  cage  cries  cuckold,  whore,  and  knave, 
Tho'  many  a  pafTcnger  he  rightly  call. 
You  hold  him  no  philofopher  at  all. 

And  yet  the  fate  of  all  extremes  is  fuch, 
!Men  may  be  read,  as  well  as  books,  too  much.  10 

Toobfervations  which  ourfclves  we  make. 
We  grow  more  partial  for  th'  obfcrvcr's  fake  ; 
To  written  wifdom,  as  another's  lefs ; 
Maxims  are  drawn  from  notions,  thefe  from  guefs. 
There's  fome  peculiar  in  each  leaf  and  grain,  15 

Some  unmark'd  fibre,  or  fome  varying  vein : 
Shall  only  man  be  taken  in  the  grofs  ? 
Grant  but  as  many  forts  of  mind  as  mofs. 

That  each  from  other  differs,  firfl  confefs  ; 
T«Jext,  that  he  varies  from  hirafelf  no  lefs ;  2A 

Add  nature's,  cuflom's,  reafon's,  paflion's  ftrifc. 
And  all  opinion's  colours  call  on  life. 

Our  depths  who  fathoms,  or  ourfhallows  finds. 
Quick  whirls,  andfhifting  eddies,  of  our  minds? 
On  humaji  adlions  reafon  tho'  you  can,  I5 

It  may  be  reafon,  but  it  is  not  man  : 
His  principle  of  aflion  once  explore, 
That  inftant  'tis  his  principle   no  more. 
Like  following  iife  thro'  creatures  you  diffefl, 
Youloie  itia  the  moment  you  dttcft,  $0 

Yet 
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Yet  more ;  the  difference  is  as  great  between 
The  optics  feeing,  as  the  objefts  feen. 
AH  manners  take  a  tinfture  from  our  own  ; 
Orcomcdifcolour'd  thro'  our  paffions  fliovvn. 
Or  fancy's  beam  enlarges,  multiplies,  ^5 

Contrails,  inverts,  and  gives  ten  thoufand  dyes. 

Nor  v»-ill  life's  ftream  for  obfervation  ftay, 
It  hurries  all  too  faft  to  mark  their  way  : 
In  vain  fedate  rcflefllons  we  would  make. 
When  half  our  knowledge  we  mull  fnatch,  not  take.    40' 
Oft'  in  the  paffion's  wild  rotation  toft. 
Our  fpring  of  aftion  to  ourfelves  Is  loft  : 
Tir'd,  not  determin'd,  to  the  laft  we  yield. 
And  what  comes  then  is  mafter  of  the  field. 
As  the  laft  image  of  that  troubled  heap,  45 

When  fenfe  fubfides,  and  fancy  fports  in  fieep, 
(Tho'  paft  the  rccolleftion  of  the  thought) 
Becomes  the  ftufFof  which  our  dream  is  wroufjht: 
Something  as  dim  to  our  internal  view. 
Is  thus,  perhaps,  the  caufe  of  moft  we  do.  50 

True,  fome  are  open,  and  to  all  men  known; 
Others  fo  very  clofe,  they're  hid  from  none; 
(So  darknefs  ftrikes  the  fenfe  no  lefs  than  light) 
Thus  gracious  Chandos  is  belov'd  at  fight  ; 
And  ev'ry  child  hates  Shylock,  tho'  his  foul  55 

Still  fits  at  fquat,  and  peeps  not  from  its  hole. 
At  half  mankind  when  gcn'rous  Manly  raves. 
All  know  'tis  virtue,  for  he  thinks  them  knaves : 
W'hen  univerfal  homage  Umbra  pays, 
All  fee  *tis  vice,  and  itch  of  vulgar  praife.  ^o 

When  flatt'ry  glares,  all  hate  it  In  a  queen. 
While  one  there  is  who  charms  us  with  his  fpleen. 

But  thel'e  plain  characters  we  rarely  find  : 
Tbo'  ftrong  the  bent,  yet  quick  the  turns  of  mind  : 
Or  puzzling  contraries  confound  the  whole  ;  65 

Or  affcftations  quite  rcverfe  the  foul. 
The  dull,  flat  falfehood  ferves  for  policy, 
Aad  in  the  cunning,  truth  itfelf's  a  lie  : 

5  Unthought- 
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Unthought-of  frailties  cheat  us  in  the  wife  ; 

The  fool  lies  hid  in  inconfiftcncics.  70 

See  the  fame  man,  in  vigour,  in  the  gout ; 
Alone,  in  company  ;  in  place,  or  out ; 
Early  at  bus'ncfsj  anJ  at  hazard  late  ; 
Mad  at  a  fox- chafe,  wife  at  a  debate  ; 
I^runk  at  a  borough,  civil  at  a  ball ;  *^ 

Friendly  at  Hackney,   faithlefs  at  Whitehall. 

Catius  is  ever  mora!,  ever  grave, 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave, 
Savejuft  at  dinner — then  prefers,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  withven'fon  to  a  faint  without,  go 

Who  would  not  praifc  Patricio's  high  defert, 
His  hand  unllain'd,  his  uncorrupted  heart. 
His  comprehenilve  head  !  all  int'reft  wciah'd. 
All  Europe  fav'd,  yet  Britain  not  betray'd. 
He  thanks  you  not,  iiii  pride  is  inpicquette,  85 

Newmarket-fame,  and  judgment  at  a  bet. 

What  made  (fay  Montagnc,  or  more  fage  CharronI) 
Otho  a  warrior,  Cromwell  a  buffoon  ? 
A  perjur'd  prince  *  a  leaden  faint  revere, 
A  godleft  regent  tremble  at  a  ftar  f  ?  50 

The  throne  a  bigot  keep,   a  genius  quit  ^, 
Faithlefs  through  piety,  and  dup'd  thro'  wit  ? 
Europe  a  woman,  child,  or  dotard  rule. 
And  juft  her  wifeft  monarch  made  a  fool  |  ? 

Know,  God  and  Nature  only  are  the  fame  :  95 

In  man,  the  judgment  llioots  at  flying  game  ; 
A  bird  of  parage  !  gone  as  foon  as  found, 
Now  in  the  moon  perhaps,   now  under  ground. 

*  Louis   XI.  of    France  wore  i a   Lis  hat  a  Ifiiden    image  of  ihi  Virgin 
Mary,  which  when  he  fwore  by,  he  fcaied  to  break  his  oa'h. 

f  Philip,  duke  of  Orleans,  r.gcnt  of  France,  in  the  minoriiy  of  Louis 
XV.  fupcrftitious  in  judicial  artrolcgy,  though  an  unbeliever  in  all  religion 

§  Philip  V.  of  Spaiii,   who  after  rmounring  the  throne  for  rcligtoii,  r 
fumed  it  to  ^itJfy  his  queen  j  and  Victor   Amadcus  II.  king  of  Sarr!   /., 
who  rcfi]giired  the  croMn,  and  trying  to  rcadumc  it,  was  imprifoae!    i:l!  I.ii 
death. 

^  Tbi  Czarina,  ihc  k'log  of  France,  the  J'opc  and  the  a'.)0»'c-rt!!. 
kinp  of  Sardinia. 

Vol.  I.  R  r  la 
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In  vain  the  fage,  with  retrofpeftive  eye, 
Would  from  th'  apparent  What  conclude  the  Why,   lOO 
Infer  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  fliew, 
That  what  we  chanc'd  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  if  fortune  or  a  miflrefs  frowns, 
Some  plunge  in  bus'nefs,  others  fliave  their  crowns  : 
To  eafe  the  foul  of  one  oppreffive  weight,  105 

This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  ftate  : 
The  fame  aduft  complexion  has  impell'd 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field  *. 

Not  always  a£lions  fhew  the  man  :  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindnefs,  is  not  therefore  kind  :  ilo 

Perhaps  profperity  becalm'd  his  breaft. 
Perhaps  the  wind  juft  fliifted  from  the  call : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  feeks  retreat. 
Pride  guide?  his  fteps,   and  bids  him  fhun  the  great : 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  therefore  brave,  115 

He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meaneft  flave  ; 
Who  reafons  wifely  is  not  tlierefore  wife. 
His  pride  in  rcas'ning,  not  in  afting  lies. 

But  grant  that  aftions  beft  difcover  man  ; 
Take  the  moft  ftrong,  and  fort  them  as  you  can*  13© 

The  few  that  glare,  each  charafter  mufl  mark, 
You  balance  not  the  many  in  the  dark. 
What  will  you  do  with  fuch  as  difagree  ? 
Supprefs  them,  or  mifcall  them  policy  ? 
Muil  then  at  once  (the  charadler  to  fave)  125 

.   The  plain  rough  hero  turn  a  crafty  knave  ? 
Alas!   in  truth  the  man  but  chang'd  his  mind, 
Perhaps  was  fick,  in  love,  or  had  not  din'd. 


*  The  attrabilaire  complexion  of  Philip  II.  is  well  known,  but  not  fo 
well  that  he  derived  it  from  his  father  Charles  V.  whofc  health,  the  hiflori* 
ansof  his  life  tell  us,  was  frequently  difordcred  by  bilious  fevers.  But  what 
the  author  meant  principally  to  obfcrve  here  was,  that  this  humour  made 
l)Oih  thcfe  princes  aft  contrary  to  their  ch.iraflcr  ;  Charles,  who  was  an  ac- 
tive man,  when  he  retired  in' o  a  convent ;  Philip,  who  was  a  man  of  the 
dofct,  when  hj  gave  the  batil:  of  St.  Quintin. 

Alk 
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Aflc  why  from  Britain  Citlar  would  retreat  ? 

Cscfar  *  himfclf  niiglit  wliifpcr  he  was  beat.  I  JO 

Why  rilk  the  world's  great  empire  for  a  punk  ?  f 

Ca^far  perhaps  might  anfwer  he  was  drunk. 

But  fagc  hiftorians !  'tis  your  talk  to  prove 

One  a^lion  conduct ;  one  heroic  love. 

'Tis  from  high  life  high  chambers  arc  drawn  ;        135 
A  faint  in  crape  is  twice  a  faint  in  lawn  ; 
Ajudgcisjuft,  a  chanc'lor  juftcr  ftlll ; 
A  gownman,  le;'in'd;  a  blfhop,  v/hat  you  will; 
Wife,  if  a  miniftcr  ;  but,  if  a  king, 
More  wife,  more  learn'd,  more  jufc,  more  ev'ry  thing. 
Court-virtues  bear,  like  gems,  the  higheft  rate,  141 

Born  where  heav'n's  influence  fcarce  can  penetrate  : 
In  life's  low  vale,  the  foil  the  virtues  like, 
They  pleafe  as  beauties,  here  as  wonders  ftrike. 
Tho'  the  fame  fun  with  all-difFufive  rays  145 

BluOi  in  the  rofe,  and  in  the  di'mond  blaze. 
We  prize  the  ftiongcr  effort  of  his  pow'r. 
And  juftly  fet  the  gem  above  the  flow'r. 

'Tis  education  forms  the  common  mind, 
Juft  as  the  twig  is  bent,  the  tree's  inclin'd.  150 

Boaftful  and  rough,   yuur  urfl  fon  is  a'fquire; 
The  next  a  tradcfmai>^  meek,  and  much  a  liar  ; 
Tom  ftruts  a  foldier,  open,  bold  and  brave; 
Will  fneaks  a  fcriv'ner,  an  excecdlno:  knave  : 
Is  he  a  churchman  ?  then  he's  fond  of  pow'r  :  155 

A  quaker  ?  lly :  a  prefbyterian  ?  four  : 
A  fmart  free-thinker  ?  all  tilings  in  an  hour. 


i 


•  Czfar -wrote  his  Commentaries,  in  imitation  of  ihc  Greek  Grr.c/als,  fjr 
the  tntctiainmcut  of  the  world  :  But  Iiad  liit  friends  alkcd  hiiU,  in  his  ejir, 
the  rearon  of  his  fudd^n  retreat  from  Bri'ain,  after  io  many  pietendcd  vic- 
tories, we  have  caufc  to  fiirp;rt,  even  from  his  own  public  rclition  of  I'n 
matter,  that  he  would  have  Whifpcr'd  he  was  beat. 

f  After  the  battle  of  Fharfalia,  Cxfar  purfucd  hi*  enemy  to  Aleicandria, 
where  he  became  infatuated  with  th:  charms  of  Cleopatra,  an;l  inlheail  of 
pufhing  his  advantages,  and  difperfina  the  rclicks  of  the  Plianulian  quarrel, 
(after  narrowly  efeaping  the  violence  of  an  enraged  populace}  l:rou;>ht  upon 
hi^l-if  an  uiMiccclUiiy  war,  at  a  t  mc  his  arms  wcra  mo.l  waa'.c-I  clfiswhrre. 

Rra  Alk 
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Alk  men's  opinions :  Scoto  now  fhall  tell 
How  trade  increafes,  and  the  world  goes  well ; 
Strike  off  his  penlion,  by  the  fetting  fun,  i6o 

And  Britain,  if  not  Europe,  is  undone. 

That  gay  free-thinker,  a  fine  talker  once, 
What  turns  him  now  a  ftupid  lilent  dunce;  ? 
Some  God,  or  fpirit,  he  has  lately  found ; 
Or  chanc'd  to  meet  a  miniller  that  frown'd.  165 

Judge  we  by  nature  ?  habit  can  efface, 
Int'reft  o'ercome,  or  policy  take  place  : 
By  aftions  }  thofe  uncertainty  divides  ; 
Bypaffions?  thefe  diffimulation  hides : 
Opinions  ?  they  ftill  take  a  wider  range  :  170 

Find,  if  you  can,  in  what  you  cannot  change. 

Manners  with  fortunes,  humours  turn'd  with  climes. 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Search  then  the  Ruling  Passion  :  "^  there,  alone. 
The  wild  arc  conftant,   and  the  cunning  known  ;         175 
The  fool  confiftent,  and  the  falfe  fincere  ; 
Priefls,  princes,  women,  no  diffemblers  here. 
This  clue  once  found,  unravels  all  the  reft. 
The  profpeft  clears,  and  Wharton  flands  confeft. 
Wharton,  the  fcorn  and  wonder  of  our  days,  180 

Whofe  ruling  paffion  was  the  luft  of  praife  : 
Born  with  whate'cr  could  win  it  from  the  wife, 
Women  and  fools  muft  like  him  or  he  dies : 
Tho'  wond'ring  fenates  hung  on  all  he  fpoke. 
The  club  muft  hail  him  mailer  of  the  joke.  185. 

Shall  parts  fo  various  aim  at  nothing  new  ? 
He'll  fhinc  a  Tully,  and  a  Wilmot  f  too. 
.Then  turns  repentant,  and  his  God  adores 
With  the  fame  fpirit  that  he  drinks  and  whores ; 
Enough  if  all  around  him  but  admire,  190 

And  now  the  punk  applaud,  and  now  the  frier. 


*  See  EHTay  on  Man,  tp.  ii.  vcr.   133.  et  feq. 

f  Jolin  Wilmor,  E.  ofRochcflcr,  famous  for  his  wit  :;nd  exfravagancies 
in  the  time  of  Charles  II. 

Thus 
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Thus  with  each  gift  of  nature  and  of  art, 

Anil  wanting  nothing  but  an  honcft  heart ; 

Grown  all  to  all,   from  no  one  vice  exempt ; 

And  moft  conteiuptible,  to  Ihun  contempt ;  195 

His  pallion  ftill,  to  covet  gen'ral  praife, 

His  life,  to  forfeit  it  a  thouf?.nd  ways  ; 

A  conftaot  bounty,  which  no  friend  has  made ; 

An  angel  tongue,  which  no  man  can  pcrfuadc  ; 

A  fool,  with  more  of  wit  than  half  mankind,  200 

Too  rafh  for  thought,  for  a£tion  too  rehn*d  ; 

A  tyrant  to  the  wife  his  heart  approves ; 

A  rebel  to  the  very  king  he  loves  ; 

He  dies,  fad  outcaft  of  each  church  and  ftatc, 

And,  harder  rtill  !   flagitious,   yet  not  great.  205 

Aik  you  why  Wharton  broke  thro'  ev'ry  rule  ? 

*Twas  all  for  fear  the  knaves  fliould  call  him  fool. 

Nature  well  known,  no  prodigies  remain, 
Comets  are  regular,  and  Wharton  plain. 

Yet,  in  this  fearch,  the  vvifcft  may  miftake,  210 

If  fecond  qualities  for  fufi:  they  take. 
When  Catiline  by  rapine  fwell'd  his  ftore  ; 
When  Caifar  made  a  noble  dame  a  whore  ; 
In  this  the  luft,  in  that  the  avarice 

Were  means,   not  ends ;  ambition  was  the  vice.  215 

That  very  Csfar  born  in  Scipio's  days. 
Had  airn*d,  like  him,  by  chaftity,  at  praife. 
Lucullus,  when  frugality  could  charm. 
Had  roaftcd  turnips  in  the  Sabine  farm. 
In  vain  th'  obferver  eyes  the  builder's  toil,  220 

But  quite  miftakes  the  fcafFoId  for  the  pile. 

In  this  one  paflion  man  can  ftrcngth  enjoy, 
As  fits  give  vigour,  juft  when  they  dcftroy. 
Time,  that  on  all  things  lays  his  lenient  hand, 
Ycr  tames  not  this  ;  it  ftitks  to  our  laft  fand.  225 

Cojififtcnt  in  our  follies  and  our  fms. 
Here  honcft    nature  ends  as  Ihe   begins. 

Old  j.oliticians  chew  on  wifdom  paft, 
And  rotter  on  in  bns'nefs  to  the  laft  ; 

A« 
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As  weakj  as  earncft  ;  and  as  gravely  out,  23O 

As  fobcr  Lanefb'row  *  dancing  in  die  gout. 

Behold  a  rev'rend  fire,  whom  want  of  grace 
Has  made  the  father  of  a  namelefs  race, 
ShovM  from  the  wall  perhaps,  or  rudely  prefs'd 
By  his  own  fon,  that  paffes  by  unblefs'd  :  235 

Still  to  his  wench  he  crawls  on  knocking  knees, 
And  envies  ev'ry  fparrow  that  he  fees. 

A  falmon's  belly,  Helluo,  was  thy  fate  ; 
The  do£tor  call'd,  declares  all  help  too  late  : 
*'  Mercy  !  cries  Helluo,  mercy  on  my  foul  !  24© 

<<  Is  there  no  hope  ? — Alas !— then  bring  the  jowl." 

The  frugal  crone,  whom  praying  priefls  attend. 
Still  ftrives  to  fave  the  hallow'd  taper's  end, 
Colle£ls  her  breath,  as  ebbing  life  retires. 
For  one  puff  more,  and  in  that  pufF  expires.  245 

<'  Odious!  in  woollen!  'tvv^ould  a  faint  provoke, 
(Where  the  lafl  words  that  poor  Narciffa  fpoke) 
«'  No  let  a  charming  Chintz,  and  BrufTels  lace 
*'  Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  fliade  my  lifelefs  face : 
<*  One  would  not,  fure,  be  frightful  when  one's  dead — 
*'  And — Betty — give  this  cheek  a  little  red."  251 

The  courtier  fmooth,  who  forty  years  had  lliin'd 
An  humble  fervant  to  all  human-kind, 
Juft  brought  out  this,  when  fcarce  his  tongue  could  ftir, 
*'  If — where  I'm  going — I  could  ferve  you  Sir  r"       255 

**  I  give  and  I  devife  (old  Euclio  faid. 
And  figh'd)   "  my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  Sir? — "  My  money,  Sir,  what  all  ? 
*'  Why, — ^if  I  muft — (then  wept)  I  give  it  Paul." 
The  manor.  Sir  ? — "The  manor!  hold,  he  cry'd,     26© 
*'  Not  that, — I  cannot  part  with  that" — and  dy'd. 

And  you  !  brave  Cobham,  to  the  lateft  breath, 
^hall  feel  your  ruling  paffion  ftrong  in  death  : 
Such  in  thofe  moments  as  in  all  the  paft, 
"  Oh,  fave  my  country,  heav'n  !"  fliall  be  your  laft. 

*  An  ancient  nobleman,  wiio  continued  this  pra(ftice  lon^  after  his  legs 
were  dilabled  by  the  gout.  Upon  the  death  of  Prince  George  of  Denmark, 
he  demanded  an  audience  of  tht  <jueen,  to  advif.  her  to  prefcrve  her  healthy 
and  difpcl  her  erief  by  Dancing, 
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Of  the    Characters    of  Women. 

NOTHING  fo  true  as  what  you  once  let  fall, 
"  Mofl  women  have  no  charailers  at  all." 
Matter  too  foft  a  lading  mark  to  bear, 
And  bed  didinguifliM  by  black,  brown,  or  fair. 

How  many  pi<^ures  of  one  nymph  wc  view,  j 

All  how  unlike  each  other,  all  how  true  ! 
Arcadia's  countefs,  here,  in  ermin'd  pride. 
Is  there,   Paftora  by  a  fountain  fide. 
Here  Fannia,  leering  on  her  own  good  man, 
And  there,  a  naked  Leda  with  a  fwan.  19 

Let  then  the  fair  one  beautifully  cry, 
In  Magdalene's  loofe  hair  and  lifted  eve. 
Or  drell  in  fmilcs  of  fweet  Cecilia  (hine. 
With  limp' ring  angels,  palms,  and  harps  divine  ; 
Whether  the  charmer  finner  it,  or  fnint  it,  i^j 

If  folly  grow  romantic,  I  muft  paint  it. 

Come  then,  the  colours  and  the  ground  prepare  ! 
Dip  in  the  rainbow,   trick  her  off  in  air; 

Chufc 
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Chufe  a  firm  cloud,  before  it  fall,  and  in  it 

Catch,  ere  flie  change,  the  Cynthia  of  this  minute.       20 

Rufa,  whofe  eye  quick  glancing  o'er  the  Park, 
Attrafts  each  light  gay  meteor  of  a  fpark, 
Agrees  as  ill  with  Rufa  ftudying  Locke, 
As  Sappho's  di'monds  with  her  dirty  fmock  ; 
Or  Sappho  at  her  toilet's  greazy  tafk,  25" 

With  Sappho  fragrant  at  an  ev'ning  mafk  : 
So  morning  infers  that  in  muck  begun, 
Shine,  buzz,  and  fly-blow  in  the  fetting-fun. 

How  foft  is  Silia  !   fearful  to  offend  ; 
The  frail  one's  advocate,  the  weak  one's  friend.  30 

To  her,  Califta  prov'd  her  condu£t  nice  ; 
And  good  Simplicius  alks  of  her  advice.  ^ 

Sudden,  flic  ftorms  !  (he  raVes  !  You  tip  the  wink, 
But  fpare  your  cenfure  :  Silia  does  not  drink. 
All  eyes  may  fee  from  what  the  change  aroic,  35 

All  eyes  may  fee — a  pimple  on  her  nofe. 

Papillia,  wedded  to  her  am'rous  fpark, 
Sighs  for  the  fliadcs — "  How  charming  is  a  park  I" 
A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  fair  he  fees 
All  bath'd  in  tears — *'  Oh  odious,  odious  trees  !"  4° 

Ladies,  like  variegated  tulips,  fhovv  ; 
'Tis  to  their  chan<<es  half  their  charms  we  owe  : 
Fine  by  defecl,  and  delicately  v\?eak. 
Their  happy  fpots  the  nice  admirer  take, 
*Twas  thus  Calypfo  once  each  heart  alarm'd,  45 

Aw'd  v/ithout  virtue,   without  beauty  charm'd  ; 
Her  tongue  bewitch'd  as  oddly  as  her  eyes, 
Lefs  wit  than  mimic,,  more  a  wit  than  wife  ; 
Stranore  crraces  ftill,  and  ftranijer  fljf^hts  (he  had. 
Was  juft  not  ugly,  and  was  juft  not  mad  ;  50 

Yet  ne'er  fo  fure  our  paffion  to  create, 
As  when  (he  touch'd  the  brink  of  all  we  hate. 

NarcifTa's  nature,  tolerably  mild. 
To  make  a  wafli,  would  hardly  ftew  a  child  ; 
Has  ev'n  been  prov'd  to  grant  a  lover's  pray'r,  55 

And  paid  a  tradefman  once  to  make  him  ftare  ; 

3  Give 
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Give  alms  at  Eaftcr,  in  a  chiiftian  trim, 

And  made  a  widow  happy,  for  a  whim. 

Why  then  declare  good-nature  is  her  Iconi, 

Wlicn  'tis  by  that  alone  fhe  can  be  borne  r  Co 

Why  pique  all  mortals,  yet  affctfl  a  name  ? 

A  fool  to  pleafurc,  yet  a  llave  to  fame  : 

Now  deep  in  Taylor  and  the  Book,  of  Martyrs, 

Now  drinking  citron  with  his  Grace  and  Chartrcs  : 

Now  confciencc  chills  her,  and  now  paifion  burns ;       65 

And  atheifm  and  religion  take  their  turns , 

A  very  Heathen  in  the  carnal  part. 

Yet  ftill  a  fad,  good  Chriftian  at  her  heart. 

See  lin  in  flate,  majcftically  drunk  ; 
Proud  as  a  peercfs,  prouder  as  a  punk  ;  70 

Chafte  toher  hufband,  frank  to  all  befide, 
A  teeming  miftrefs,  but  a  barren  bride. 
What  then  ?  let  blood  and  body  bear  the  fault. 
Her  head's  untouch'd,  that  noble  feat  ot  tiiought : 
Such  this  day's  dodrinc — in  another  fit  7^ 

She  fms  with  poets  thro'  pure  love  of  wit. 
What  has  not  fir'd  her  bofora  or  her  brain  ? 
Caefar  and  Tall-boy,  Charles  and  Charlema'ne. 
As  Helluo,  late  dictator  of  the  feaft. 
The  nofe  of  hautgout,   and  the  tip  of  tafte,  80 

Critiqu'd  your  wine,  and  analy-i'd  your  meat. 
Yet  on  plain  pudding  deiga'd  at  home  to  eat ; 
So  Philomede,  k£t*ring  ail  mankind 
On  the  foftpaflion,  and  the  taftc  refm'd, 
Th' addrefs,  the  delicacy — {loops  at  once,  85 

And  makes  her  hearty  meal  upon  a  dunce. 

Flavia's  a  wit,  has  too  much  fcnfe  to  pray  ; 
To  toad  our  wants  and  willie^.,  is  her  way  ; 
Nor  alks  of  God,  but  of  her  itars,  to  give 
The  mighty  blefling,  *•'  while  we  live,  to  live."  90 

Then  all  for  death,  that  opiate  of  the  foul  ! 
Lucretia's  dagger,  Rofamonda's  bowl. 
Say,  what  can  caufc  fuch  impotence  of  mind  ? 
A  fpark  too  fickle,  or  a  fpoufe  too  kind. 

Vol.  I.  Sf  Wiie 
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Wife  vvretcli  I  with  pleafures  too  refin'tl  to  plcafe  ;       95 

With  too  much  fpirit  to  be  e'er  at  eale; 

"With  too  much  quicknefs  ever  to  be  taught; 

-With  too  much  thinking  to  have  common  thought : 

You  purchafc  pain  with  all  that  joy  c  a  it  give, 

And  die  of  nothing  but  a  rage  to  live.  100 

Turn  then  from  wits ;  and  look  on  Simo's  mate, 
No  afs  fo  meek,   no  afs  io  obftinate. 
Or  her,  that  owns  her  faults,  but  never  mends, 
Becaufc  fhe's  honeft,  and  the  beft  of  friends. 
Or  her,  whofe  life  the  church  and  fcandal  fliare,  lO^ 

For  ever  in  a  pafiion,  or  a  pray'r. 
Or  her,  who  laughs  at  hell,  but  (like  her  Grace) 
)Cries,   "  Ah  !  how  charming,  if  ther&'s  no  fuch  place  !" 
Or  who  in  fw^et  viciffitude  appears 
Of  mirth  and  opium,  ratafic  and  tears, 
The  daily  anodyne,  and  nightly  draught, 
T6  kill  ihofe  foes  to  fair  ones,  time  and  thought, 
■"^oman  and  fool  are  two  hard  things  to  hit ; 
For  true  no-meaning  puzzles  more  than  wit. 

But  what  are  thefe  to  great  Atoffa's  mind  ?  115 

Scarce  once  hcrfelf,  by  turns  all  womankind  ! 
Who,  withherfclf,   or  others,   from  her  birth 
Finds  all  her  life  one  Vv^arfare  upon  earth  ; 
Shines,  in  expoiing  knaves,  and  painting  foqh^ 
Yet  is,  wjiaje'er  flie  hates  and  ridicules,  120 

No  thought  advances,  but  her  eddy  brain 
Whiiks  it  al^out,  and  down  it  goes  again. 
Full  lixty  ye^rs  the  world  has  been  her  trade. 
The  wifell  fool  much  time  has  ever  made. 
From  lovcjlefs  youth  to  unrefpcdled  age,  125 

No  paflion  gratify'd,  except  her  rage, 
60  much  the  fury  ftill  out-ran  the  wit,^ 
'f  he  plealure  mifs'd  her,  and  the  fcandal  hit. 
Who  breaks  with  her,  provokes  revenge  from  hell. 
But  he's  a  bolder  man  who  dares  be  well.  130 

Her  ev'ry  turn  with  violence  purfu'd, 
Kcr  more  a  florm  her  h;ite  than  gratJtyde  : 
'  -  •  To 
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I'd  that  each  paflion  turns,  or  loon  or  late  ; 

Love,  it  it  makes  her  yield,  inuft  make  her  hate  : 

Superiors?  death!   and  equalb?   whr^t  a  curie  1  13^ 

But  an  interior  not  dtj)t;ndHnt  ?  worle. 

Offend  her,  and  ihe  knows  not  to  forgive; 

Oblige  her,   and  Hic'll  hate  you  while  you  live  : 

But  die,  and  flie'll  adore  vou — Then  the  bv.ft 

And  temple  rife — then  tall  a;jain  to  duft.  140 

Lad  night,  her  lord  was  all  that's  good  and  great ; 

A  knave  this  mornin?,  and  his  will  a  cheat. 

Strange!   by  the  means  deleated  of  the  ends, 

By  Ipirit  robb'd  of  pow'r,  by  warmth  of  friends. 

By  wealth  of  followers  !   without  one  diilrefs  145 

Sick  of  herfelf  thro'  v(^ry  lelfifnnels ! 

AtofTa,  curs'd  with  ev'ry  granted  pray'r, 

Childlttb  with  all  her  children,  wants  an  heir. 

To  heirs  unknown  dcfccnds  th'  unguarded  ilore. 

Or  wanders,  heav'n-direfted,  to  the  poor.  15O 

Pictures  like  thefc,  dear  madam,  to  dcfign, 
Alks  no  firm  hand,  and  no  unerring  line  ; 
Some  wand'ring  touches,  Ibmc  retieded  light, 
Some  flying  ftroke  alone  can  hit  'em  right  : 
For  how  Oiould  equal  colours  do  the  knack  ?  15J 

Chameleons  who  can  paint  in  white  and  black  ? 

"  Yet  Chloe  fure  was  form'd  without  a  fpot." — 
t^ature  in  her  then  crr'd  not,  but  forgot, 
"  With  ev'ry  pleafmg,  cv'ry  prudent  part, 
*'  Say,  what  can  Chloe  want  r" — She  wants  a  heart. 
She  fpeaks,  behaves,  and  acls  juft  as  flie  ought,  i6x 

But  never,  never,  reach'd  one  gen'rous  thought. 
Virtue  fhe  finds  too  painfjl  an  endeavour, 
Content  to  dwell  in  deccncisi  for  ever. 
So  very  reaibnable,  lb  unmov'd,  165 

As  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  lov'd. 
She,  while  her  lover  pants  upon  her  breafl, 
Can  mark  the  figures  on  an  Indian  cheft ; 
And  when  fhe  lees  her  friend  in  deep  dcfpair, 
Obferveb  how  mwch  a  chintz  exceeds  mohair.  176 

S  f  a  Forbid 
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Forbid  it  heav*n  a  favour  or  a  debt 

She  eVr  fhoukl  cancel — but  flie  may  forget. 

Safe  is  your  fecrct  ftlll  in  Chloe's  car; 

But  none  of  Chloe's  fhall  you  ever  hear. 

Of  all  her  dears  flie  never  flander'd  one,  175 

But  cares  not  if  a  thoufand  are  undone. 

Would  Chloe  knov/  if  you're  alive  or  dead  ? 

She  bids  her  footman  put  it  in  her  head, 

Chloe  is  prudent — Would  you  too  be  wife  ? 

Then  never  break  your  heart  when  Chloe  dies.  180 

One  certain  portrait  may  (I  grant)  be  feen, 

Which  heav'n  has  varnifh'd  out,  and  made  a  Queen  t 

The  same  for  ever!  and  defcrib'd  by  all 

With  truth  and  goodnefs,  as  with  crown  and  ball. 

Poets  heap  virtues,   painters  gems  at  will,  185 

And  fhew  their  zeal,  and  hide  their  want  of  Ikill. 

'Tis  well — but,  artifts  !  who  can  paint  or  write. 

To  draw  the  naked  is  your  trfte  Jelight. 

That  robe  of  quality  fo  ftruts  and  fwells. 

None  fee  what  parts  of  nature  it  conceals :  19Q 

Th'  exa^'iiefl  traits  of  body  or  of  mind, 

We  ov;e  to  models  of  an  humble  kind. 

If  QuEENsBERRY  to  ftrip  there's  no  compelling, 

'Tis  from  a  handmaid  we  muft  take  a  Helen. 

From  peer  or  bifliop  'tis  no  eafy  thing  195 

To  draw  the  man  who  loves  his  god,  or  king  : 

Alas!  I  copy,    (or  my  draught  would  fail) 

From  honell  Mah'met,  or  plain  parfon  Hale. 

But  grant,  in  public  men  fometimes  are  fliown, 
A  woman's  fcen  in  private  life  alone  :  100 

Our  bolder  talents  in  full  light  dlfplay'd; 
Your  virtues  open  faireft  in  the  (hade. 
Bred  to  dilguife,  in  public  'tis  you  hide  ; 
There,  noac  diftinguifh  'twixt  your  fliame  or  pride, 
Weakncfs  or  delicacy  ;  all  fo  nice,  205 

That  each  may  feem  a  virtue,  or  a  vice. 

In  men  wc  various  ruling  paflions  find  j 
In  women,  two  almoll  divide  the  kind  ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe,  only  fix'd,  tliey  firft  or  laft  obey, 

The  love  of  pleafure  and  the  love  of  fway.  210 

That,  nature  gives ;  and  where  the  leflTon  taught 
Is  but  to  pleale,  can  pleafure  feem  a  fault  ? 
Experience,  this;  by  man's  opprcflioncuril, 
They  Icck  the  fccond  not  to  lofe  the  firft. 

Men,  fome  to  bus'nefs,  fomc  to  pleafure  take  ;       21  j 
But  cv'ry  woman  is  at  heart  a  rake  : 
Men,  fomc  to  quiet,  fomc  to  public  ftrife  ; 
But  ev'ry  lady  would  he  queen  fur  life. 

Yet  mark  the  fate  of  a  whole  fex  of  queens  ! 
Pow'r  all  their  end,  but  beauty  all  the  means :  220 

In  youth  they  conquer  with  fo  wild  a  rage. 
As  leaves  them  fcarce  a  fubjc£t  in  their  age  : 
For  foreign  glory,   foreign  joy,   they  roam  ; 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happinefs  at  home. 
But  wifdom's  triumph  is  wcll-tim'd  retreat,  2e^ 

As  hard  a  fcience  to  the  fair  as  great  ! 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  fricndlefs  grown, 
Y'ethate  repofe,  and  dread  to  be  alone. 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  cv'ry  eye, 
Kor  leave  one  figh  behind  them  when  they  die.  233 

Pleafurcs  the  fex,  as  children  birds,  purfuc. 
Still  out  of  reach,  yet  never  out  of  view  ; 
Sure,  if  they  catch,  to  Ipoil  the  toy  at  niofl, 
To  covet  flying,  and  regret  when  loft  : 
At  laft,  to  follies  youth  could  fcarce  defend,  235 

It  grow^  their  age's  prudence  to  pretend  ; 
Afham'd  to  own  they  gave  delight  before, 
Reduc'd  to  feign  it,  when  they  give  no  more  : 
As  hags  hold  fabbaths,  Icfs  for  joy  than  fpite, 
So  thefe  their  merry,  mifcrablc  night ;  24^ 

Still  round  and  round  the  ghofts  of  beauty  glide, 
And  haunt  the  places  where  their  honour  dy'd. 

See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards  ! 
A  youth  of  frolicks,  an  old  age  of  cards  ; 
Fair  to  no  purpofe,  artful  to  no  end,  245 

Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend  ; 

2  A  (op 
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A  fop  their  pafTion,   but  their  prize  a  fot, 
Alive,  ridiculous,  and  dead,  forgot  ! 

Ah  !   friend  !  to  dazzle  let  the  vain  dcfiorn  : 
To  raife  the  thought,  and  touch  the  heart,  be  thine !   250^ 
That  charm  fliall  grow,  while  what  fatigues  the  ring, 
Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing  : 
So  when  the  fun's  broad  beam  has  tir'd  the  light, 
AH  mild  afcends  the  moon's  more  fober  light. 
Serene  in  virgin  modefly  fhe  fhines,  255 

And  unobfcrv'd  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Oh  !  bleft  with  temper,  wliofe  unclouded  ray- 
Can  make  to-morrow  chearfal  as  to-day  : 
She,  who  can  love  a  lifter's  charms,  or  hear 
Sighs  for  a  daughter  with  unwounded  ear;  260 

She,  who  ne'er  anfwcrs  'till  a  hufband  cools, 
Or,  if  file  rules  him,  never  fhews  fhe  rules ; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  fubmitting  fways. 
Yet  hasher  humour  moft,  when  flie  obeys ; 
Let  fops  or  fortune  fly  which  way  they  will ;  265 

Difdains  all  lofs  of  tickets,   or  codille  ; 
Spleen,  vapours,  orfmall-pox,  above  them  all, 
And  miftrefs  of  hcrfclf,  the'  China  fall. 

And  yet,  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman's  at  bell  a  contradiction  ftill.  270 

Heav'n  when  it  ftrives  to  polifli  all  it  can 
Its  laft  beft  work,  but  forms  a  foftcr  man  ; 
Picks  from  each  fex,  to  make  the  fav'rite  bleft. 
Your  love  of  pleafurc,  our  delirc  of  reft  : 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  gen'ral  rules, 
Your  tafte  of  follies,  with  our  fcorn  of  fools : 
Referve  with  franknefs,  art  with  truth  ally'd. 
Courage  with  foftnefs,  modefty  with  pride  ; 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fancy  ever  new  : 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces — You.  280 

Be  this  a  woman's  fame  :  with  this  unblcft, 
Toafts  live  a  fcorn,  and  queens  may  die  a  jeft. 
This  Phoebus  promis'd  (I  forget  the  year) 
When  thofe  blue  eyes  firft  open'd  on  the  fphere  ; 

Afcendatit 
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Afccndant  Phcebu*  watchM  that  hour  with  care,         285 

Averted  half  your  parents'  fimple  pray'r  ; 

And  gave  you  beauty,  but  deny'd  the  pelf* 

That  buys  your  fex  a  tyrant  o'er  itfclf. 

The  gen'rous  god,  who  wit  and  gold  refines. 

And  ripens  fpirits  as  he  ripens  iniot';.  290 

Kept  drol's  for  duchelTes,  the  world  fhall  know  it. 

To  you  gave  fenlc,  gcod-huinour,  and  a  poet. 


•  The  poet  c^ncludfs  hit  Eptflle  with  a  fine  Moral,  that  dfferve*  the  fcri- 
ous  attention  of  th£  public  -  It  is  this,  t!>at  all  the  extravagancies  of  thefs 
vie  0U5  ooaraft.rs  here  Jeicribcil,  arc  mutl»  inflamfd  by  a  wrong  education, 
hinted  at  in  ver.  loj  ;  and  that  even  the  bcft  are  rather  iVcurrd  by  a  gad 
gaturai  than  by  ilie  pru<lcnce  and  piovidcccc  of  parents  ;  whidi  obfcrvaiian 
is  conveyfd  under  the  fublimc  cl'ITical  machiHtry  of  Phoebus  in  the  afcrnd- 
ant,  watching  the  natal  hour  of  his  fivourite,  and  avriting  the  ill  cfllrt*  of 
htr  parents  m'ftakcn  fcndnefs  :  for  I  hacLus,  as  the  god  of  \V::,  coifcrs 
Genius;  and,  as  one  of  the  agronomical  intlucnces,  defeats  t!ie  adv:niilious 
Ivas  of  edi.'cati(;n. 

In  concUifir'n,  t'e  great  moral  frcm  both  thcfc  Epiflles  to^e:!ier  is,  that 
the  fJio  rarell  li^in^s  in  all  nauirp  arc  a  diji'.ttrt^td  k-mh  and  a  rfs^'.nailt 
rv^ar.  \VAR«yKTO«. 
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EPISTLE       in. 

T     O 

Allen,  Lord  B  a  t  ii  u  r  s  t. 

ARGUMENT. 

Of  the  U  s  E    of    R  I  c  H  E  s. 

'"I^  HAT  it  is  known  to  few,  moft  falling  into  one  of 
the  extremes,  avarice  ox profufion^  ver.  i,  6cc.  The 
point  difculTed,  whether  the  invention  of  money  has  been 
more  commodious  or  pernicious  to  mankind,  21  to  77. 
That  riches,  either  to  the  avaricious  or  the  prodigal,  can- 
not afford  happinefs,  fcarccly  neceffaries,  89  to  160. 
That  avarice  is  an  abfolute  frenzy,  without  an  end  or 
purpofe,  113,  &c.  152,  Conjectures  about  the  motives 
of  avaricious  men,  121  to  153.  That  the  conduft  of 
men,  with  refpeft  to  riches,  can  only  be  accounted  for 
by  the  Order  of  Providence,  which  works  the  ge- 
neral good  out  of  extremes,  and  brings  all  to  its  great 
end  by  perpetual  revolutions,  161  to  178.  How  a  mifer 
afts  upon  principles  which  appear  to  him  reafonable,  179, 
How  z  prodigal  does  the  fame,  199,  The  due  medium, 
and  true  ufe  of  riches,  2 1 9.  The  man  of  Rofi,  250.  The 
fate  of  the  profufe  and  the  covetous,  in  two  examples;  both 
mlferable  in  life  and  in  death,  30Q,  &c.  The  ftory  of 
Sir  Bulaaniy  339,  to  the  end. 

EPISTLE 
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P.XT7HO  Hiall  decide,  when  do£lors  dlfagrcc, 

'  ^     And  Ibundcft  caluifts  dou1)t,  like  vou  aaJ  mc  ? 
Vou  hold  the  wQrd,   from  Jove  to  Momus  giv'n. 
That  Man  was  made  the  ftandirtg  jcft  ofheav'n; 
And  gold  but  fcnt  to  keep  the  fools  in  play,  5 

For  fome  to  Iveap,  and  fome  to  throw  away. 

Rut  I,  who  think  more  highly  of  our  kind, 
(And  lurely,  heav'n  and  I  arc  of  a  mind) 
Opine,  that  nature,  as  in  duty  bound, 
Deep  hid  the  fliining  mifchief  under  ground  ;  10 

But  when  by  man's  audacious  labour  won, 
Flam'd  forth  this  rival  too,  its  fire,  tJie  fun, 
Then  careful  hcav'n  fupply'd  two  forts  of  men, 
l"o  fvjuander  thcfc,  and  thofe  to  hide  agcn. 

Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  difputc  has  pad,        15 
We  find  our  tenets  juft  the  fame  at  lad. 
Both  fairly  owing,  riches,  in  cffeft, 
No  CTrace  of  heav'n  or  token  of  th'  eleft  ; 
Giv'n  to  the  fool,  the  mad,  tlie  vain,  the  evil, 
To  War-d,   to  Waters,  Chartrcs,  and  the  devil  §.     20 

Vol.  I  .  T  t  B.  What 

•  This  Epiftle  uas  wrirren  after  a  violent  out-cry  aj^inft  our  author,  on 
a  fuppofition  that  he  had  ridicuieJ  a  worthy  nobleman  merely  for  his  w-tong 
cafie.  He  juOificd  hitr.l'elf  upoa  that  article  in  a  letter  to  the  earl  of  Bur- 
lington 

§  John  Ward,  of  Hackney,  cfq;  member  of  Parliament,  bcinjr  proficuted 
by  the  duchcfs  of  Buckingha.Ti,  and  convirted  of  forgery,  was  f:r(^  expelled 
the  Houfc,  and  u'icn  llooil  in  th«  pillory  en  the  17th  of  .Varch  17x7.  He 
was  fafpcdlcd  of  joining  in  a  conveyance  with  Sir  John  Binnt,  tu  fccrcte  fifty 
thoufand  pounds  of  thai  dircffor's  ellate,  forfeited  to  the  Sjiuli-Sea  com- 
psny  by  aO  of  Parliamtnt.  The  company  recovered  the  fifty  thoufaud 
pounds  agrnfl  Ward ;  but  he  fet  up  prior  conveyances  of  his  real  effate  to 
Kis  brother  and  fon,  and  concealed  ail  his  penonjl,  which  was  computed  lo 
be  (me  hundred  and  fifty  ihouCind  poxiodi.  Thefe  conveyances  being  «ir« 
iet  afidc  by  a  Liil  iu  Chanc.ry,  Ward  was  iirpiifonsd,  and  hazarded  the  for« 

,  f(i;ur« 
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B.  What  nature  wants  commodious  gold  beflow?^ 
'Tis  thus  wc  cat  the  bread  another  fows. 

P.  But  how  unequal  it  beftows,  obferve, 
*Tis  thus  fhe  riot,  while,  who  fow  it,  ftarve  : 
What  nature  wants  (aphrafe  I  much  diftruft)  2^ 

Extends  to  luxury,  extends  to  luft  : 
Ufeful,  I  grant,  it  fervcs  what  life  requires. 
But  dreadful  too,  the  dark  aiTafHn  hires : 

B.  Trade  it  may  help,  fociety  extend  : 

P.  But  lures  the  pyratc,  and  corrupts  the  friend.     ^9> 

B.  It  raifes  armies  in  a  nation's  aid  : 

P.  -But  bribes  a  fenate,  and  the  land's  betray 'd. 
In  vain  may  heroes  fight,  and  patriots  rave  j 
H"  fecret  gold  Tap  on  from  knave  to  knave. 
Once,  we  co-nfefs,  beneath  the  patriot's  cloak,  3.5 

From  the  crack'd  bag  the  dropping  guinea  fpoke. 
And  jingling  down  the  back-ftairs,  told  the  crew, 
*'  Old  Cato  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  you." 
Bleft  papei'-credit  !  Lift  and  beftfupply  ! 
That  lends  corruption  lighter  wings  to  fly  I  40 

Gold 

feiture  of  his  life,  by  not  giving  in  his  efi^ils  'till  the  Ixd  day,  which  was 
that  of  his  examination. 

Fr.  Chartres,  a  man  infamous  for  all  manner  of  vices.  When  he  was 
an  enfign  in  the  army,  he  was  drummed  out  of  the  regiment  for  a  cheat ;  he 
was  next  banifhcd  Briificls,  arnl  drummed  out  of  Ghent  on  the  fame  account. 
After  a  hundred  ti'icFts  at  the  gaming-tables,  he  took  to  lending  of  money 
at  exorbitant  intereft  and  on  great  penalties,  accumulating  ptemivtm,  in- 
tcrcft,  and  capital  into  a  new  capital,  and  fcizing  to  a  minute  when- the  pay- 
ments became  due  ;  in  a  word,  by  a  conftant  attention  to  the  vices,  wants, 
and  follies  of  mankind,  he  acquired  an  immenfe  fortune.  Hrs  hoafe  was  a- 
peipetual  bavvdy-houfe.  He  was  twice  condemned  for  rapes,  and  pai'doned  f 
but  the  laft  time  not  without  imprifonmcnt  in  Newgate,  and  large  confifca- 
ilons.  He  died  in  Scotland  in  1731,  aged  62.  The  populace  at  his  funeral 
raifed  a  great  riot,  almoll  tore  the  body  out  of  the  coffin,  and  cafl  dead  dogs, 
&c.  into  the  grave  along  with  it.  The  following  epitaph  cohtains  his  chs- 
niicT  very  Juftly  drawn  by  I>r.  Arbuthnot. 

HERE    continueth  to  rot 

The  Body  of  FRANCIS     CHARTRES, 

Who,  with  an  IKF  LEX  IDLE  Constancy, 

and  In  X M I T I  p  L  E  Um  for  m  i  t  v-  of  Life, 

.»  PersisteB, 
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Gold  imp'd  by  th^e,  can  compafs  hardeft  thlnjN, 
Can  pocket  flates,  can  fetch  or  carry  kings*; 
A  fingle  leaf  Aall  waft  an  army  o'er. 
Or  (hip  olf  fcnatcs  to  feme  diilant  (here; 
A  leaf,  like  Sibyl's,  fcatter  to  and  fro  45 

Our  fates  and  fortuRcs,  as  the  wind  fliall  blow  : 
Pregnant  with  thoufands  flits  the  fcrap  unfcen, 
And  filent  fells  a  kiag,  or  buys  a  queen. 

Infpiteof  Ace  2nd  iKFiiiMiTixs, 

fn  the  PKACTICE  of  Every   Human  Vick; 

Excepting  Prodigality  and  Rv  focus  v  : 

iitt  Mifatiablc  Avaric  r  exempted  him  from  the  6rft, 

Hit  matchlefs  Im  p  u  dcn  c  ■  from  the  frconil. 

Nor  was  be  raorermgiilar 

lo  the  undeviating  Probity  of  his  Mjrnertf 

Than  fuccefsful 

Tn  ylccnmvlf.ting  We  A  L  T  H  ; 

For,  without  Tr  A  3t  or  Prof  ess  ros*,  *^ 

Without  TiusT  of  Public   h'osT.\\ 

And  without  Bribc-wort H Y  Service, 

Nk  acquired,  or  more  properly  created, 

A    Ministerial  Estatk. 

lie  was  thconiv  Perfon  of  his  Time, 

Who  could  CHEAT  without  the  Ma<k  of  Hon  est  y. 

Retain  his  Primeval  Me  A  s  n  ess 

When  pnfTcncd  of  Tin  Thousand  a  Year, 

And  having  daily  deferred  the  Gibbet  for  what  he  did. 

Was  at  la(t  condemned  to  it  for  what  he  ctuld  nor  d». 

"  Oh   indignant  Reader! 

Thtak  not  his  Life  ufelefs  to  Mankind  ! 

P&oviOEKCE  coRnived  at  his  execrable  Defignfj 

To  give   to  After-ages 

A  confpicuous  Proof  and  £x  A>rrLE, 

Ofhowfinall  EfVimation  is  E xorbitast  Wealth 

in  the  Sight  of   GOD, 

By  hisbeftowing  it  on  the  moft  cnworth  y  ef  ALi.  Mortals. 

Mr.  Waters,  the  third  of  thefe  worthies,  was  a  man  no  way  rcfcmhling  tiic 
former  in  liis  military,  but  extremely  {o  in  lii«  civil  capacity  ;  his  great  for- 
tune having  been  raifed  by  the  Hke  diiigcftt  attetiduats  on  the  neceditics  of 
others. 

*  In  our  autlior's  time,  many  pritices  had  been  fent  abmit  the  world,  and 
jreat  changes  of  kingi  projcfted  in  Europe.  The  partition-treaty  had  difpofej 
of  Spain  ;  France  had  let  up  a  It^ng  for  England,  who  was  fcnt  to  Scotland, 
^t^d  back  again  ;  King  Staniflaut  was  icnx.  to  Poland,  and  back  again  ;  the 
4like  of  Anjou  was  fcnt  Co  Spain,  and  Don  Carlos  to  Itxiy, 

Tt2  Ofel 
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Oil !  that  fuch  bulky  bribes  as  all- might  fee. 
Still,  as  of  old,  incumber'd  villany  !  5C 

Could  France  or  Rome-  divert  our  brave  derigns, 
With  all  their  brandies,  or  with  ail  their  wines  ? 
What  could  they  more  than  knights   and  'iquires  con- 
found, 
Or  water  all  the  quorum  ten  miles  round  ? 
A  flatefman's  fl umbers  how  this  fpeech.would  fpoil  1   5$ 

Sir,  Spain  has  fent  a  thoufand  jars  of  oil ; 

Huge  bales  of  Britifli  cloth  blockade  the  door  ; 
'*  A  hundred  oxen  at  your  leeve  roar." 

Poor  Avarice  one  torment  more  would  find  ; 
Nor  could  Profulion  fquander  all  in  kind.  60 

Aftride  his  cheefe  Sir  Morgan  might  we  meet ; 
And  Worldly  crying  coals*  from  ftrcet  to  ftreet, 
Whom  with  a  wig  fo  wild,  and  mien  fo  maz'd, 
Pity  miftakes  for  fome  poor  tradcfman  craz'd. 
Had  Colepepper's  §  whole  wealth  been  hops  and  hogs,  65 
Could  he  himfelf  have  fent  it  to  the  dogs  ? 
His  Grace  will  game  :  to  White's  a  bull  be  led. 
With  fpurning  heels  and  with  a  butting  head. 
To  Whites  be  carry'd,  as  to  ancient  games, 
Fair  courfcrs,  vafes,  andalluringdam.es.  70 

Shall  then  Uxorio,  if  the  Hakes  he  f.vecp. 
Bear  home  fix  whores,  and  make  his  lady  weep  ? 
Or  foft  Adonis,  fo  perfum'd  and  fine. 
Drive  to  St.  James's  a  whole  herd  of  fwine  ? 
O  filthy  check  on  all  induftrious  Ikill,  *j^ 

To  Ipoil  the  nation's  lafl  great  trade,  quadrille  ! 
Since  then,  myLord,   on  fuch  a  world  we  fall, 
What  lay  you  ?   B.  Say  ?   Why  take  it,  gold  and  all. 


*  Some  niiftrs  of  gr^at  weahh,  proprietors  of  the  coai-mine;,  had  entered' 
ai  tliis  time  into  an   allbciation  to  keep  up   ccals   to  an   txtiavagant  price 
whereby  tiiC  poor  were  reduced  almo(l  to  flarve,  'till  one  of  them  taking  the 
.advantage  of  undei felling  the  rcfl,  defeated  the  ds-fign. 

,  •  §  Sir  Willium  Co!epcpper,  hart,  a  perfon  of  an  ancient  family,  and  am- 
ple fortune,  without  one  other  quality  of  a  gentleman,  who,  after  ruinbg 
himfelf  at  the  gaming-table,  pafl  the  rtft  of  his  days  in  fiuiug  there  to  fee 
the  ruin  of  ethers. 

P.     What 
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P.  Wlnt  riches  give  us,  let  us  then  enquire  ? 
Meat,  fire,  and  cloiiths.      E.  ^V  hnt  more  ?      P.  Ment, 
cloaths,  and  fire.  80 

Is  this  too  little  ?  Would  you  more  than  live  ? 
Alas !  'tis  more  than  Turner  *  finds  tliey  give. 
Alas  !  'tis  more  than  (all  his  vifions  paft) 
Unhappy  Wharton,  waking,  found  at  lail;  I 
What  can  thcv  give  ?  To  dying  Hopkins  f,  heirs ;      ^5 
To  Chartrcs,  vigour;   Japhet,  nofe  and  ears  §? 
Can  they,  in  gems  bid  pallid  Hippia  glow, 
In  Fulvia's  buckle  cafe  the  throbs  below  ; 
Or  heal,  old  Narfcs,  thy  obfcencr  ail. 
With  all  til'  embroid'ry  plaiiler'd  at  thy  tail  ?  00 

They  might  (were  Harpax  not  too  wile  to  Ipcnd) 
Give  Harpax  lelf  the  brelling  of  a  friend  ; 
Or  find  fome  do£Vor  that  would  fave  the  life 
Of  wretched  Shy  lock,  fpite  of  Shylock's  wife  : 
But  thoufinds  die,  without  or  this  or  that,  ^5 

Die,  and  endow  a  college,  or  a  cat. 
To  fome,  indeed,  heav'n  grants  the  happier  fate, 
T'  enrich  a  baflard,  or  a  fon  they  hate. 

♦  One,  who,  being  pofTcILdof  three  hundred  thou'anJ  pounds,  laid  io^-n 
bis  coach,  bccaufc  inrcrcll  was  reduced  from  five  to  four  per  cent,  and  then 
put  Icventy  ihoufjnd  into  the  charirable  corporation  for  t>ettcr  intenrt  ;  which 
<"um  havinj  bft,  he  took  it  fo  much  to  heart,  that  he  k?pt  his  chamber  ever 
after. 

t  A  ciluen,  whofe  rapacity  obtained  him  the  name  of  Vulture  Hopkins. 
He  lived  worthlefs,  but  died  wortli  three  hundred  thousand  pounds,  which 
he  would  give  to  no  pcrfon  living,  but  left  it  {o  as  not  to  be  inb-ritid  'till 
after  the  I'ccond  generation.  His  counfel  reprcfenting  tc  liim  how  many  yrars 
it  mufl  be  before  this  could  take  erfcd,  and  that  his  money  coald  only  lie  at 
inttrelt  all  that  time,  he  cxprctTed  gr<rat  joy  thereat,  and  laid,  ••They  woull 
"  then  be  as  long  in  fpending,  as  he  had  bcco  in  getting  it."  But  the  Chan- 
cery afterwards  let  aGde  the  will,  and  gave  it  to  ihe  heir  at  law. 

§  Japbet  Crook,  alias  Sir  Peter  Stranger,  was  puniTaed  with  the  lofs  ftf 
ihofe  parts,  for  having  forged  a  conveyancs  of  an  ci>ate  to  lii.T.fdf,  npoii 
which  he  took  up  rtv.:ral  thoufand  pounds,  lie  was  at  the  fame  time  (ued 
in  Chancery  for  having  fraudulently  obtained  a  uill,  by  which  he  follelfeJ 
another  confidcrabic  ertaie,  in  wrong  of  the  brother  of  the  dtceaf'rd.  By 
thefe  means  he  was  worth  a  grcut  Turn,  whici)  (in  reward  for  the  Tmall  lofs 
of  his  car*)  he  enjoyed  in   pnieo  'till  his  death,  and  naictly  left  to  his  exc- 

c  PirhapS 
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PcKhaps  you  think  the  poor  might  have  their  part. 
Bond  damns  the  poor  *,  and  hates  them  from  his  heart : 
The  grave  Sir  Gilbert  holds  it  for  a  rule  loi 

That  ev*ry  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool : 
*'  God  cannot  love  (fays  Blunt,  with  tearlefs  eyes) 
"  The  wretch  he  ftarves'* — and  pioufly  denies  : 
But  the  good  bilhop,  with  a  meeker  air,  lo^ 

Admits,  and  leaves  them,  Providence's  care. 

Yet  to  be  juft  to  thefe  poor  men  of  pelf, 
■  Each  does  but  hate  his  neighbour  as  himfelf : 
DamnM  to  the  mines,  an  equal  fate  betides 
The  flave  that  digs  it,  and  the  flave  that  hides.  no 

B.  Who  fuifer  thus,  mere  charity  fhould  own, 
IVIuft  a£l  on  motives  pow'rful,  tho*  unknown. 

P,  Some  war,  fome  plague,  or  famine  they  forefec. 
Some  revelation  hid  from  you  and  me, 
"IViiy  Shylock  wants  a  meal,  the  caufe  is  found,         115 
He  thinks  a  loaf  will  rife  to  fifty  pound. 
What  made  directors  cheat  in  South-Sea  year? 
To  live  on  ven'fon  when  it  fold  fo  de^. 
Afk  you  why  Phryne  the  whole  au£lion  buys  ? 
Phryne  forefees  a  general  excife.  l2o 

Why  fhe  and  Sappho  raife  that  monftrous  fum  ? 
Alas  J  they  fear  a  man  will  coil  a  plumb. 

Wife  Peter  t  fees  the  world's  refped  for  gold. 
And  therefore  hopes  this  nation  may  be  fold  : 

Glorious 

•  Tliis  Epifile  was  written  in  the  year  1750,  when  a  corporation  was  efta^ 
Wifh'.'d  to  lend  money  to  the  poor  upon  pledges,  by  the  name  of  the  Chari- 
rabJc  Corporation  j  but  the  vvhok  was  turned  only  to  aa  iniquitous  method 
of  enriching  particular  people,  to  the  ruin  of  fuch  numbers,  that  it  became  a 
parliamentary  concern  to  endeavour  the  relief  of  thofe  unhappy  fufferers,  and 
three  of  the  managers,  who  were  members  of  the  Houfe,  were  expelled.  Bj 
the  report  of  the  committee,  appointed  to  enquire  into  that  iniquitous  afTaif, 
it  appears,  that  when  it  was  objeded  to  the  intended  removal  of  the  office, 
thai  the  poor,  for  .vhofc  ufe  it  was  credted,  would  be  hurt  by  it,  Bond,  one 
of  the  dirc(ftors,  replied,  liamn  the  tieor.  That  "  God  hates  the  poor,"  and, 
"  That  every  man  in  want  is  knave  or  fool,'*  &c.  were  the  genuine  apo- 
thegms of  fome  of  the  perfons  here  mentioned. 

f  Peter  Walter,  a  perfon  not  only  eminent  in  the  wifdom  of  his  profc/Tion, 
a.  A  dexterous  attorney,  but  allowed  to  be  a  good,  if  not  a  iafc,  convey- 

«JICCf  i 
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Glorious  ambition  !   Peter»  fwcU  thy  {lore,  125 

And  be  what  Rome's  great  Didius*  was  before. 

The  crown  of  Poland,  venal  twice  an  age,  f 
To  juft  three  millions  ftinied  moJell  Gage. 
But  nobler  Icenes  Maria's  dreams  unfold, 
Hereditary  realms,  and  worlds  of  gold.  I^ 

Congenial  (ouU  ;  whole  life  one  Av'ricc  joins. 
And  one  tate  buries  in  th'  Afturian  mines. 

Moch-ioiurM  lilunt§!  why  bears  he  Britain'i  ha^  .' 
A  wizard  told  him  in  tiielc  words  our  fate  : 
<*  At  length  corruption,  like  a  gen'ral  Hood,  23^ 

**  (So  long  by  watchful  minifters  withftooJ) 
"  Shall  deluge  all ;  and  av'rice  creeping  on. 

Spread  lilcc  a  low-born  mift,  and  blot  the  fun  ; 
'  Statefman  and  patriot  ply  alike  the  (locks, 
*'  Pccrcfs  and  butler  H^arc  alike  the  box,  140 

**  And  jodge?  job,  and  bilhops  bite  the  town, 
**  And  migiity  dnkes  pack  cards  for  half  a  crown. 
*'  See  Britain  funk  in  lucre's  fordid  ciiarms, 
**  And   France    rcveng'd  of  Anne's  and  Edward's 

arms !" 
'Twas  no  court-badge,  great  fcriv'ner,  fir'd  thy  brain. 
Nor  lordly  luxury,  nor  city  gain  :  146 

ancfT  ;  extremely  refpefted  by  the  nobility  of  tliis  land,  though  free  from  aJ! 
ttiannsr  of  lOxury  and  ollcntation  :  his  wealth  was  never  fecn,  and  h"s  bounty 
vvus  never  heard  of,  except  to  his  own  fon,  for  whom  he  procured  an  em- 
ployment of  confiderablc  profit,  of  which  he  gave  him  as  much  as  was  ncrri- 
fary.  Therefore  the  taxing  this  gentlemaa  with  any  ambition,  is  ccttainly 
a  great  wrong  to  him. 

•  A  Roman  lawyer,  fo  rich  as  to  purchafe  the  empire  vihcjn  it  was  fct  to 
fa!e  upon  the  death  of  Pcrtinax. 

■^  The  two  pcrfons  here  mentioned  were  of  quality,  cich  of  whom  in  the 
Midifippi  defpirid  to  realize  alxive  three  hundred  ihuufaad  pounds  ;  the  gfr- 
tleman  with  a  view.'  to  the  purchafe  of  the  crown  of  Poland,  the  lady  on  a 
viGon  of  the  like  royal  nature.  They  Hncc  retired  inro  Spain,  where  tluy 
are  (till  in  fearch  of  gnid  in  the  mines  of  the  Af^nrias. 

§  Sir  John  Blunt,  origioally  a  fcrivcncr,  was  one  of  the  fird  proj  fKjts  of 
the  Souih-Sca  company,  and  afterwards  one  of  the  'lirrflors  and  mma^trs  of 
the  famous  fcheme  in  1710.  He  was  alio  one  of  thoCc  who  fulH-rcJ  m«»(l  ic- 
Tcrely  by  the  bill  of  pains  and  pcnaltiit  OQ  the  faid  dWaCloti.  He  iicJ  io  (be 
year  173*. 

Xo, 
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No,  'twas  thy  vigliteous  end,  afliam'd  to  fee 

Senates  degen'rate,  patriots  difagrec. 

And  nobly  wilhing  party-rage  to  ceafc. 

To  buy  both  iides,  and  give  thy  country  peace.  150 

*'  All  this  is  madnefs,"  cries  a  fober  lagc  : 
JBut  who,  my  friend,  has  reafon  in  his  rage  ? 
"  The  ruling  paffion,  be  it  what  it  will, . 
"  The  ruling  pailion  conquers  reafon  ftill." 
Lg^  tnzd  the  wildeft  whimfey  we  can  frame,  155 

Than  ev'n  that  paflion,  if  it  has  no  aim  ;  • 
-i''or  tho'  fuch  motives  Folly  you  may  call. 
The  folly's  greater  to  have  none  at  all. 

Kear  then  the  truth  :   'Tis  heav'n  eacii  paffion  fends, 
''  And  different  men  direfts  to  difF'rent  ends.  16& 

*'  Extremes  in  natui-e  equal  good  produce, 
J-^  Extremes  in  man  concur  to  gen'ral  ufe." 
Ailc  we  what  makes  one  keep,  and  one  beftow  ? 
That  Pow'r  who  bids  the  ocean  ebb  and  flow, 
Bids  feed-time,  harveft,  equal  courfe  maintain,  i6j| 

Thro'  reconcii'd  extremes  of  drought  and  rain. 
Builds  life  on  death,  on  change  duration  founds. 
And  gives  tli'  eternal  w^ieels  to  know  their  rounds. 

Riches,  like  infefts,  when  conceal'd  they  lie^ 
Wait  but  for  W'ings,  and  in  their  feafon  fly.  17a 

,  Who  fees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidlt  his  ftore. 
Sees  but  a  backward  lie  ward  for  the  poor  ; 
This  year  a  refer  voir,  to  keep  and  fparc  ; 
The  next,  a  fountain,  fpouting  thro'  his  heir. 
In  lavifli  llrcams  to  quench  a  country's  thirfl,  175 

And  men  and  dogs  Ihall  drink  him  'till  they  burfl. 

Old  Cotta  fhnm'd  his  fortune  and  his  birth. 
Yet  was  not  Cotta  void  of  wit  or  worth  : 
What  tho'  (the  ufe  of  barb'rous  fpits  forgot) 
His  kitchen  vy'd  in  coolnefs  with  his  grot  ?  180 

His  court  wnth  nettles,  moats  with  crcffcs  flor'd, 
With  foups  unbought,  and  fallads  blefs'd  his  board? 
If  Cotta  liv'd  on  pulfe,  it  was  no  more 
Than  Bramins,  faints,  and  fages  did  before; 

To 
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To  cram  the  rich  was  prodigal  cxpcncc,  185 

And  who  woukl  take  the  poor  from  Providence  ? 

Like  Ibme  lone  Chartreux  {lands  the  Ciood  old  hall. 

Silence  without,  and  fafts  within  the  wall ; 

No  raftcr'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  found. 

No  noon-tide  bell  invites  the  country  round  :  .190 

Tenants  with  fighs  the  fmoaklefs  tow'rs  furvcy, 

And  turn  th'  unwilling  ftceds  another  way  : 

Benighted  wanderers,  the  forcft  o'er, 

Curfe  the  favM  candle,  and  unop'ning  door  ; 

While  the  gaunt  mafliff  growling  at  the  gate,  195 

Affrights  the  beggar  whom  he  longs  to  cat. 

Not  fo  his  fon,  he  mark'd  this  overfight, 
And  then  miflook  revcrfc  of  wrong  for  right. 
^For  what  to  fliun  will  no  great  knowledge  need, 
But  what  to  follow,  is  a  tafk  indeed.)  200 

Vet  fure,  of  qualities  deferving  praife, 
]More  go  to  ruin  fortunes,  than  to  raife. 
WTiat  flaughter'd  hecatombs,  what  floods  of  wine, 
Fill  the  capacious  'fquire,  and  deep  divine  I 
Yet  no  mean  motives  this  profnfion  draws,  205 

His  oxen  perifh  in  his  country's  caufe  ; 
'Tis  George  and  Liberty  that  crowns  the  cup, 
And  zeal  for  that  great  houfe  which  eats  him  up. 
The  woods  recede  around  the  naked  feat. 
The  Sylvans  groan — no  matter— for  tlie  fleet  :  210 

Next  goes  his  wool — to  cloathe  our  valiant  bands, 
Laft,  for  his  country's  love,  he  fells  his  lands. 
To  town  he  comes,  completes  the  nation's  hope, 
And  heads  the  bold  train-bands,  and  burns  a  Pope. 
And  fliall  not  Britain  now  reward  his  toils,  215 

Britain,  that  pays  her  patriots  with  her  fpoils  ? 
In  vain  at  Court  the  bankrupt  pleads  his  caufe. 
His  thanklefs  country  leaves  him  to  her  laws. 

The  fcnfc  to  value  riches,  with  the  art 
T'  enjoy  them,  aad  the  virtue  to  impart,  220 

Vol.  L  Uu  Not 
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Not  meanly,  nor  ambitioufly  purfu'd, 

>fot  funk  by  floth,  not  raisM  by  fervitude ; 

To  balance  fortune  by  ajull  expence, 

Toin  with  ceconomv,  mag-nificence  ; 

With  fplendor,  charity  ;  with  plenty,  health  ;  22C 

Oh  teach  us,  Bathurst  !  yet  unfpoil'd  by  wealth  ! 

That  fecret  rare,  between  th'  e:itremes  to  move 

Of  mad  good-nature,  and  of  mean  felf-love., 

B.  To  worth  or  want  well-weigh'd,  be  bounty  glv'n, 

Aftd  eafe,  or  emulate,  the  care  of  heav'n  ;  23Q 

(Whofe  meafure  full  o'erflows  on  human  race) 
Mend  fortune's  fault,  and  juftlfy  her  grade. 

Wealth  in  the  grofs  is  d^ath,  but  life  difTas'd  ; 

As  poifon  heals,  in  juft  proportion  us'd^: 

Jn  her.ps,  like  ambergris,  a  ll:ink  it  lieSj,  235 

;feut  well  difpers'd,   is  incenfc  to  the  fkies. 

p.   Who  llarves  by  noble^^  or  with  nobles  cats  ? 

The  wretch  that  trufts  them,  and  the  rogue  that  cheats. 

Is  there  a  lord,  who  knows  a  chearful  noon 

Without  a  fidler,  flatt'rer,  or  buffoon  ?  240 

Whofe  table,  wit,  or  modefl  merit  fhare, 

Un-elbpw'd  by  a  gamefter,  pimp,  or  play'r  ? 

Who  copies  Your's,  or  Oxford's  better  part*, 

To  eafe  th'  opprefs'd,  and  raife.the  finking  heart  ? 

■\Vhere'er  he  iljines,  oh  fortune,  gild  the  fcenc,  245. 

And  angels  guard  him  in  the  golden  mean  ! 

There,   tinglifh  bounty  yet  a  while  may  fland, 

And  honour  linger  ere  it  leaves  the  land. 

B':t  all  our  praifes,  why  fliould  lords  cngrofs  ? 

Rife,  honeft  raufe  !  and  fingthe  Man  of  Pvofs  f:       250 

•  Ed-ard  Harley,  earl  of  Oxfcivl,  the  fon  of  Roir  rt,  created  earl  of  Ox- 
ford, and  carl  Mortimer  by  queen  Anne.  This  nobleman  di.d  rcjrettcd  by 
all  mm  of  letters,  grcjatpuinblrs  of  whom  had  experienced  his  benefits. 

f  The  pcrfcn  lierc  Ccle!)rat('d,  who  with  a  fmali  efiatc  aituaily  performed, 
all  thtfc  good  wjri'.s,  and  who/c  true  name  was  almoft  ipft  (partly  by  the 
title  of  liie  Man  of  Rofs  g'vcn  him  by  way  of  cmuiericc,  and  partly  by  being 
bnri'.d  without  fo  much  as  an  irifcription)  w<s  called  Mr  John  Kyrle.  hi 
di'tTin  tiie  ytar  1724,  aged  50,  and  lies  int:rrcd  in  the  chanc.J  of  the  church 
of  Rofs  in  K'eitfoid.'hirc. 

Plcas'd 
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t*leas\l  Va^a  echoes  thro'  her  winding  bounds. 

And  rapid  Severn  hoarfc  applaufe  refounds. 

Who  hung  with  woods  yon  mountain's  lultry  brow  ? 

From  the  drv  rock  who  bade  the  waters  flow  ? 

Not  to  the  fkies  in  ufelefs  columns  toft,  255 

Or  in  proud  falls  raagnlticently  loft. 

But  clear  and  artlefs,  pouring  thro'  the  plain 

Health  to  the  lick,  and  folace  to  the  fwaln. 

Whole  caufeway  parts  the  vale  with  fliady  rows  ? 

Whole  feats  the  weary  traveller  repofe  '  260 

Who  taught  that  heav'n-dlre6lcd  fpire  to  rile  ? 

**  The  Man  ofRoss,"  each  lifping  babe  replies. 

Behold  th.e  market-place  with  poor  o'erfpread  ! 

The  Man  of  Rofs  divides  the  v/eekly  bread  : 

He  feeds  yon  alms-houfe,  neat,  but  void  offtate,      265 

Where  age  and  want  lit  Imiling  at  the  gate  ; 

Him  portion'd  maids,  apprentic'd  orphans  hlefc,- 

Thc  younc;  who  labour,  and  the  old  who  reft. 

Is  any  lick  ?  the  Man  of  Rofs  relievesj 

Prefcribcs,  attends,  the  med'cinc  makes,  and  gives.    27a 

Is  there  a  variance  ?  enter  but  his  door, 

Balk'd  are  the  courts,  and  conteft  is  no  more. 

Dcfpairlng  quacks  with  curies  fied  the  place, 

And  vile  attorneys,  now  an  ufelefs  race. 

B.  Thrice  happy  man  !  enabled  to  purfue  275 

What  all  fo  wifh,  but  want  the  pow'r  to  do  I 
Oh  fay,  what  fums  that  gen'rous  hand  lupply  r 
What  mines  to  (well  that  boundlcfs  charitv  ? 

P.  Of  debts  and  taxes,  wife  and  children  clear, 
Tliis  man  pofleft — five  hundred  pounds  a  year.  280 

Blufh,  grandeur,  blufli  !  proud    courts,  withdraw  your 

blaze  ! 
Ye  little  ftarS !  hide  your  diminilTi'd  rays. 

B.  And  what?  no  monument,  infcription,  ftone  I 
His  race,  his  form,  his  rtame  almoft  unknown  ? 

P.  Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  fame, 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  niras  :  286 

U  n  2  ^0- 
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Go,  fcarch  it  there,  where  to  be  born  and  die, 

Of  rich  and  poor  makes  all  the  hlU'ory. 

Enough,  that  virtue  fiU'd  the  fpace  between  ; 

Prov'd,  by  the  ends  of  being,  to  have  been.  290 

Wlien  Hopkins  dies,  a  thouland  lights  attend 

The  wretch,  who  living  fav'd  a  candle's  end  ; 

Should  ring  God's  altar  a  vile  image  ftands; 

Belies  his  features,  nay  extentls  his  hands  ; 

That  live-long  wig  which  Gorgon's  felf  might  own,  295. 

Eternal  buckle  takes  in  Parian  ftone. 

Behold  what  blefiincrs  wealth  to  life  can  lend  ! 

And  fee,  what  comfort  it  affords  our  end. 

In  the  worfl  inn's  worft  room,  with  mat  half-hung, 

The  floors  of  plaifler,  and  the  walls  of  dung,  300 

On  once  a  flock-bed,  but  repaired  with  Itraw, 

With  tape-ty'd  curtains,  never  meant  to  draw. 

The  George  and  Gartei  danolina;  from  that  bed 

Where  tawdry  yellow  ftrove  with  dirty  red. 

Great  Villers  lies  ^'— ^alas !  how  chang'd  from  him,     305 

That  life  of  pleafure,  and  that  foul  of  whim  ! 

Gallant  and  gay,  in  Cliveden's  f  proud  alcove. 

The  bow'r  of  wanton  Shrewlbury  §  and  love  ; 

Orjuft  as  gay,  at  council,  in  a  ring 

Of  mimick'd  Statefmen,  and  their  merry  King.         310 

No  wit  to  flatter,  left  of  all  his  llore  ! 

No  fool  to  laugh  at,  which  he  valu'd  more» 

There,  vi^Slor  of  his  health,  of  fortune,  friends, 

And  fame;  this  lord  of  ufclefs  thoufands  ends. 

His  Grace's  fate  fage  Cutler  could  forcfec,  315, 

And  well  (he  thought)  advis'd  him,  "  Live  like  me." 

*  This  lord,  yet  more  famous  for  his  vices  than  his  misfortunes,  having 
been  p')!ri.Hl-d  of  about  50,000!.  a  year,  and  pafTed  through  many  of  the 
liighcfl  pofls  in  the  kingdom,  died  in  the  year  KS87,  in  a  remote  inn  ia 
Yoikfhire,  reduced  to  the  utmoft  mifery. 

■}■  A  dcli^,htfurpaLce  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames,  bi;lc  I>y  the  duls.e  of 
Euckingham. 

§  T lie  countefs  of  £hre\vfl.>ury,  a  woman  abandoned  to  gallantries.  The 
carl,  hti  hufband;  was  kliUd  by  the  duke  of  Buckingham  in  a  duel  ;  and  it 
lias  been  faid,  that  during  the  combat  ihe  held  ths  duke's  horfcs  in  the  habit 
of  a  page. 

As 
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As  well  his  Grace  rcplyM,  "  Like  you,  Sir  John  ? 

*'  That  I  can  do,  when  all  I  have  is  gone." 

Refolvc  me,  Rcafon,  which  ofthefe  is  worfe, 

^Vant  witii  a  full,  or  with  an  empty  purle  ?  320 

Thy  life  more  wretched,  Culler,  was  confefs'd, 

Arifc,  and  tell  me,  was  tliy  death  more  blefb'd  ? 

Cutler  faw  tenants  break,  and  houfes  fall. 

For  very  want ;  he  could  not  build  a  wall. 

His  only  daughter  in  a  flranger's  pow'r,         ^  325 

For  very  want ;  he  could  not  pay  a  dow'r. 

A  few  grey  hairs  his  reverend  temples  crown'd, 

'Twas  very  want  that  fold  them  for  two  pound. 

What  ev'n  deny'd  a  cordial  at  his  end, 

Banilh'd  the  doftor,  and  expell'd  the  friend  ?  330 

\V'hat  but  a  want,  which  you  perhaps  think  mad. 

Yet  numbers  feel,  the  want  of  what  he  had  ! 

Cutler  and  Brutus,  dying  both  exclaim, 

*'  Virtue!  and  Wealth !  what  are  ye  but  a  name  !'* 

Say,  for  fuch  worth  are  other  worlds  prcpar'd  ?       335 
Or  are  they  both,  in  this  their  own  reward  ? 
A  knotty  point  !  to  which  we  now  proceed. 
But  vou  are  tir'd— I'll  tell  a  tale — B.  Ac-reed. 

P.  Where  London's  column*,  pointing  at  the  fkies 
Like  a  tall  bally,  lifts  the  head,  and  lies ;  340 

There  dwelt  a  citizen  of  fober  fame, 
A  plain  good  man,  and  Balaam  was  his  name; 
Religious,  punftual,  frugal,   and  fo  forth  ; 
His  word  would  pafs  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 
One  folid  difh  his  week-day  meal  affords,  345 

An  added  pudding  folem.niz'd  the  Lord's  : 
Conftant  at  Church,  and  Change  ;  his  gains  were  furc. 
His  giyings  rare,  fare  farthings  to  the  poor. 

The  dev'l  was  piqu'd  fuch  faintfliip  to  behold. 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  old  :  350 

But  Satan  now  iswifer  than  of  yore. 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor, 

•  Tlie  -  — .-—  nt,  buiic  in  ^eiK :>ry  of  the  fire  of  Lonilon,  with  an  in- 
/criptioa  ;  __  '.ha:  ciiy  to  la-.  -  b:cn  burnt  by  the  Paplfb. 

I  Rous'd 
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Rous'd  by  the  prince  of  air,  the  whirlwinds  fweep 
The  furge,   and  plunge  his  father  in  the  deep  ; 
Then  full  againft  his  Cornifli  lands  they  roar,  355 

And  two  rich  fliipwrecks  blefs  the  lucky  fhore. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  like  other  folks, 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes  : 
*'  Live  like  yourfelf,"  was  foon  my  lady's  word ; 
And  lo  !  two  puddings  fmoak'd  upon  the  board.  36c 

Afleep  and  naked  as  an  Indian  lay. 
An  honcft  faflor  Hole  a  gem  away  : 
He  pledg'd  it  to  the  knight ;  the  knight  had  wit, 
So  kept  the  di'mond,  and  the  rogue  was  bit. 
Some  fcruple  role,   but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought,        36^ 
**  I'll  now  give  iixpence  where  I  gave  a  groat ; 
**  Where  once  I  went  to  church,  Fll  now  go  twice — 
**  And  am  lb  clear  too  of  all  other  vice." 

71ie  tempter  faw  his  time  ;  the  work  he  ply'd  ; 
Stocks  and  fubfcriptions  pour  on  ev'ry  fide,  370 

'Till  all  the  daemon  inakes  his  full  defcent 
in  one  abundant  fliow'r  of  cent  per  cent, 
Sinks  deep  within  him,  and  polTefTes  whole. 
Then  dubs  dircftor,  and  fecures  his  foul. 

Behold  Sir  Balaam  now  a  man  of  fplrit,  375 

Afcribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit ; 
What  late  he  call'd  a  blefiing,  now  was  wit. 
And  God's  good  providence,   a  lucky  hit* 
Things  change  their  titles,  as  our  manners  turn  : 
His  compt^ng-houfe  employ'd  the  Sunday-morn  :       3801 
Seldom  at  church  ('twas  fuch  a  bufy  life) 
But  duly  fent  his  family  and  wife. 
There  (fo  the  dev'l  ordain'd)  one  Chrlftmas-tide 
My  good  old  lady  catch'd  a  cold,  and  dy'd. 

A  nymph  of  quality  admires  our  knight ; 
He  marries,  bows  at  court,   and  grows  polite  : 
Leaves  the  dull  cits,  and  joins  (to  pleafe  the  fair)* 
The  well-bred  cuckolds  in  St.  James's  air  : 
Firft,  for  his  fon  a  gay  commiflion  buys. 
Who  drinks,  whores,  fights,  an^  in  a  duel  dies :        396 

Hi? 
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His  daughter  flaunts  a  vifcount's  tawdry  wife ; 

She  bears  a  coronet  and  p — x  for  life. 

In  Britain's  fenate  he  a  feat  obtains, 

And  one  more  penfioncr  St.  Stephen  gains. 

,\Iy  lady  falls  to  play  ;  fo  bad  her  chance,  995 

He  muil  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France  ; 

The  Houfe  impeach  him  ;  Coningfliy  harangues; 

l'!ie  Court  forfakc  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangs  : 

V»  ifc,  fon,  and  daughter,  Satan!  are  thy  own, 

His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfeit  to  the  crown  :  400 

The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize, 

And  fiul  Sir  Balaam  curfes  God  and  dies, 
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EPISTLE       IV. 


T    Q 


Richard  Boyle,  Earl  of  Burlington 


ARGUMENT. 

Of  the    Use    of    Riches. 

'"pHE  vanity  of  expence  in  people  of  wealth  and  qua- 
lity. The  abufc  of  the  word /<7/?^,  ver.  13.  That 
the  fivft  principle  and  foundation  in  this,  as  in  every  thing 
elfe,  is  goodfenfe,  40.  The  chief  proof  of  it  is  to  follow 
nature^  even  in  works  of  mere  luxury  and  elegance.  In- 
ftanced  in  arch'ite5lnre  and  gardenings  where  all  muft  be 
adapted  to  x}i\t  gemm  and  uje  of  the  placc^  and  the  beauties 
not  forced  into  it,  but  rcfulting  from  it,  50.  How  men 
arc  difappointed  in  their  moft  expenfive  undertakings, 
for  want  of  this  true  foundation,  without  which  nothing 
can  pleafe  long^  \'i  atall;  and  the  beft  examples  and  rules 
will  but  be  perverted  into  fomething  burthenfomc  or  ridi- 
culous, 65,  &c.  to  92.     A  defcription  of  tht  folfc  tafte  of 

mcign'ifcetice  I 


ARGUMENT. 

m.sr:;/»„a  ■  tl.e  firft  grand  error  of  wl.id,  i.  to  in^aeinc 

hat^r,.,,,/,  con<.fts  in  the /^  and  .W/.,,  i„ft„d  of 

->««,,.,  or  ,n  <I,er.;«y,;„of,hc>„  too  frequently 
Io„  &c.     A  word  or  ,«-o  of  falfe  tafte  in  h,i,,  in  r,J' 
inj.„„.ng,  even  ,n  ;>r„.4;,,  and  pr,y,r,  and  laftly  in  „ 

g.v,ng  wealth  to  be  fq.,a„dered  in  this  n,ann  r,  f,  ce Tt 
6o    7recV°  PT'"'  '^'°™"^  P"'  of  ^an  "nd 

^^ya::.i7h!rpS:;::ell^Z7.r.ti^- 

?ortt-erncf^';l---"H-"-«^^^^^^^ 
trreat  .nH^M  "^.        ""''''    '"7,   &c.  and  finally  the 

^eat^and  pubhc  works  which  become  a  , W,  .^  to 
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^ 


"pis  flrange,  the  mifer  fhould  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  thofe  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoY  : 


Is  it  lefs  ftrange,  the  prodigal  fhould  wafle 

His  wealth,  to  purchafe  what  he  ne'er  can  tafte  ? 

Not  for  himfelfhe  fees,  or  hears,  or  eats;  5 

Artifts  muft  chule  his  piftures,  mufic,  meats  : 

He  buys  for  Topham  f ,  drawings  and  defigris, 

For  Pembroke  ftatues,  dirty  gods,  and  coins ; 

Rare  monkifh  manufcripts  for  Hearne  alone. 

And  books  for  Mead,  and  butterflies  for  Sloane.  §       10 

Think  we  all  thefe  are  for  himfelf  ?  no  more 

Than  his  fine  wife,  alas  !  or  finer  whore. 

For  what  has  Virro  painted,  built  and  planted  ? 
Only  to  fhew,  how  many  tafles  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Vifto's  ill-got  wealth  to  wafle  ?        15 
Some  d^mon  whifper'd,   "  Viflo  !  have  a  tafle." 
Heav'n  vifits  with  a  tafle  the  wealthy  fool. 
And  needs  no  rod  but  Ripley  j;  with  a  rule. 
Seel  fportive  fate,  to  punifli  aukward  pride, 
Bids  Bubo  build,  and  fends  him  fuch  a  guide  :  20 

*  The  extremes  of  a-v/ir}(e  Tind  pre/ujion  hang  treated  of  in  the  foregoing 
Bpiftlej  this  takes  up  one  jiarticuLr  branch  of  the  latter,  the  wani/y  ofex- 
pence  in  people  of  wealtli  and  quality  ;  and  is  therefore  a  corollary  to  the  pre- 
ceding, jiTft  as  the  Epiftic  on  the  Charafters  of  Women  is  to  that  of  the 
Knowledge  and  Charaiflers  of  Men.  It  is  equally  remarkable  for  exa(nnefs 
of  method  ".ith  the  reft.  But  the  nature  of  the  I'ubjcft,  which  is  lefs  philo- 
sophical, makes  it  capable  of  being  analyzed  in  a  much  narrower  compafs. 

f  A  gentleman  famous  for  a  judicious  collef^ion  of  drawings. 

§  Two  eminent  phyficians ;  the  one  had  an  excellent  library,  the  other 
the  fintft  collection  in  Europe  of  natural  curiofities ;  bath  men  of  great  learn- 
ing and  humanity, 

\  This  man  was  a  carpenter,  employed  by  a  firft  minifter,  who  raifed  him 
to  an  architeQ,  without  any  genius  in  the  art :  and  after  fome  wretched 
proofs  of  his  infufficiency  in  public  buildings,  made  him  comptroller  of  the 
Board  of  works. 

A"  (landing 
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A  flanding  fermon,  at  each  year's  cxpencc. 
That  never  coxcombs  reach  magnificence  ! 

\  ou  /how  us,  Rome  wa.  glonous,  not  profufe,  * 
And  pompous  bu.ldmgs  once  were  things  of  ufe. 

Ye    n.al  (my  lord)  your  jua,  your  nolle  rules  ,- 

Fill  half  the  land  witi.  imitating  Lis; 
H  ho  random  drawings  from  your  Hu-ets  fnall  take. 
And  of  one  beauty  many  blunders  make  • 
Load  lome  vain  church  with  old  tlaeatric  flate 
Turn  arcs  of  triumph  to  a  garden-gate ;  ' 

Reverie  your  ornaments,  and  hang  the^  all  ^ 

On  lomc  patch'd  dog-hole  ek'd  wid.  ends  of  wa'l  • 
Then  clap  four  ihces  of  pilafler  on't  ' 

Shtn'  ^f,^'f  ^'^.^bitsofruflic,   mak'es  afront. 
Shall  call  the  wmd  thro'  long  arcades  to  roar 
Proud  to  catch  cold  at  a  Venetian  door  •  ^^ 

Conicius  they  aft  a  true  Palladian  part' 
And  .f  they  ftarve,  they  ftarve  by  rule's  of  art 
Oft  have  you  hinted  to  your  brother  peer      * 
A  certam  truth,  wh.ch  many  buy  too  dear  • 
Someth.ng  there  is  more  needful  than  expense  ^ 

And  fomethmg  previous  ev'n  to  tafte-4  fenfe  • 
Good  icnfe,  which  only  is  the  gift  of  hea  'n         ' 
And  tho   no  ic.ence,  fairly  worth  the  feven 
A  l.ght,  Which  in  yourfelf  you  muft  perceive  ■ 
Jones  t  and  Le  Notre  have  it  not  to  give        '  '^ 

Tobmld,to  plant,  whatever  you  Tntend, 

To  rear  the  column,  or  the  arch  to  bend, 

To   we  1  the  terras,  or  to  fink  the  grot  • 

In  all,  let  nature  never  be  for-ot  ' 

But  treat  the  goddcis  like  a  modeft  fair  ^^ 

Nor  ovcr-drefs,  nor  leave  her  wholly  bare  • 

Let  not  each  beauty  ev'ry  where  be  fpy'J  ' 

^^  here  half  the  ikill  is  decently  to  hide.  ' 
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He  gains  all  points,  who  pleafingly  confounds,  5^ 

Surprizes,  varies,  and  conceals  the  bounds. 

Confult  the  genius  of  the  place  in  all ; 
That  tells  the  waters  or  to  rife  or  fall ; 
Or  helps  th'  ambitious  hill  the  heav'ns  to  fcale, 
Or  fcoops  in  circling  theatres  tlie  vale  ;  60 

Calls  in  the  country,  catches  op'ning  glades, 
Joins  willing  woods,  and  varies  fhades  from  fhades ; 
Now  breaks,  or  now  directs,   th'  intending  lines ; 
Paints  as  you  plant,  and,  as  you  work,  defigns. 

Still  follow  fenfe,  of  ev'ry  art  the  foul,  65 

Parts  anfwerlng  parts  fliall  llide  into  a  whole, 
Spontaneous  beauties  all  around  advance. 
Start  e'en  from  difficulty,  ftrlke  from  chance  ; 
Nature  fhall  join  you  ;  Time  fhall  make  it  grow 
A  work  to  wonder  at — perhaps  a  Stow.  70 

Without  it,  proud  Verfailles  !  thy  glory  falls ; 
And  Nei-o's  terraces  defert  their  walls : 
The  vaft  parterres  a  thoufand  hands  iliall  make, 
Lo  !  CoBHAM  comes,  and  floats  them  with  a  lake  : 
Or  cut  wide  views  through  mountains  to  the  plain,  *  75 
You'll  wifii  your  hill  or  flielter'd  feat  again. 
Ev'n  in  an  ornament  its  place  remark, 
Nor  in  an  hermitage  fet  Dr.  Clarke. 

Behold  Villario's  ten  years  toil  complete  : 
His  quincunx  darkens,  his  efpaliers  meet ;  80 

The  wood  fupports  the  plain,  the  parts  unit^ 
And  ftrength  of  Ihade  contends  with  ftrength  of  light ; 
A  waving  glow  the  gloomy  beds  difplay, 
Blulliing  in  bright  diveriities  of  day, 
With  filver-quiv'ring  rills  mseander'd  o'er —  85 

Enjoy  them,  you  !   Villario,  can  no  more  ; 
Tir'd  of  the  fcene  parterres  and  fountains  yield, 
He  nnds  at  laft  he  better  likes  a  field. 

•  This  was  done  in  HcrtfordflvTf  by  a  wealtliy  citizen,  at  the  expence  of 
abov-^  J  ool.  by  which  means  (nirrcly  to  ov-r!-)ok  a  il'"a'^  plain)  lie  let  in  tlie 
north  wind  •jpon  his  houfe  and  parterre,  which  wtre  b«foic  adorned  and  de- 
funded  by  bcauafui  woods. 

3  Thro' 
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Thro'  his  young  woods  how  jiicas'd  Sabinus  ftray'd. 
Or  ib.te  delighted  in  the  thick'iung  ihadc,  oO 

Wich  annual  joy  the  red'ning  Ihoocs  to  greet, 
Or  fee  the  ftrctching  branch.es  long  to  meet  ! 
His  ion's  fine  tafte  an  op'ning  vifta  loves, 
Foe  to  the  dryads  of  his  father's  groves ; 
One  boundlcls  green,  or  flourilh'd  carpet  views,  95 

With  all  the  mournful  family  of  yews  ; 
The  thriving  plants,  ignoble  broomfticks  made. 
Now  fwcep  thofc  alleys  they  were  born  to  iiiadc. 

At  Timon's  villa  let  us  pals  a  day. 
Where  all  cry  out,  *'  What  Aims  are  thrown  away  ?"  lOO 
So  proud,  fo  grand  ;  of  that  ftupendous  air. 
Soft  ami  Agreeable  come  never  there. 
Greatnefs,  with  Timon,  dwells  in  fuch  a  draught 
As  brings  all  Brohdignag  before  your  thought. 
To  compafs  this,  his  building  is  a  town,  1C5 

His  pond  an  ocean,  his  parterre  a  down  : 
Who  but  mufl  laugh,  the  maflcr  when  he  fees, 
A  puny  infeft,  Ihiv'ring  ai  a  brce/.e  ! 
Lo,  what  huge  heaps  of  littlenefs  around  ! 
The  whole,  a  labour"!  quarry  above  ground.  110 

Two  Cupids  fcjuirt  before  :  a  lake  behind 
Improves  the  keennefs  of  the  northern  wind. 
His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  ev*ry  fide  you  look,   behold  the  wall ! 
No  pleafing  intricacies  intervene,  115 

No  artful  wildnefs  to  perplex  the  fcene  ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother, 
And  half  the  platform  juft  rcflcfts  the  other. 
The  fufF'ring  eye  inverted  nature  fees. 
Trees  cut  to  ftatucs,  ftatues  thick  as  trees ;  120 

With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd  ; 
And  there  a  fummer-houfe,  that  knows  no  fhadc  ; 
Here  Amphitrite  fails  thro'  myrtle  bow'rs  ; 
There  gladiators  fight,  or  die  in  flow'rs ; 
Unwater'd  fee  the  drooping  fea-horfc  mourn,  125 

And  fwa!lo-.vs  rood  inNilus'  duftv  urn. 

My 
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My  lord  advances  with  majeftic  mien, 
Smit  with  the  mighty  pleafure  to  be  feen  : 
But  foft — by  regular  approach— not  yet — 
Firll  thro'  the  length  of  yon  hot  terrace  fweat;         130 
And  when  up  ten  lleep  flopes  you've  drag'd  your  thighs, 
Juft  at  his  ftudy-door  he'll  blefs  your  eyes. 

His  ftudy  !  with  what  authors  is  it  llor'd  ? 
In  books,  not  authors,  curious  is  my  lord ; 
To  all  their  dated  backs  he  turns  you  round  ;  135 

Thefe  Aldus  printed,   thofe  Du  Sue'fl  has  bound. 
Lo  fome  are  vellum,  and  the  reft  as  good 
For  all  his  lordfliip  knows,  but  they  are  wood. 
For  Locke  or  Milton  'tis  in  vain  to  look, 
Thefe  fliclves  admit  not  any  modern  book.  140 

And  now  the  chapel's  lilver  bell  you  hear. 
That  fummons  you  to  all  the  pride  of  piay'r  : 
Like  quirks  of  mufic,  broken  and  uneven, 
Make  the  foul  dance  upon  a  jig  to  heav'n. 
On  painted  ceilings  you  devoutly  ftare,  14^ 

Where  fprawl  the  faints  of  Verrio  and  Laguerre  *, 
Or  gilded  clouds  in  fair  expanfion  lie, 
And  bring  all  Paradife  before  your  eye. 
To  reft,  the  culhion  and  foft  Dean  invite, 
Who  never  mentions  Hell  to  ears  polite.  150 

But  hark !  the  chiming  clocks  to  dinner  call ; 
A  hundred  footfteps  fcrape  the  marble  hall  : 
The  rich  buffet  well-colour'd  ferpents  grace, 
And  gaping  tritons  fpew  to  wafh  your  face. 
Is  this  a  dinner  ?  this  a  genial  room  ?  I^^ 

No,  'tis  a  temple,  and  a  hecatomb, 
A  folemn  facrifxe,  perform'd  in  ftate. 
You  drink  by  meafure,  and  to  minutes  eat. 
So  quick  retires  each  flying  courfe,  you'd  fwear 
Sancho's  dread  do£\or  and  his  wand  were  there.  160 

Between  each  aft  the  tremblins;  falvers  rlno;. 
From  foup  to  fweet-wine,  and  God  blcfs  the  king. 

*  Verio  (Antonio)   painted  many  ceilings,  &c.  at   Wiiu'.or,   Hampton- 
Court,  &c.  and  Laencrrc  at  Blcnktim-tilUc,  and  oth;r  places. 

la 
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Y  '""  ""  ^"y  "»'  "■"  paft  /o  III 

Health  ,o"hi'„;',i,r:'  r"  t'""'''*' "-  '>""g^y  f^j  • 

Deep  ,.a     e« X  Z"°'  "",  "'^  P"'"-' 

Who  plants  lite  B/r^JksT  !      Tr^^  "'^  '"°!' ' 
7.  ure  alone  that  fanafe  ex  e^  ."  '""'  ''"'  '^-"• 

;HV.t:sr:i::'-i-™---e.    ,0 

Tl.e  milt/  e  ^r  anrn  7'  =■""""'"  '°  '^^  .8< 

fi«  future  b'i,;^g\:''!^P".''-^fto„, 

Let  his  pIantatio„s^ft,^;rfr"T'  «""  •• 
Firft  n,ade  a  countr      a  j  H  T"  '°  '''"™' 

You  too  proceed?;,;  e      n"  "   '  '  '°""'  '9= 

r.-a  new  „.onders  '  nnd'tL    m"°  ""'  ^°"  "^'' 

Jones  a„,p,,,,.„;x^:,::c; 

And  be  whate  er  V,truv,.s  was  befo"    ■' 
(™"dfa«J^:r?/'-'/''"'°^Xou:-,nind,  .,. 

*  The  pott  after  bavin?  tn„.u  j  BiJ 


344  MORAL      ESSAYS. 

Bid  the  broad  arch  the  dang'rous  flood  contain. 

The  mole  projeiled  break  the  roaring  main  ;  200 

Back  to  his  bounds  their  fubjeft  (ea  command. 

And  roll  obedient  rivers  thro'  the  land  : 

Thefe  honours,  peace  to  happy  Britain  brings, 

Thefe  are  imperial  works,  and  worthy  kings. 

public  works  which  become  a  prince.  This  poem  was  publifhed  in  the  year 
1731,  when  fome  of  the  new-built  churches,  by  the  aft  of  Queen  Anne, 
were  ready  to  fall,  being  founded  in  boggy  land  (which  is  fatirically  aliudsd 
to  in  our  author's  imitation  of  Horace,  Lib.  ii.  Sat.  z. 

Shall  half  the  new-built  churches  round  thee  fall) 
othersvery  vilely  executed,  through  fraudulent  cabals  between  undertakers, 
officers,  &c.  Dagenham-breach  had  done  very  great  mifchiefs ;  many  of 
the  highways  throughout  England  were  hardly  pafTablc  j  and  moR  of  thofe 
which  were  repaired  by  turnpikes  were  made  jobs  for  private  lucre,  and  in- 
famoufly  executed,  even  to  the  entrance  of  London  itfelf  :  the  propofal  of 
building  a  bridge  at  Weftminfter  had  been  petitioned  againft  and  rcje(fled; 
but  in  two  years  after  the  publication  of  this  poem,  an  aft  for  building  a 
bridge  pafTed  through  both  Houfes.  After  many  debates  in  the  committee, 
the  execution  was  left  to  the  carpenter  above-mentioned,  who  would  have 
made  it  a  wooden  one  ;  to  which  our  author  alludes  in  thefe  lin^s. 

Who  builds  a  bridge  that  never  drove  a  pile  ? 

Should  Ripley  venture,  all  the  world  would  fmile. 
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EPISTLE       V*. 

To    Mr.     Addison. 

OccafioneJ   by   his    Dx  alogues  on  Med  A  Ls- 

SE  E  tlie  wild  waftc  of  all  devouring  years  ! 
How  Rome  her  own  fad  fcpulchre  appears. 
With  nodding  arches,  broken  temples  fprcaJ  ! 
The  very  tombs  now  vanifli'd  like  their  dead  ! 
Imperial  wonders  rais'd  on  natioiT^  fpoil'd,  r 

Where  mix'd  with  llaves  the  groaning  martyr  toil'd  : 
Huge  theatres,  that  now  unpeopled  wooiis, 
Now  drain'd  a  diftant  country  of  her  floods  : 
Fanes,  which  admiring  gods  with  pride  furvey, 
Statues  of  men,  fcarce  Icfs  alive  than  they  !  lO 

Some  felt  the  filent  ftrokc  of  mouldering  age. 
Some  hoftile  fury,  fomc  religious  rage. 
Barbarian  blindnefs,  chriftian  zeal  confpire. 
And  Papal  piety,  and  Gothic  fire. 


•  This  was  originally  written  in  the  yfar  171  J,  when  Mr.  Addiron  5n* 
tended  to  publifh  his  book  of  Medals  ;  it  was  fomc  time  l)cfore  he  was  fccrc- 
tary  of  rtate;  but  not  puMifhed  'till  Mr.  Ticlteil  s  Edition  of  h'.t  worics  ;  at 
which  time  ihe  verfcj  on  Mr.  Ci^ggs,  which  conclude  the  poem,  were  ad- 
ded,  viz.  in  i-io. 

As  the  third  Epiflle  treated  of  the  extremes  of  avarice  and  prefufitn  j  and 
the  fourth  took  up  one  particular  branch  of  the  latter,  namely,  the  vanity  cf 
ixf*ntt  in  jjeoplc  of  wealth  »nd  quality,  and  was  therefore  a  corollary  to  t'lS 
third  ;  fo  this  treats  of  one  circumnance  of  that  vanity,  as  it  appears  in  iha 
common  collegers  of  old  coins  :  and  is,  therefore,  a  corollary  to  ili.  fuur.h. 

Vol.  I,  Y  y  Perhaps, 
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Perhaps,  by  its  own  ruins  fav'd  from  flame,  15 

Some  bury'd  marble  half  preferves  a  name  ; 
That  name  the  learnM  with  fierce  difputes  purfue, 
And  j^ive  to  Titus  old  Vefpafian's  due. 

Ambition  figli'd  :  flie  found  it  vain  to  truft 
The  faithkfs  column  and  the  crumbling  buft  :  20 

Huge  moles,  whofe  lliadow  ftrctch'd  from  fhore  tolliorc, 
Their  ruins  pcrifli'd,  and  their  place  no  more  ! 
Convinc'd,  ihe  now  contrafts  her  vaft  delijrn, 

.  Of 

And  all  her  triumphs  flirink  into  a  coin. 

A  narrow  orb  each  crouded  conquell  keeps,  2< 

Beneath  her  palm  here- fad  Judea  weeps. 

Now  fcantier  limits  the  proud  arch  confine, 

And  fcarce  are  feen  the  proftrate  Nile  or  Rhine  ; 

A  fmall  Euphrates  thro'  the  piece  is  ro-U'd, 

And  little  eagles  wave  their  wings  in  gold.  00 

The  Medal,  faithful  to  its  charge  of  fame, 

Thro'  climes  and  ages  bears  each  form  and  name  : 

In  one  fliort  view  fubjcdled  to  our  eye 

Gods,  emp'rors,  heroes,  fages,  beauties  lie. 

With  lliarpen'd  fight  pale  antiquaries  pore,  sr 

Th'  infcription  value,  but  the  rufl  adore. 

This  the  blue  varnilli,  that  the  green  endears, 

The  facred  rufl  of  twice  ten  hundred  years  I 

To  gain  Pcfcennius  one  employs  his  fchemes. 

One  grafps  a  Cecrops  in  extatic  dreams.  40 

Poor  Vadius,  long  with  learned  fpleen  devour'd, 

Can  talle  no  plcafure  fince  his  fliield  was  fcour'd  : 

And  Curio,  rcfllcfs  by  the  fair-one's  fide. 

Sighs  for  an  Otho,  and  neglcfts  his  bride. 

Their's  is  the  vanity,  the  learning  thine  :  4^ 

Touch'd  by  thy  hand,  again  Rome's  glories  fliinc  • 
Her  gods,  and  godlike  heroes  rife  to  view, 
And  all  her  faded  garlands  bloom  a-new. 
Nor  blufii,  thefc  ftudics  thy  regard  engage  ; 
'jfliefe  pleas'd  tlie  fathers  of  poetic  rage  :  cq 

The  verfe  and  fculpture  bore  an  eq\ial  part. 


And  art  relieved  imafres  to  art. 


Oh 
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Oh  when  fliall  Britain,  conlcious  of  her  claim, 
Stand  emulous  of  Greek  and  Roman  fame  ? 
In  living  medals  fee  her  wars  enrollM,  55 

And  vanc]uilh'd  realms  fupply  recording  gold  ? 
Here,  riling  bold,   the  patriot's  honed  face  ; 
There,  warriors  frowning:  in  hiftoric  brafs  : 
Then  future  ajjes  with  delijrht  fliall  fee 
How  Plato's,  Bacon's,  Newton's  looks  agree  ;  60 

Or  in  fair  feries  laurcll'd  bards  be  fhown, 
A  Virgil  there,  and  here  an  Addifon. 
Then  fhall  thy  Cr  acgs  (and  let  mc  cr.ll  him  mine) 
On  the  caft  ore,  another  PoUio,  fliinc; 
With  afpcft  open  fhall  erciH:  his  head,  65 

And  round  the  orb  in  lafting  notes  be  read, 
*'  Statcfman,  yet  friend  to  truth  !  of  foul  linccrc, 
**  In  a£\ion  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear  ; 
**  Who  broke  no  promife,  fcrv'd  no  private  end, 
"  Who  gain'd  no  title,  and  who  loft  no  friend  ;  70 

Ennobled  by  himfclf,  by  all  approv'd. 
And  prais'd,   uncnvy'd,  by  the  Mufe  he  lov'd," 


END    OF     AOL.    r. 
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DIRECTIONS  to  the  Binder  for  placing  the  Cuts, 

VOL.    I. 

I.   FRONTISPIECE  to  face  the  Title. 

TT He  ftood  convincM  'twas  fit 

*  Who  conquer'd  Nature  fl.ould  prefide  o'er  Wit.     8i 

HI.  Let  wreaths  of  triumph  nowmy  temples  twine^c.  ^^ 

IV.  Bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  by  fpleen.  105 

V.  Ah  wretch  !  believ'd  the  fpoufc  of  God  in  vain,  &c. 

VI.  Millions  of  iuppliant  crowds  the  ftrine  attend, 
And  all  degrees  before  the  goddefs  bend. 

VII.  Hope  humbly  then,  with  trembUng  pinions  ^^^ 

ibar,  &c. 

VIII.  The  proper  ftudy  of  mankind  is  man.  262 

IX.  Self-love  fliU  ftronger  as  its  objeft's  nigh.  264 

X.  See  feme  fit  paffion  every  age  fupply,  &c.  .69 

XI.  Know  then  this  truth,  (enough  for  man  to  know)  ^^^ 

&c. 

XII.  The  love  of  pkafure,  and  the  love  of  fway.       3>  7 

t,v  Q-ir  Vifto's  ill-got  wealth  to 

XIII.  What  brought  Sir   VUtos        ^  ^^^ 

wafte,  &c. 
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